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Warning: This  publ icat ion contains  unedi ted wri t ing.  For  best  resul ts  read with your  Heart .  

As we face economical difficulties and intensifying natural disasters,
most of us are learning how to live with less: some are cutting back
on spending, some are completely losing businesses, jobs and homes,
many are struggling between these two extremes, and we are ALL
being called to open our hearts to deeper levels than ever before. . . 
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~~ GGrraattiittuuddee ~~
A huge TTHHAANNKK YYOOUU to the enclosed advertisers who

contributed to this second printing of The Heart Bud. 

I feel deeply grateful to the Highest Power for help-
ing me find the courage and strength to produce this
second issue of “The Heart Bud”. 

w w w. t h e h e a r t b u d . c o m

~~ IInnttrroodduucctt iioonn ~~
““““The Heart Bud” is written by “Wisdom” - by

the wisdom of direct experience. It is rising,
like a resurrecting phoenix, through the per-
sonal core of global issues, into the heart of
humanity. . .

IIff yyoouu rreeaadd wwiitthh yyoouurr HHeeaarrtt yyoouu’’llll SSeeee
The Heart Bud is a product of Poetic Publications and is being pro-

duced by Sharon R. Poet - a woman who is a hard worker and had
accomplished the “all American dream,” with full ownership of a large
country home...etc., before an unusual chain of losses, disasters and
difficulties left her completely homeless. 

She first started this mission in the fall of 2004 with a publication
called, “The Personal Journal,” In May of 2007 she attempted resur-
recting this bankrupt publication in a less expensive format entitled,
“Sharon’s Bud”. She is now building the wisdom of her mistakes and
experiences into “The Heart Bud.”

Sharon continues, against unbelievable odds, to lift her pen, for all of
humanity, as she carves a healing path through the devastation
around the loss of her Loudon, NH home, a fire in her Potter Place,
NH home, multiple deaths of loved ones, her experiences around a
flash flood, which wiped out her Alstead, NH neighborhood and the
terror of being stalked, threatened, harassed and slandered by people
who’ve fought against her writings. 

Sharon is producing this publication from the vehicle she now lives
in, but she says, “This isn’t about me. I am merely one tiny sample
that I use as an example. I simply write what I experience and see with
hope for all of humanity. . .myself included.”

Sharon grew up on a farm in NH and has naturally expressed her
feelings through writing lyrics and poetry since early childhood. She’s
written several books, over seventy songs and longs to complete a
series of children's books, four CDs of her songs...etc. 

Sharon plans to use income from her writings, in order to climb
back onto her own feet and acquire at least one home that she
can open up to people who are in need of a safe, supportive
place to live while healing from sudden devastating losses or
painful experiences.  

Contents hold copyrights in various years
Copyright 1986, 1999, 2004, 2005, 2007, 2008, 2010, 2011 

with all rights reserved. This publication can not be copied or 
reproduced, in any way or form

Poetic Publications
PO Box 383, Mont Vernon, NH  03057

Current contact information can be found on 
www.theheartbud.com or

www.poeticpublications.com

~~ NNootteess  ~~
Most of the entries in this printing have been altered since

the previous one, because “The Heart Bud” is in the process of
growing into all that its meant to be. It hopes to soon attain
enough sponsorship to continue improving and soaring into
communities throughout the world. If there is anything you can
do to help this process it will be deeply appreciated. 

Until “The Heart Bud” attains enough sponsorship to cover all
its own costs and reach its initial goals, it will most likely not be
able to print anymore free ads or submissions of other people’s
writings, but it hopes to follow through on offering these bene-
fits soon.

T h e  H e a r t  B u d  -   w w w. p o e t i c p u b l i c a t i o n s . c o m

T h e  H e a r t  B u d  -   w w w. p o e t i c p u b l i c a t i o n s . c o m
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Forces that control our economy are shoving the middle class
into poverty and small businesses are being hit hard!

Not only are most of us spending less money, we are also
buying cheaper things at large department stores. Sometimes
we literally can’t afford to shop anywhere but these places that
are less expensive. But when it’s not going to create too much
hardship, it would be helpful if we let consideration spend
more money in small local businesses, because these are the
ones who need our support. Helping them to remain in busi-
ness is the neighborly thing to do, ESPECIALLY when income
from their business is what keeps a roof over their heads. 

LLeettss ddoo tthhee bbeesstt wwee ccaann ttoo ddoo mmoorree ooff oouurr sshhooppppiinngg aatt tthhee
ppllaacceess tthhaatt nneeeedd oouurr ssuuppppoorrtt.. This may cost a bit more money,
but it will leave us with the satisfaction of knowing that we are
doing what we can to help our neighbors. No price can be put
on this healthy exercising of our Hearts. 

~~ IInn SSuuppppoorrtt ooff SSmmaallll BBuussiinneesssseess ~~

LLeettss bbee aa bbeeaaccoonn tthhaatt sshhiinneess iinnttoo ssoommeeoonnee’’ss ppaayy.. .. ..

Check out
www.Poet icPubl icat ions.com

The TIRE Business, Just Done Right

carson city
tire
673-5402  

www.CarsonCityTire.com

18 Pine Road, Amherst, NH (Behind Salzburg Square - off Route 101)

INC.

Give us the opportunity to exceed your expectations

Log & Frame Homes & Barns
Additions * Garages * Kitchens/Baths * Attic Conversions 
Family Rooms * Sun Rooms * Basement Conversions

A Full Service Company
603-497-4343

35 Main Street
Goffstown, NH 03045

A F a m i l y  O w n e d  B u s i n e s s  
W i t h  4 0  y e a r s  o f  D o i n g  i t  R i g h t
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EEccoonnoommiiccaall HHeerrbbiinngg
In the mid 1980’s I began exploring and successfully using herbs instead

of pharmaceuticals for minor illnesses like colds, flu, infections…etc., and
was amazed by the results. The healing powers of Herbs seem to extend far
beyond man made medicines and have none of the harmful side effects,
when used properly.

In the mid 1980s, my oldest daughter suffered from recurring ear infections
and had undergone several rounds of antibiotics prior to a doctor suggesting
surgically putting tubes in her ears. Instead of allowing the surgery I cracked
open my herb books and ended up successfully using homemade garlic
drops to cure her ear infections. The garlic didn't do much for the way she
smelt ;-) but it prevented the dreaded tubes from having to be used, cost a
lot less and was better for her on every level. 

Another example is when a friend's child came down with a severe case
of impetigo and I gave her Calendula, which ended up curing the infection,
although her doctor had stated that, “only one particular antibiotic can cure
impetigo.”  

When my immune system was seriously compromised by a life threatening
case of lupus, I treated my physical symptoms with a measured combination
of four herbs, which are a proven cure for cancer and originally came from a
Native American Medicine person. Variations of this formula are being sold in
health food stores under the name of, “Essiac”. But it is said that the original
recipe, made up fresh, is the most, if not the only, effective way of using this
formula. (The original herbal recipe and more information on Essiac can
be found on, www.HealthFreedom.info)

I've used homemade herbal teas and concoctions for more things than I
can count or list. My daughters could tell you a few horror stories about what
some of them smelt and tasted like. ;-) But they worked, were more healthy
for them and saved us a lot of money.

