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			Introduction

			First off, I wanted to start by saying how grateful I am to be able to share this with the world with the full intent to pass joy and insight in a positive light as well as fulfill my artistic passion. When I started to write I was a broken human and a lost soul. I am proud to say that upon completion of this book my life has completely changed and my relationship with myself and others around me has improved invaluably. Poetry has saved my life and given me a new perspective that can never be taken from me, and I find this to be so powerful in many ways.

			I want you, the reader, to take what you can from these snippets and apply it to your own life as you see fit. It is my goal and my mission to counter depressing social norms through my writing. I hope that the energy this book provides will make as great of a difference in the readers’ eyes as it has for me. Please share this book with your family and friends, and happy reading!

		

	
		
			 

			 

			 

			 

			Honourable mention to God, my mother and my father, my future wife, my daughter, and all of my family and friends and wise teachers who have supported me throughout my journey so far.

			- J. M.

		

	
		
			 

			 

			 

			This book is dedicated 
to my beautiful daughter 
Cherish McNamara.

		

	
		
			 

			 

			 

			 

			***Disclaimer!!! This book contains serious topics and can trigger difficult emotions. If you or anyone you know who is reading this becomes unwell, contact help immediately by calling your local emergency department or mental health professional.***

		

	
		
			Some Lovely Quotations

			“Hope can be a powerful force. Maybe there’s no actual magic in it, but when you know what you hope for most and hold it like a light within you, you can make things happen, almost like magic.”

			~ Laini Taylor

			“Writers know words are their way towards truth and freedom, and so they use them with care, with thought, with fear, with delight. By using words well they strengthen their souls. Story-tellers and poets spend their lives learning that skill and art of using words well. And their words make the souls of their readers stronger, brighter, deeper.”

			~ Ursula K. Le Guin

			“Knowing oneself comes from attending with compassionate curiosity to what is happening within.”

			~ Dr. Gabor Maté

			“Cause sometimes, you just feel tired. Feel weak. And when you feel weak, you feel like you wanna just give up. But you gotta search within you.”

			~ Eminem

			“The fool doth think he is wise, but the wise man knows himself to be a fool.” (Hamlet)

			~ Shakespeare

			“Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind.” (A Midsummer Night’s Dream)

			~ Shakespeare

		

	
		
			Angelic Intervention

			This section is dedicated to some of my very special family and friends.

			Little Man – Written by Susan Warman

			My Birthday – Written by Susan Warman

			Clear Vision – Written by Jotham Corbett

			Standing In the Rain – Written by Matthew Bonn

			Silent Cardinal – Written by Brandon MacDonald
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			Eye Contact

			Something different happens when you make eye contact,

			Two souls connecting on a one-way track.

			Truth holds, reflecting on what’s a matter of fact.

			A spook knows when it’s directly hidden behind your back.

			You spoke so candidly, instead of this and that,

			A twofold wavelength nestling in a head under a hat.

			A fluke sold mayday hasn’t found its knack.

			So, you know

			What the truth holds, and

			So do I.

			It’s like you told,

			Burning inferno

			Inside your eyes.

			Every interaction with another person is a chance to capture a percentage of the truth.

			By this very faction, our minds are like mirrors reflecting backwards; It’s been since youth.

			So don’t put yourself in a phone booth; don’t sit down.

			Do the best you can in the here and now!

		

	
		
			The Art of Compassion

			Having compassion is one thing, mastery is another.

			I’m not one by far, no longer a fighter, but a lover,

			One of many traits that I value in my dear mother.

			The art of compassion is attractive instead of running for cover.

			Caring for ourselves and others is our duty from the dearly beloved.

			It is vital to battle the dark; our victory is clear and triumphant.

			Navigate the magnetic sea,

			Or fly thousands of miles away.

			Gravitate o’er to Galilee,

			A great miracle is displayed.

			Having faith is a path to glee;

			Love each other in Jesus’ name.

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			Everything we do

			in life is a practice,

			why not practise

			Compassion?

		

	
		
			Blank

			As I stared at this blank page, I had a thought.

			By the time I got to my notes I completely forgot.

			Easter after, quiet yet dissonant, focus harder now.

			A robin boasts his plumage in the distance as I greet him with smoke.

			Such a paradoxical anomaly, the unnatural man.

			Grappling the return to nature is all but gone now, as these systems take place.

			Oh well, do what I can, bleakness is better than weakness.

			Funny, that thought just floated away …
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			Addicted to Change

			What a fractal idea to become addicted to change,

			So foreign to the norms, so uniquely strange.

			One with this mind must be dastardly deranged,

			A lost old flip phone, well out of range.

			Why? Why this sudden turn of a page?

			An immediate compulsion has to be a phase.

			Changing, adapting, growing all in one swift-killed phrase,

			To find your way out is a darkened, blindfolded, cornfield maze.

			As the trees sway, not stuck in the wind,

			Majesties frayed, sucked up in sin.

			Let’s begin; let’s change right now,

			Our beckoning, our yearnings endowed.

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			 

			Change is paradoxically the most yearned for and yet most feared aspect of human existence. To become adaptable on a whim without much resistance is of the essence.
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As familiarity slides by,
A smidge out of reach,
Clusters of joy harken.
Hang on to your buoy now.
A raft is a step up
As you work with what you have.
Memories of a teachable spirit fade.
Hang on to your buoy now.
All gleaming souls once tethered, are
replaced by gnarly ones.
An iceberg of despair marks its course.
Maybe some ice chips of hope will hit me.
As I hang on to my buoy now.





