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Synopsis
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The Writer’s Mirror – Echoes of a Creative Mind is a gentle yet deeply personal collection that invites the reader to slow down and look within.
Jane E. Libeau weaves together poetry and reflective prose to explore the quiet spaces of human experience — the tenderness of young love, the lingering ache of what was lost, the search for an authentic voice, the mysterious interplay between mind, body and soul, and the strange beauty found in both memory and self-discovery.
From barefoot walks in winter, to standing in a foggy valley with lost souls, to watching a dyslexic writer lost in thought in a smoky café, each piece offers a moment of pause and reflection.
Honest, lyrical, and quietly thought-provoking, these works encourage the reader to listen to their own inner voice and embrace the full, imperfect beauty of simply being human.
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Goldie-Locks and the Three Trials of Communication. 
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When I think about communication and finding the quality that I want to exude, I think of the Goldie Locks story. Not necessarily the traditional Goldie-Locks and the three bears story we all know and love, however to me Goldie-Locks portrays the seeker of knowledge, how she searches for what is just right and how she wants to find her way to communicate.

Goldie-Locks wanders the forest of ‘herself’ until she comes to the house of her inner self. Her curiosity to what is inside draws her to open the door and enter.

Once inside Goldie-Locks finds upon a table three bowls of porridge. She samples the first bowl of porridge and it burns her lips, she samples the second bowl of porridge and it is cold. Reluctantly Goldie-Locks samples the third bowl of porridge and to her surprise it is just right.

The tasting of the three bowls of porridge reflect how Goldie-Locks wants to generate her communication. With tasting the third bowl she becomes aware that she will communicate with a warm and nourishing voice.

Goldie-Locks then peruses the room and sees three chairs. She sits on the first chair and finds it hard and rigid. She sits upon the second chair and sinks deeply as she folds into it. Then sitting upon the third chair she finds it comfortable, supporting and relaxing.

How she feels in the third chair represents her desired body language.

Goldie-Locks sits in the chair for a moment longer and ponders her new discovery of her self.

It wasn’t long before Goldie–Locks espies three beds. Of course it was time to test their qualities.

The first bed by the open window was too large, too hard and too exposed. The second bed under the eave was too soft and too sheltered. In the centre of the room was the third bed. Goldie-Locks wandered toward the bed, easily got upon it and relaxed with its natural covers enveloping her and sides slightly raised gave a feeling of comfortable containment. Goldie-Locks lay in the bed that represented her social boundaries and consciousness of conversational intent.
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And time went by.

The three bears came home to see that their porridge has been nibbled at and that one bowl is all gone. Their chairs have been sat in and now there is someone lying in the little bear’s bed.

As they approach the bed Goldie Locks rises and smiles at the two larger bears then turns to the little bear. She looks into his left eye and says.

I entered this house and I did found

Three bowls of porridge up off the ground

I chose the one that was right for me

Now I generate my voice to thee

The warm nurturing bowl, sweet and true

Generates how I speak to you.

I sat on the chairs, and found that one

Supported my self and my new voice I have found.

From there I picked this bed of three

Is where I found you, and you hear me.

I speak to you from my true voice

I had three of three to make my choice

So,

I chose from which cot

To make MY bed

So now I say what I mean

And mean what I said.

With that Goldie Locks and the little bear

Saw the mirror of self

Of self aware

From her belly of knowledge she could generate

The power of truth and intention

From a sleepless state.

Both understood

What she came here for

They embraced for a moment

Then Goldie Locks walked out the door.
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Bare Feet
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As I stand in the mid-winters air

The cold wind rasps across my body,

My feet are bare and exposed to the elements

As I walk into a memory.

It was there that I first embraced you 

And touched your soft brown hair.

Your rosy cheeks flanked your smile

As your face became exposed to the frosty air.

Your teeth chattered, your voice trembled

As you began to speak,

“Why do you walk in the winter,

With no shoes upon your feet?”

I slowly begin to answer,

As I my arms wrap around your waist,

And gently kiss the cold away

From your beautiful, stark face.

“My shoes are unimportant,

For my heart is warm and alive,

I walk with no shoes to feel life,

And to remind me that I will thrive.

My feet can retrace where I have been,

Those I have loved

And those I have not seen.

The cold whirls around them

But cannot get inside;

Dark angels have chased me,

So, with no shoes I am faster in stride.

My path is worn and leaves my prints

And shows the avenues I have sought.

Each print in front of the other,

Reveals the lessons I was taught.

The deep prints reveal the worry

Which I placed upon my shoulders.

The lighter ones are about better times,

Those times I was much bolder.

My feet are never cold

And I will walk a life with you,

Do not worry about the cold outside

And what it may or may not do.

So if you will walk with me,

And stay by my side,

My feet will take us firmly

On a wonderful adventurous ride.”

With a puzzled look upon her face

She pulled away from a winters embrace.

She looked deep into my fiery eyes,

Then looked up into the stormy skies.

Without a word, without a sound,

She removed her shoes and placed them on the ground.

She embraced my body and took my heart,

And together we walked, bare foot, into the dark.
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I Get To See Christmas Again
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For many a time of loneliness

For many a time of pain

For me and many others

I get to see Christmas again

As the world is ravished by war

And peace is a precious name

I will gather with friends and family

Because I get to see Christmas again

It’s not about religion

It’s not about race

It’s a time of gathering and thanksgiving

Of freedom and choices we can make

I will extend my wishes to all human kind

I will toast to eternal peace

And pray we can all show compassion

And the violence in our world will cease

Wishful thoughts? Thoughts are powerful

And we all can make a change

Think of peace love and forgiveness

So we can all see Christmas again.
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