You can do it too. You can pick up a good book on healing with herbs and
find out that many of the herbal medicines we need are right in our own back
yards and cost nothing. Others can be easily found at herb stores.

TThheerree wwiillll bbee aa lloott lleessss iillllnneessss iinn oouurr wwoorrlldd wwhheenn wwee,, mmoorree ffuullllyy,, 
rreettuurrnn ttoo tthhee EEaarrtthh’’ss nnaattuurraall rreessoouurrcceess ffoorr pprreevveennttaattiivveess aanndd ccuurreess..

Lets do it!

:-)

“The Heart Bud” Needs Your Help
You can help it sore across the USA and beyond by advertising your 

business or by offering monetary gifts to help it grow.

Poetic Publications, PO Box 383,  Mont Vernon, NH 03057
T h e H e a r t B u d @ g m a i l . c o m
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by Wisdom
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~ RReeccllaaiimmiinngg tthhee BBuudd ooff aa DDrreeaamm ~~
by Wisdom

If you’ve lost your business, job, partner or home and are wondering what to do next,
perhaps  it’s time to dig into your own Heart - into the closets where forgotten dreams reside.

I’m over 50 years old and didn’t start completely following my heart into my soul's dream until I was in my 
forties. Although I’d been aware of my life’s purpose when I was a young child, I’d let myself be torn from it and
chose professions that looked like they’d deliver more money. I’d worked hard and had accomplished the ‘all
American dream’ and was even mortgage free by the age of forty. But it all felt empty and meaningless. I wasn’t
happy with my jobs and I felt like a failure in my personal life.

When all that I’d built suddenly began to crumble in a chain of disasters I felt devastated. It hurt to lose what I’d
worked so hard to achieve. It hurt like hell! But I strived to pick up my self esteem and began, more fully following
my heart into the depths of my life’s purpose - into sharing my poems and songs with the rest of humanity. 

MMyy iinniittiiaall lloosssseess lleeaadd mmee iinnttoo tthhee ddeepptthhss ooff mmyy oowwnn hheeaarrtt --  
IInnttoo wwhhaatt II sshhoouulldd hhaavvee bbeeeenn ddooiinngg wwiitthh mmyy lliiffee ffrroomm tthhee ssttaarrtt..

It hasn’t been easy. In fact, it’s been the most difficult road I’ve traveled. I’ve crashed
more times than not, and have been faced with one obstacle after an other and haven’t
even begun to make enough money to cover the costs of my work. But, I’m doing the parts
that I can and. . .overall, I feel more content than ever before. Re-claiming this part of my
neglected dream is the most rewarding thing I’ve ever done. I find deep satisfaction in know-
ing that I’m finally following my heart into what I was born to be doing with my life.
Everything else feels like a waste of time and energy, if its not helping me to produce and
share my writings.

Though there have been times when I’ve fallen back into letting other people’s advice, or
letting my own fear, drag me off my path, I keep returning to it, because this is what I was
born to do. 

If you are reading this in a booklet, I accomplished another little part of my dream and I
hope you do it too - I hope you follow your Heart into making your dreams come true
no matter how much money it does or doesn’t make for you. Just do what you can.
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Life Doesn�t Come With Directions.
Primerica Can Help You Write Your

Own.

To discuss your personal financial goals,
call your local Primerica Representative

Derek C. Wyskiel
50 Queen City Avenue
Manchester, NH  03103

(603) 624-8558

Visit us online at 
w w w.Primerica.com

T h e  H e a r t  B u d  -   w w w. p o e t i c p u b l i c a t i o n s . c o m

T h e  H e a r t  B u d  -   w w w. p o e t i c p u b l i c a t i o n s . c o m



Many of us wonder why natural disasters are suddenly
happening more frequently. There are theories about "nor-
mal earth changes" and "global warming" and "the Earth
tilting on its axis" and even "the world coming to an end." 

I feel that there is SOME Truth in most theories - that
there are multiple levels of reasons for these sudden shifts
in our climate. But no matter how it's perceived or what it's
called, its obvious that these disasters are reforming our
ways of living, thinking and feeling. 

When I step back and look at the bigger picture - at the
destructive levels of greed, selfishness and hate that are
growing in humanity, it seems like our world needs to be
shaken, in order to wake us up and re-set our priorities.

I have a strong feeling that New England has not yet
experienced the worst of the natural disasters, which will
hit in my lifetime, that this is not the only place left to be
hit harder than the norm. . .and that we need to start being
here for each other on deeper levels than ever before.

Perhaps its time for us to more FULLY learn more about
what really matters most in life. Perhaps its time for us to
stop the economical shift that’s crushing the middle class,
destroying the poor and feeding only the rich. PPeerrhhaappss iittss
ttiimmee ffoorr uuss ttoo bbeeggiinn rreeaalliizziinngg tthhaatt tthhee hhiigghheesstt mmeeaassuurree ooff  
aa bbeeiinngg ccaallccuullaatteess hhooww mmuucchh ggeennuuiinnee HHeeaarrtt wwee 
hhaavvee aanndd ddooeess nnoott eevveenn ccoonnssiiddeerr hhooww mmuucchh 
mmoonneeyy aanndd pprrooppeerrttyy wwee aaccqquuiirree.. 

WWoorrlldd II SSeeee
WWhhaatt kkiinndd ooff wwoorrlldd ccaann mmyy wweeaarryy eeyyeess SSeeee?? 

WWhhaatt kkiinndd ooff wwoorrlldd mmuusstt ggrrooww ttoo bbee??
AA wwoorrlldd wwhheerree LLoovvee iiss vvaalluueedd mmoosstt,, 
AAnndd ccoommppaassssiioonn iiss tthhee sstteeaaddyy hhoosstt,,

AA wwoorrlldd wwhheerree kkiinnddnneessss ppiicckkss uupp ppaacceess 
TToo lliifftt bbrrookkeenn ppeeooppllee ffrroomm wwoouunnddeedd ppllaacceess..

AA wwoorrlldd wwhheerree wwee wweeaatthheerr tthhee ssttoorrmmss 
AAnndd LLoovvee iiss bbiirrtthheedd ffrroomm aallll tthhaatt ggeettss ttoorrnn,,
AA wwoorrlldd wwhheerree tthhee vvooiidd ooff ggrreeeedd aanndd hhaattee 
IIss ffiilllleedd wwiitthh LLoovvee bbyy tthhee hhaannddss ooff ffaattee,,
AA wwoorrlldd wwhheerree aallll iiss iinn aa ssttaattee ooff rreeppaaiirr 

AAnndd nnoonnee aarree lleefftt iinn ddeeeepp ddeessppaaiirr..
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àà{{xx ffââÇÇ ãã||ÄÄÄÄ ÜÜ||ááxx ÉÉÇÇ ttÄÄÄÄ ÉÉyy {{ââÅÅttÇÇ||ààçç ttáá ããxx xxÅÅuuÜÜttvvxx ÉÉââÜÜ [[xxttÜÜààáá ttÇÇww ááxxàà __ÉÉääxx yyÜÜxxxx AA

~~ TThhee RReeffoorrmmiinngg ~~
by Wisdom6

LLaappooiinnttee IInnssuurraannccee

Personal ~ Business ~ Financial

603-624-0855
748 Mast Road

Manchester, NH 03102

www.LapointeInsurance .com

Bedford 
Fields
331 Route 101,  Bedford,  NH  (603) 472-8880

C o m e  v i s i t  a n d  e x p l o r e

H o m e  &  G a r d e n  C e n t e r
Check out our website for the latest and greatest:

w w w. B e d f o r d F i e l d s . c o m
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by Wisdom

As more and more of us are hit with financial losses, I find
myself hoping that we can find peace in letting go of unneed-
ed THINGS and learn to enjoy a way of life, which proves
that “more is less & less is more,” because it really is, as long
as our basic needs for shelter, health and safety are met.

In the late 1980s I began simplify my life by getting rid of
unneeded items. Through this process I often had to sit
myself down and ask, "Do I NEED this or do I just WANT it?"
If "want" was the answer I either gave it away or sold it. 

Within a few years I was almost down to bare necessities. I
can't tell you how freeing and empowering this was!

I later took this to the next level and lived off the grid in a
small hunter’s cabin (my "Adirondack Shack”) where I had no
electricity, no septic, no well, no appliance noise, much less
worry and a lot more peace. 

During my year and a half in this cabin I realized how little I
needed, in order to stay warm, healthy and happy. Selling it
was one of my biggest mistakes, because I’ve not been able
to replace it. 

But anyway, the moral to my story is that we don’t really
need most of the THINGS we have. . .and when we stop
wanting so much of what we don’t need, we’ll be much better
of financially, emotionally, physically and mentally, because
wanting more leaves us forever unsatisfied and wanting/hav-
ing less relieves stress, lessens financial burdens and pro-
motes peace. 

Most of us want less stress, more financial security,
more peace and an easier lifestyle, but are we willing to
let go of the extra THINGS, which often keep us from
them?

Sadly, some of us are being forced to and just need to real-
ize that it doesn’t have to be a bad thing. Learning to live with
less can increase our quality of life and give us more time to
do things that matter most. 

Life gives us enough to stress over, without having to worry
about the extra THINGS we either don’t have or struggle to
pay for. Having more than what we need feeds stress, greed
and the delusion of more being better.

All any of us really NEED is a safe comfortable place to
live, the means to keep ourselves safe and healthy, and the
ability to do our life’s work. 

When the most greedy parts of our world realize this, we
will ALL be far better off, because this will lesson the ridicu-
lously high prices of things, which the rest of us struggle to
pay for. 

ÂÂ `̀ ÉÉ ÜÜ xx  || áá  __ xx áá áá ÊÊ 
It really is. . .more fuels greed 

and deprives those who are in need
(Fuel and medical prices are good examples of this)

P.S. I wish I knew who first came up with the phrase, “more is
less” so I could give credit where credit is due. It surely came
from a wise soul who dared to look into our hearts and know.

iittÄÄââxx ÉÉyy ggÜÜââááàà 
by Wisdom

I didn’t realize, until recent years, how important
Trust is. I understand that “trust is earned...etc.” We
can’t automatically Trust EVERYONE! But its not
healthy to automatically distrust everyone either.
We need a healthy balance between these two
extremes - a balance that humanity seems to be
losing. 

More times than not we tend to DIS-trust  pro-
nounce people guilty until innocence is proven,
instead of listening to our instincts and Hearts and
letting it be the other way around.

Though I’ve recently lost a lot of my own Trust in
humanity, due to being targeted by ill intended peo-
ple, it wasn’t long ago when someone told me that I
was, ”too naive and Trusting.” “You think EVERY-
ONE is honest like you...,” this person angrily
scolded, after I’d been deeply hurt by people who
pretended to be more trustworthy than they were.

I understood where she was coming from. But I
don’t think I was ever “TOO trusting”. I don’t feel
that Trust was my issue. I just needed to work
harder at trusting my intuition and listening to my
deeper instincts so that I could more easily sense
those who did not deserve my Trust. And I needed
to face the fact that “evil” really does exist in
humanity. A tough lesson to learn.

But anyway. . .I hope Trust regains its valuable
place in our world, because too much distrust can
prevent us from giving honest people the chance
they need and leads to losses on both sides. 

My most recent experiences with trust vs. distrust
was in the process of collecting ads for the first
issue of “The Heart Bud”. As I approached hun-
dreds of people, I ran into many who assumed that
I’d just gather up their money and run off instead of
really producing “The Heart Bud.” Although I under-
stood their skepticism of something new and
unique, from someone they do not know, I also felt
a bit hurt each time it happened, because I
deserved more trust than I was getting. 

So I’m working on regaining more Trust through
wrapping it in heavy doses of intuition, because I
get hurt when I trust UN-trustworthy people and
I hurt others when I don’t give them the
Trust/chance they deserve.

\\ààËËáá uuxxààààxxÜÜ ààÉÉ {{ttääxx ààÜÜââááààxxww 
ttÇÇww zzÉÉààààxxÇÇ {{ââÜÜàà 
àà{{ttÇÇ ààÉÉ {{ttääxx ÇÇÉÉàà 

ààÜÜââááààxxww ttàà ttÄÄÄÄAA
(What is true for Love is also true for Trust)
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~~ PPeerrssoonnaalliizzeedd DDiissaasstteerr RReelliieeff ~~
by Wisdom

Since the volunteer work I did with Katrina and Rita victims, as well as my own personal experiences with disas-
ters, I have felt saddened by the lack of uncomplicated help there is in their aftermath, especially for those who were
already struggling,. . .and have come to the following conclusion: When we have the Heart to help, and money to
donate, we can help more people with a lot less money when we give directly to individuals and families who are in
need. Through giving DIRECTLY to disaster victims we can FULLY help dozens of people with the same amount of
money that would barely trickle down to temporarily help just one person. . .through most other avenues.

Far more disaster victims will be helped when we let our Hearts guide us into the kind of compassion that
cares to prevent further distress by COMPLETELY lifting people back onto their feet, monetarily, emotional-
ly and mentally. . .instead of offering only enough food or water to sustain their plight. It can cost a lot less to
fully help people than it does to keep them down and keep feed them for long periods of time. . .and its far more
humane. Lets let our Hearts do the deed of REALLY helping those in need. 

After disaster strikes, most victims need these three things,in order to fully recover.

1. A SAFE, kind, genuinely welcoming place to live. 

2. Time for grieving in an understanding and 
compassionate home - enough peaceful time to heal, 
without being pressured to hurry up and “get over
it...etc.” 

3. A chance to start over - uncomplicated financial 
assistance, to lift them back onto their own feet.

Please remember that reluctant help does not feel very helpful, because most disaster victims already feel
humiliated and guilty for having to depend on other people. We should not help just because we think we
should or just to make ourselves look good, because victims can only feel comforted by the type of help that
comes from genuine care. 

Also please remember that interrogating victims, and making them prove their losses, as most
agencies do, merely ads to their distress at a time when they are often already so overwhelmed that
they have a hard time remembering details, anyway. Its better to just focus on listening to our own intu-
ition - our own “gut feelings” - our own Hearts. It is best to just offer a compassionate ear and/or a shoulder
to cry on, instead of suspicious questioning, because they all DO deserve the help they need and should not
have to be dealt the added distress of having to prove themselves or defend themselves against suspicions,
which are usually born from a greedy, selfish search for a reason to not have to help.

N O  M AT T E R  W H AT  T H E  S I T U AT I O N  I S ,  
Those who continue to suffer just haven't gotten the help they need.

P.S. In an old Native American tradition, it's required that we never let anyone know what we've done to help another person. 
This is to keep our egos out of it and pull our Hearts into it. Perhaps we can learn something from this wise tradition. 

ÂÂ jj {{ tt àà  vv tt ÇÇ  \\ ww ÉÉ  yy ÉÉ ÜÜ  çç ÉÉ ââ  || ÇÇ  çç ÉÉ ââ ÜÜ  àà || ÅÅ xx  ÉÉ yy  ÇÇ xx xx ww RR ÊÊ
(These are the words that plant a healing seed.)

TTRRUUEE hheellpp iiss  ddeell iivveerreedd tthhrroouugghh tthhee kkiinndd ooff  ccaarree  tthhaatt  pprreevveennttss  
ffuurrtthheerr  ddiissttrreessss  aanndd GGLLAADDLLYY ll ii ffttss  ppeeooppllee  bbaacckk oonnttoo tthheeii rr  ffeeeett ..
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We can help each other through tough times by forming support groups. 
Here are a few guidelines if you’d like to start one.

~~ SSuuppppoorrtt  GGrroouupp GGuuiiddeell iinneess  ~~

1. Each member must join with deep levels of integrity
(The group must have a safe, respectful feeling in order for it to be healing) 

2. Make a firm commitment to stick with it for at least a few months
(This will allow time for trust to build between members)

3. Remain consistent with times and dates 
(This creates a feeling of stability and security.)

4. Pass leadership around, so that no one has complete control of the group
(This helps prevent it from creeping into dysfunctional ruts.)

5. Take turns sharing - with only one person talking at a time
(Perhaps use a "Talking Stick" and refrain from advising unless it’s asked for)

6. Focus on empathizing with each individual who shares
(So that everyone feels heard and cared for)

7. Practice strict levels of confidentiality
(Never repeat what other members share unless they give permission.)

Start each meeting with a short meditation for relaxation and end it with a group hug. Add any other
guidelines or exercises that your group agrees upon. Keep in mind that sudden losses can trigger feel-
ings which have been long suppressed, so it’s natural to be facing childhood trauma or other past
losses along with the present situation. Embrace it ALL so that healing can take place.

End each meeting with a group hug.

Let’s use these opportunities to grow. Let’s give our pain a chance to go. Let’s let it out. Let’s cry and scream until our Hearts are squeaky clean. Let’s
Let’s use these opportunities to grow
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Positively Negative*
by Wisdom

Wisdom reaches into
The depths of my aching Soul
To find the seed of something
We all could stand to know:

~ There's no such thing as "negative" ~
~ When we grow to accept ~ 

~ All that simply IS ~

*”Positively Negative” was written on the subject of embracing feelings
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Please take a moment to think about how you'd feel if you suddenly
lost your job, home, even a few loved ones and had no family or friends
left, whom you could turn to for help. Scary to even think about, isn't it?
But please care to feel this. . .

You worked hard all your life and had reached a point where you
owned your own business and a nice country home, but it’s all sudden-
ly gone, through no fault of your own. You have also just lost a few
loved ones and you have no family left, whom you can turn to for help. 

Fear grips you as you realize that you suddenly have no income and
nothing but your car to sleep in. Your homeless situation, on top of all
your personal losses, is almost too overwhelming to bear. You feel
numbed by shock.

A few weeks go by and you've just used your last dollars purchasing
yet another loaf of bread and jar of peanut butter. You finally do what
you've been dreading - you call welfare, but are told that “there is no
help for you because you have no physical address, are not elderly or
physically or mentally disabled and don’t have young children." In
their effort to help as few people as possible, they carelessly cast you
aside.

You don't qualify for unemployment because you had been self
employed. You call 211 and they give you the number to a hotline
where you are told that a homeless shelter is your only option, IF they
have room for you, but there is no room. You go to another one, a few
days later, and don’t feel safe due to the obvious mental/emotional dif-
ficulties most of the other inhabitants have. Actually, you feel terrified
of being harmed by one of them. You know that you can’t handle any-
more pain than what you already carry, so you leave and resign to liv-
ing in your car. 

You call the Salvation Army, Corpus Christy, a Paster Care
Center...etc. but the only one who returns your calls and doesn’t refer
you to some other place that ends up being a dead end, says that there
is nothing they can do for you “because you are already homeless.” 

Your distress is being compounded by being intensely interrogated,
humiliated and disbelieved by the agencies you turn to for help.

You periodically pick up cans of food at food pantrys, which rarely
have healthy food and are in short supply because of all the people
who take food from them, in order to SAVE their own money instead of
leaving it for those who have none. 

The food pantries refuse to pay your cell phone bill or storage pay-
ment, which would prevent you from losing the rest of your belong-
ings, because these levels of help “are not on the list of things they
do” for people. They don't give you money because they assume you
might be a thief, drug addict or some sort of criminal. 

You have been trying to get more work, but now that you are in such
a state of need, people either hire someone else or offer a small frac-
tion of what you used to get paid. You feel how heartless and cruel this
is, but they excuse it by saying, “That's just business!” 

You desperately grab for any job you can get, but the economy is
bad. Jobs are hard to find. And most of the jobs you get deliver
unhealthy levels of sexual harassment and other types of abuse. What’s
left of your pride rises to fight against it and either gets fired or quits. 

You feel more desperate, overwhelmed and scared than you ever
thought a human being could feel. Your situation is starting to feel
hopeless.

You have no money to wash the sets of clothes you now wear for
three or four days in a row. The rushed sink-baths you take in garage
station rest rooms are not enough to eliminate your BO, but a few
months have now gone by and you have stopped even noticing. 

When you’re not under the security cameras in Wal-Mart parking
lots you have to keep moving or driving around because when you
linger in one place for too long you are sometimes approached by ill
intending people who want to take advantage of the vulnerable situa-
tion you’re obviously in. Sometimes you run out of the gas you need,
in order to keep on the move, because you only get $25 worth of gas
from the food pantry that you are only allowed to visit once a month.
You sneak to other pantries and churches, in order to get more of what
you need, and feel guilty about it.

You’re not getting the exercise you need and your car is becoming a
stinky mess, but you have become too overwhelmed and tired to do
anything about it. Surviving each day takes all the energy you have. 

You often cry yourself to sleep praying for help. But each day rolls

into a few more weeks, and STILL, no real help is there for you. Your
faith begins to stagger. You are feeling too uncared for by your fellow
human beings and this hurts so unbearably that its breaking what's left
of your aching heart.

You hit a point where you resign to checking out a homeless shelter
again and your worst fears begin racing into reality. So, you bolt and
become more content with just living in your car although the night
temperatures are now dipping into the single digits. 

You ask for help over and over again, but most people don’t  trust
you, just because you’re living in your car, and the rest of them look
down on you and try to find reasons to not have to be the ones to have
to help. Nobody seems to care. The only offers you get for places to
live are in situations that add to your discomfort and you quickly
leave.

The little bits of help you get are barely enough to survive on and
never enough to help you climb back onto your feet.

A few years go by and you wonder how you’ve survived this long
and if you will ever be able to recover from what homelessness has
done to you on top of the devastation that put you there.

Sometimes you feel numb. Sometimes you feel sad.
Sometimes you give up, because you’re so tired and mad.

You often feel scared and don’t know what to do -
Overwhelmed by the pain of all you're going through.

Just when you think things can't get any worse the transmission on
your car begins to fail. Fear grips you harder than it ever has. What
will happen to you when you have no car for shelter and safety? You
can’t bear to even think about it. You are sinking into the trenches of
hopeless despair and there seems no way out!

At the time of your initial losses, you had needed a kind, SAFE place
to live, time to grieve and time to pull your life together - you had
needed the type of help/place that does not exist for people who have
no money and no family to turn to. 

I am “nothing but a worthless waif”
Who dares to pause in judgment’s way

But Angels from beyond the sky
Reach down to hold me while I cry.

THEY know.
This is a difficult reality to look at, isn't it? It’s hard to read let

alone imagine being this person. It doesn't seem like this can
happen in the USA. But this article is based on a true story.
Unfortunately, it REALLY does happen and will continue hap-
pening to more and more innocent people, as our economy
struggles and natural disasters intensify. . .until more is done to
help prevent it.

Perhaps our government needs to think about providing dif-
ferent shelters for different types of people: one for those who
need a safe, peaceful place, and time to grieve, so they can
recover from sudden tragic losses; one for those who struggle
with drug and alcohol addictions; one for those who struggle
with severe levels of mental illness; and one for X
convicts…etc. This way, shelters could feel more like places to
go for help instead of feeling like another traumatic experience
at a time when there is already too much distress to begin with.

A far more possible solution is for
the rest of us to fill the hopeless gaps
and help each other more than we now
do. Will you think about what you can
do to help prevent people from experi-
encing this sort of helplessness? 

Please?

~~  HH ee ll pp ll ee ss ss  ~~~~  HH ee ll pp ll ee ss ss  ~~
by Wisdom
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~~ HHiigghheerr  PPuurrppoossee  ~~
by Wisdom

Some of us look down upon and judge those who become
poor or homeless. . .foolishly thinking that those who have more
money are more important. Some of us think that we “choose
our own reality” or go through tough times because we want to
or because we deserve it - some of us judge, assume and
blame instead of helping. 
Are we letting judgment build arrogance and greed 

Into excuses to not help those in need?
It appears so. I feel ashamed to admit that I had moments

of believing these sorts of justifications, before I learned that
there is a higher purpose to each level of suffering - one
that we often can not fully know or understand. 

Sometimes we suffer, in order to experience what we
had judged. Sometimes we suffer in order to gain a
deeper appreciation for things we had previously taken
for granted. Sometimes we suffer in order to offer oppor-
tunities for the opening of the Hearts in people around
us. Sometimes we are cast into struggles, in order to
gain the experience we need, in order to help prevent
others from suffering. Sometimes...etc.

This list could go on almost endlessly. The reasons for
hardship are as vast as the multitudes of complexities in
life itself.

BBuutt oonnee tthhiinngg,,  II’’mm ssuurree ,,  rreemmaaiinnss  tthhee  ssaammee::  
WWee aarree  nnoott  hheerree  ffoorr  jjuuddggmmeennttaall  ggaammeess ..  

TToo ggrrooww iinnttoo LLoovvee,,  ii ss  wwhhyy wwee ccaammee,,  
AAnndd ttoo hheellpp ff iinndd ggrreeeedd’’ss  lloosstt  sshhaammee..

RR ee aa ll ii tt yy

II  uu ss ee dd  tt oo  tt hh ii nn kk  tt hh aa tt  ww ee ,,
"" CC rr ee aa tt ee  oo uu rr  oo ww nn  rr ee aa ll ii tt yy ""
UU nn tt ii ll  LL ii gg hh tt  ss hh oo nn ee  ii nn tt oo  

AA ll ll  II  dd ii dd  nn oo tt  ss ee ee ..
TT hh ee rr ee  ii ss  aa  gg rr aa nn dd ee rr  pp ll aa nn ,,  

BB ee yy oo nn dd  tt hh ee  ss pp hh ee rr ee  oo ff  mm ii nn dd ,,
TT hh aa tt  ss ee tt ss  WW ii ss dd oo mm  ii nn tt oo  

TT hh ee  tt oo uu gg hh ee ss tt  hh ii ll ll ss  ww ee  cc ll ii mm bb ..

gg{{xx wwxxxxÑÑxxááàà?? ãã||ááxxááàà ááÉÉââÄÄáá ttÜÜxx ÉÉyyààxxÇÇ àà{{xx ÉÉÇÇxxáá 
ãã{{ÉÉ yyttvvxx àà{{xx ÅÅÉÉááàà vv{{ttÄÄÄÄxxÇÇzz||ÇÇzz xxååÑÑxxÜÜ||xxÇÇvvxxááAA

11~~  RR ee ll ii gg ii oo nn  ~~
by Wisdom

Religion is a word that can make many of us
cringe. Why? Because following a religion
sometimes means shoving ourselves into the
debilitating box of another human being’s per-
ceptions of what the Highest Power expects of
us.

Some of us need to strictly follow a particular
religion, in order to fulfill a life purpose or pre-
vent us from drifting onto a destructive path.
Some of us don’t believe in a Higher Power,
because we’ve not seen or experienced it.
Some of us embrace all religions. And the list
goes on.

I, for one, have explored many different spiri-
tual views, because of the spiritual experiences
I’ve had, and I’ve come to the conclusion that
no one religion is completely right, that none
are completely wrong, and that we all have a
right to follow our hearts into whatever direction
we were born to take, irregardless of what reli-
gion, if any at all, we choose. . .without being
looked down upon or judged by our fellow
human beings.

““WWhhaatt mmaatttteerrss mmoosstt iiss hhooww wwee lliivvee oouurr lliivveess
-- hhooww wwee ttrreeaatt oouurr ffeellllooww hhuummaann bbeeiinnggss -- 

hhooww mmuucchh HHeeaarrtt wwee hhaavvee ttoo sshhaarree..“

This is the repedative message, which rises
from the core of most religions.

I feel, in my heart, that when religions stop
judging each other and arrogantly placing them-
selves above or separate from “others” we will
all be a lot better of, because each religion
seems to hold a valuable peace of a giant puz-
zle, which, when linked together, can bring us
more of the peace and Love we all need.  

RR oo aa dd  tt oo  LL oo vv ee
II tt  mm aa tt tt ee rr ss  nn oo tt

WW hh ii cc hh  rr oo aa dd  
WW ee  cc hh oo oo ss ee ,,  
II nn  oo rr dd ee rr  tt oo

RR ee aa cc hh  LL oo vv ee ..
MM aa yy  ww ee  uu nn ii tt ee ,,

NN oo tt  oo nn ll yy  ii nn  
OO uu rr  dd ee ss tt ii nn aa tt ii oo nn ,,
BB uu tt  aa ll ss oo  ii nn  oo uu rr
AA cc cc ee pp tt aa nn cc ee  oo ff

TT hh ee  uu nn ii qq uu ee  pp aa tt hh ss
SS oo mm ee  oo ff  uu ss  mm uu ss tt  tt aa kk ee ,,
II nn  oo rr dd ee rr  tt oo  gg ee tt  tt hh ee rr ee ..
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Though most of us have heard that “it's OK to cry,”
we don't seem to fully realize how incredibly important
it is to allow a healthy grieving process after painful
situations. We usually close our Hearts, in order to
avoid feeling emotional pain. Yet, this closing of our
Hearts, no matter how much or how little, is causing
even more pain, because crying is what washes away
the pain and allows us to feel deeper levels of love
and compassion for ourselves and others. 

What I call, the "Silent Epidemic", grows and
spreads each time we suppress our sadness. The
Silent Epidemic is an emotional illness. I know this
may sound a bit strange to some of you. But if you
read the rest of this, and listen to the Wisdom in your
own Heart, I’m sure you'll feel some of the Truth in
what I m saying. 

Some say that sadness is "negative" or "depressing".
Some go so far as to say that it's "un-spiritual" or "dark" to feel,
release or express sadness! Some even think that “all we need to
do is use our minds to choose joy instead," no matter how we are
REALLY feeling! But my experiences show me that this avoidance
of our Hearts - this suppression of our sadness, is THE very thing
that actually CREATES the "negative" stuff in our world.

I feel certain that humanity's health and well-being depends on
each of us allowing the natural cleansing process of healthy griev-
ing, because releasing our emotional pain is what opens our
Hearts to deeper levels of Love, Joy and Peace. 

We habitually suppress our sadness, because feeling it can be
uncomfortable and sometimes overwhelming, especially when it's
not supported by the people around us. Even in the most support-
ive environments, it's difficult to completely embrace grief.
Suppression is the easiest route to take, but certainly NOT the
healthy one. 

Most of us were taught, from the day we were born, to stuff
down our feelings of sadness; to "get over it", to pretend it's not
there, and "put it behind us" as quickly as possible. Consequently,
most of us are better at suppressing than we are at releasing our
pain. We tend to even feel ashamed to go out in public after we've
let ourselves deeply cry, because we don't want people to know
we've been crying.

We act as if crying is doing something wrong or shameful! We
waste a lot of energy trying to avoid feeling anything but shallow
imitations of joy. We stuff down our sadness with overdoses of
caffeine, nicotine, alcohol, food, drugs, TV, sleeping, thinking,
working...etc. We tend to keep ourselves so busy and so distract-
ed that there's no time to feel anything! And we often try to stop
others from feeling their feelings, because their sadness triggers
ours. And on and on and on the unhealthy cycle goes. I feel 100%
certain that deeper levels of grieving/crying is an absolute neces-
sity for the health of our Hearts, our families, our communities, our
countries. . .our world.

The "Silent Epidemic", is the widest spread, most dangerous
epidemic in humanity. No joke! You may think I'm catastrophizing
here. But I feel certain that I'm not. I feel that humanity is at a seri-
ous crisis point with this issue. PLEASE think about this. . . 

Suppressing sadness - the closing of our Hearts, is the root
cause of ALL the problems we face, on both personal and
global levels. When we've suppressed extremely large doses, it
depresses us, makes us ill or becomes anger that yearns to strike
out.

On the larger scales. . .Severe suppression of sad-
ness, causes Hearts to become so blocked that they begin
filling up with deep levels of greed, warped senses of spiri-
tuality, uncontrolled anger, and a thirst for power over oth-
ers, all of which are THE root cause of the destructive
wars we experience between family members, religions,
cultures, and countries.

On the smaller scales. . .suppressing our
feelings of sadness causes our Hearts to start
blocking to the point where we also start losing
our ability to feel deeper levels of compassion,
peace, Love and joy. Greed begins attempting
to fill the voids with money and possessions.
Our connection to the deeper, wiser parts of
ourselves and to the Highest Power, becomes
more and more blocked. Is any of this sounding
familiar? 

ffttwwÇÇxxáááá ||áá ÇÇÉÉàà wwxxÑÑÜÜxxáááá||ÇÇzz44 
\\àà::áá àà{{xx ááââÑÑÑÑÜÜxxáááá||ÉÉÇÇ ÉÉyy ||àà àà{{ttàà wwxxÑÑÜÜxxááááxxáá ââááAA
Now, I'm not suggesting that we walk around trying

to cry all the time. But I AM saying that we should
work at allowing the depths of our Heart's natural

cleansing process - that we should allow and support a healthy
grieving process far more than we now do. And I'm praying for us
to take a deeper look at the damaging effects of the "NO
crying/grieving allowed" messages, we deliver to our loved ones.
I cringe every time I hear the popular Christmas song, "You better
be good. You better not cry. I'm telling you why. . .Santa Clause is
coming to town..."! I'm sure we would not even think of writing and
playing songs like this for our children, if we knew how damaging
it is. Sometimes, when I hear this song, I sing along and loudly
change the words to, "You'd better cry...", because our Heart's
need to utilize their natural cleansing process. 

The "Silent Epidemic" needs to be cured, in order for us to start
healing our world, ESPECIALLY through the tough times we now
face. It's OK to cry. It is! It really is.

VVÜÜçç||ÇÇzz ||áá ÄÄ||~~xx zz||ää||ÇÇzz àà{{xx [[xxttÜÜàà tt áá{{ÉÉããxxÜÜ
ggÉÉ ããttáá{{ ttããttçç ttvvvvââÅÅââÄÄttààxxww ww||ÜÜààAA

LLoonneellyy PPllaaccee 
by Wisdom

Deep inside most Hearts exists a lonely place, 
Where sadness hides and silent yearnings 

For Love long to be embraced.
This is the place we need to reach -

The depths, where Hearts have much to teach.
But, do we dare reach inside

For sadness that's learned to hide?
Do we dare fully embrace

The tears that long to wash our face?
Do we dare let go of pain

So Love can find its place again?
Perhaps we must. 

jj xx :: ÄÄ ÄÄ  tt ÄÄ ÄÄ  uu xx  {{ tt ÑÑ ÑÑ || xx ÜÜ  ãã {{ xx ÇÇ  || àà áá  bb ^̂  àà ÉÉ  vv ÜÜ ççjj xx :: ÄÄ ÄÄ  tt ÄÄ ÄÄ  uu xx  {{ tt ÑÑ ÑÑ || xx ÜÜ  ãã {{ xx ÇÇ  || àà áá  bb ^̂  àà ÉÉ  vv ÜÜ çç

gg {{ xx  ff || ÄÄ xx ÇÇ àà  XX ÑÑ || ww xx ÅÅ || vv
by Wisdom
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jj xx  
yy xx xx ÄÄ  

ÄÄ ÉÉ ää xx  ÉÉ ÇÇ ÄÄ çç  
tt áá  ww xx xx ÑÑ ÄÄ çç  

tt áá  ãã xx  tt ÄÄ ÄÄ ÉÉ ãã  
ÉÉ ââ ÜÜ áá xx ÄÄ ää xx áá  àà ÉÉ  
yy xx xx ÄÄ  áá tt ww ÇÇ xx áá áá

* * *
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During a time when I was struggling through several dev-
astating losses, I entered into the most painful emotional
release I've ever experienced. . .and one of the most com-
forting spiritual experiences I've ever had. 

As my body curled up on the floor during my third full
day of almost constant crying, my stomach convulsed and
my voice hoarsely moaned in pain. I tried to stop the
aching flow of tears! But I couldn't, no matter how hard I
tried! I'd gone beyond the point of return. My eyes were
almost too swollen to see out of. My chest and stomach
ached. And I'd not been able to eat for days. This scared
me! I understood the healing powers of letting myself
deeply grieve, in order to release my pain. I'd done this
before. But this time, it went so far beyond my comfort
zones that it overwhelmed me.

I prayed for help. I begged The Higher Powers  to help
me pull myself out of it. I felt as if I'd fallen over the edge
of a cliff into an endless abyss and I feared that I was
never going to make it back out.

But, right at the point, when I knew that I absolutely
could not handle anymore, I felt a presence embrace me.

Its impossible to fully describe this. It seemed like my
Guardian Angel was wrapping me in Her arms - like I
was being cradled in the arms of Love itself.

This feeling was so powerful and so comforting that my
tears of sadness became tears of gratitude - gratitude
that I was not as alone as I'd felt - that there was some-
one here for me. I'd needed this. I'd needed this more
than these words can imagine. 

With Love surrounding me, I was able to release even
more of my pain. I continued to cry until my body lay
sleeping in the arms of this ‘Angel’. 

When I woke, I wrote the following song about the 
messages I'd received from the Love that embraced me.

`̀xxááááttzzxx YYÜÜÉÉÅÅ TTÇÇ TTÇÇzzxxÄÄ
\\ ttÅÅ àà{{xx ááttwwÇÇxxáááá ááxx||éé||ÇÇzz ççÉÉââÜÜ [[xxttÜÜàà

gg{{ttàà ãã||ÄÄÄÄ?? ||ÇÇ àà||ÅÅxx?? ãã||àà{{ {{xxttÄÄ||ÇÇzz?? wwxxÑÑttÜÜààAA
\\ ttÅÅ àà{{xx ààxxttÜÜ vvttÜÜxxáááá||ÇÇzz ççÉÉââÜÜ vv{{xxxx~~AA

\\ ttÅÅ ççÉÉââÜÜ ááààÜÜxxÇÇzzàà{{AA \\ ttÅÅ ÇÇÉÉàà ããxxtt~~AA
\\ ttÅÅ àà{{xx ÑÑÜÜxxááááââÜÜxx ||ÇÇ ççÉÉââÜÜ vv{{xxááàà @@
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TThhiiss  BBooookk ii ss  BBoouunndd ttoo TToouucchh YYoouurr  HHeeaarrtt
AAnndd ccaann bbee  mmeeaanniinnggffuull  ggiiffttss  ffoorr  lloovveedd oonneess

HHiinnttss ooff MMee iinn PPooeettrryy (Forth Edition) by Sharon R. Poet:

This178 page poetic memoir contains hundreds of poems and
song lyrics, which meander through the author’s personal experi-
ences. Its about living, loving, healing, feeling, nature, good times,
tough times and too much more to list. There’s sure to be some-
thing in it for everyone who reads it.

How to Order:
Send your name, mailing address, phone number and $16.00, 

plus $3.50 for shipping and handling, (per book) to, 
Poetic  Publications

PO Box 383, Mont Vernon, NH 03057

OR
You can check on www.PoeticPublications.com
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I feel that every single one of us is gifted in a unique way. . .some of us are gifted in earthly
ways, some are gifted in intellectual ways, some are gifted in creative ways, some are gifted in
spiritual ways...etc. But many of us don't listen to our callings, because its hard to strike out on
"the road less traveled," especially when it doesn’t look like it will bring the money we perceive
as a symbol of success. 

We often fail to realize how important it is to honor our own individual Gifts. Consequently,
there is very little support for such uniqueness in our copy-cat world. Yet, when we cast aside
our own natural Gifts, in order to do what will bring more money or recognition, we also cast
aside our own personal power. We become like herds of sheep running off a cliff, after losing
ourselves in greed’s engulfing mist. 

Have you ever noticed that the one thing, which most historically famous people have in
common, is that they passionately put their Hearts and Souls into their work, WITHOUT follow-
ing or copying any other human being? History’s best writers, scientists, inventors, spiritual
leaders, philosophers...etc., reached into the depths of their own Hearts and Souls and used
the Gifts they were born with, instead of copying other people’s. This is the lesson they left for
us to learn.

WWee aarree  aall ll  wwoonnddeerrffuull ..  WWee aarree  aall ll  GGiifftteedd..  
AAnndd wwee mmuusstt  rreeaacchh iinnttoo oouurr  oowwnn SSoouullss ,,  

IInn oorrddeerr  ttoo ff iinndd tthhee  GGiifftt  tthhaatt  nnaattuurraall llyy  kknnoowwss..

Those of us who are gifted on spiritual levels can have more difficulty with the process of
openly honoring our Gifts because, throughout history, those who are born with deep levels of
insightfulness, intuitiveness, healing abilities, prophetic abilities...etc., have been too grossly
misunderstood, wrongly labeled and harshly judged. This is sad, because its still happening
and hurting innocent people.

At this point in time, there also exists the flip side of this. Since its starting to become “cool”
to be a healer or psychic...etc., there are so many wonna-bes jumping into the “spiritually gift-
ed” rolls, that its damaging the credibility of genuine ones, which is destructive for all of us. 

The very best we can possibly do with our lives is embrace the Gift we were born with -
embrace what came natural to us, when we were children, and use it in our life's work. . .as
well as accepting the Gifts in others, even when we don’t understand them.  

It does not matter if we were born to be a mechanic, a writer, a waitress, a doctor, a politi-
cian, a hairdresser, a poet, a farmer, a parent, a psychic, a secretary, a carpenter, a billionaire,
an actor, a minister, a prophet...etc. No purpose is higher than or lower than any other - we all
have equal importance. And we are all here to help each other. 

When we put our Hearts into our own Gifts, we put more Love into people's cars, people's
food, people's books, people’s education, people's music, people's lives...etc. 

~~ GGiifftteedd ~~14

MMyy GGiifftt
MMyy ggiifftt iiss YYoouu.. MMyy ggiifftt iiss MMee..

IItt iiss iilllluummiinnaatteedd iinn tthhee ssttaarrss
AAnndd ttrraavveellss iinn mmyy eeyyeess..

MMyy ggiifftt llaayyss ddeeeepp.. .. ..
BBeenneeaatthh tthhee llaarrggeesstt,, 

LLoonneellyy ssttoonnee..
IItt''ss wwiinnggss ddaannccee 
IInn rraayyss ooff LLiigghhtt..

MMyy ggiifftt sshhiinneess tthhrroouugghh
TThhee ddeeeeppeesstt,, ddaarrkkeesstt nniigghhtt..

IItt hhaass iittss oowwnn vvooiiccee..
IItt’’ss aa ssaadd,, lloonneellyy ssoonngg --

TThhee oonnee wwee aallll kknnooww..
MMyy ggiifftt iiss bbeeyyoonndd tthhee eeaarrtthhllyy,,

FFaarr bbeeyyoonndd tthhee mmuunnddaannee..
IItt’’ss wwiilldd,, ffrreeee aanndd

CCoommpplleetteellyy uunnttaammeedd..
LLiikkee tthhee ssuunn aanndd mmoooonn..

IItt’’ss uunniivveerrssaall,,
YYeett ppllaayyss iittss oowwnn ttuunnee..
MMyy ggiifftt iiss aallll tthheerree iiss,,

AAllll tthhaatt ccaann bbee,,
TThhaatt rreessiiddeess iinn tthhee ddeepptthhss

OOff tthhee HHeeaarrtt iinn mmee..

TT hh oo ss ee  WW hh oo  FF oo ll ll oo ww  OO tt hh ee rr ss  SS aa cc rr ii ff ii cc ee  TT hh ee mm ss ee ll vv ee ss  TT hh oo ss ee  WW hh oo  FF oo ll ll oo ww  OO tt hh ee rr ss  SS aa cc rr ii ff ii cc ee  TT hh ee mm ss ee ll vv ee ss  
II nn  SS hh aa dd oo ww ss  TT hh aa tt  DD oo nn ’’ tt  BB ee ll oo nn gg  TT oo  TT hh ee mmII nn  SS hh aa dd oo ww ss  TT hh aa tt  DD oo nn ’’ tt  BB ee ll oo nn gg  TT oo  TT hh ee mm

WWhheenn wwee uussee  oouurr  oowwnn GGiiffttss  aanndd aacccceepptt  tthhee
GGiiffttss  iinn ootthheerrss ,,  wwee aall ll  bbeeccoommee mmoorree  wwhhoollee

AAnndd tthhee  wwoorr lldd bbeeccoommeess  mmoorree  bbaallaanncceedd

What is YOUR natural Gift?
Find it. Embrace it. Use it. Don’t lose it.
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~~  IInn LLiigghhtt ooff HHeeaalliinngg ~~
by Wisdom

In 1986, a neurologist performed a sec-
ond surgery on my spine and then told me
that I’d remain 25% permanently disabled
in my legs. As his reality gripped my fear I
sought alternatives to a third surgery,
which would fuse at least three vertebrae
and ad to my limited mobility. 

As I leapt into the use of herbs, Reiki,
yoga and prayer I was surrounded by
skeptics in my family and neighborhood.
Natural healing methods, especially spiritu-
al ones, were not very common in the
1980s. Some people even foolishly
thought I was becoming some sort of
"witch...” But I followed my heart and stuck
with it, because I knew that the paths I
explored were good and healing. 

After about two years of doing energy
work and yoga, I had regained 100% of
the feeling and strength back into my legs.
My determination to heal and the yoga
stretches played important roles in my
healing process, because I rode them into
deep levels of release. But the channeling
of pure white Light into my body seemed
to help more than anything else.

During this time I also successfully used
energy work on other people, like my
father in law, who had been diagnosed
with terminal stages of cancer. When I
worked on him he often mentioned a
noticeable decrease in his physical pain
and I sometimes felt his Heart opening.
Sometimes it felt like God was sending
His/Her Love, through me, to help him.   

Reiki also seemed to help him make a
smooth transition into the next life.

Since then, I drifted away from practicing
Reiki and have even forgot it's specific
techniques. But I clearly remember the
beam of pure white Light, because I had
known it long before I learned Reiki. And I
continue to pray that Light into my own
heart, body, mind and spirit every time I
think of it.

It’s helping me wash away my fears of
what might happen next in my life and our
troubled world. It’s helping me feel less
alone when my fellow human beings are
too busy, too caught up in their own lives,
or too careless to let their Hearts be here
for me when I need them to be. It’s touch-
ing my heart in ways that nothing else can.
This Light has even been chasing away a
severe case of Lupus, which I feel is
caused by intrusive spiritual practices,
which drain life force energy from targeted
individuals. But that's another story. 

I feel that Light/Love from the highest
power is the most healing thing that exists
and we can benefit from it on EVERY pos-
sible level.

So, if you are feeling in need of
healing or stress relief and don't have
the money to learn something like
Reiki, try this on a regular basis: 

Relax your body in a peaceful
place. Take slow deep breaths.
Close your eyes and visualize/imag-
ine a large beam of pure white
Light pouring down from the heav-
ens and into your body - filling
your whole body until all the muck
is washed away and you are also
surrounded by a wall of protective
white Light. (Don’t forget to keep
up the deep breathing) Adding a
prayer for help from the Highest
Power can enhance this tremen-
dously.

If you can’t visualize pure white
Light, keep trying and know that it
WILL eventually come. The more you
practice this the more you’ll feel its
effects. If nothing else, this is sure to
help you relax and relieve stress,
which is the first step to healing most
things.

T h e  H e a r t  B u d  -   w w w. p o e t i c p u b l i c a t i o n s . c o m
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Healing the world begins and finishes with the healing of our individual Hearts. 
The state of our w

orld is a reflection of the state of our fam
ilies. The state of our w

orld is a reflection of the state of our fam
ilies. The state of our w

orld is a reflection of the state of our fam
ilies. The state
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Healing the  world begins  and f inishes  with the  heal ing of  our  individual  Hearts

~~ FFoouunnddaattiioonn ooff HHuummaanniittyy ~~ 
by Wisdom

When I step back and look at our troubled world, it
appears that the only way we’re going to fully heal it is
to bring more Love and stability into its foundation, into
its roots - into our families. 

Within our families we need more of the kind of Love
that would not put us down, aim to hurt us or hold us
back. Within our families we need less hidden inappro-
priate sexual behaviors and less mental and emotional
abuse. Within our families we need more support for
healthy grieving during times of loss. Within our families
we need more love, more comfort, more integrity, more
compassion - more heart and more support in the
process of growing into the wonderfully unique individu-
als we all are.

We need our families to be our places of refuge - our
safe sanctuaries. Families can't be perfect. But I feel
sure that we can do a lot better than what we are now
doing. 

In order to have a more positive impact on our
world we need MOST of our families to be safe, kind
and supportive MOST OF THE TIME. . .and for them
to hold a Heart out to those that aren’t.

I feel certain that there are far more secretly troubled
families than we realize, in EVERY class of society.
Many of us do not seem to even see how wounded our
own families are, because of the denial and shame that
covers what is hard to look at. 

Within many families there exists a silent rule which
says, "it's not OK to face or talk about the damaging
things that happen within the family," which prevents
healing. Protecting the reputation or appearance of the
family is often more important than healing from its mis-
takes and making things better. Even in the mildest situ-
ations, this is damaging.

Please believe that none of this is about judging
our families. It’s about striving to make things better
- it’s about healing – its about bringing more Love
into our world through the foundation it is built on.

When we face and heal the painful experiences we
stuff into our childhood it lightens our load and frees the
future.

Through my efforts to try to understand why some of
my own family members treated me as badly as they
did, I grew to realize that, within each of their Hearts
was a wounded child who needed an outlet for the pain

they’d not yet released.
I was the scapegoat in a family where denial of hurtful

and inappropriate behaviors grew into such damaging
levels of mental abuse that I had to leave and remain
almost completely separate, from my whole family of ori-
gin, through most of my adult life. But I still love them,
from a safe distance. 

Although I wish we could reconnect in a good, healthy,
healing way, I now accept that this will probably never
happen.

There are many families who are in this sort of crip-
pled state. And its sad that some of us need to protect
ourselves from our own families.

I feel that family members who hurt us deserve as
much compassion as we do. We all make mistakes that
have ill effects on our children, siblings, parents…etc.
And its important for us to face our own mistakes as
well as the things we feel hurt by, even if it breaks some
dysfunctional family rules, because this is what will help
our families heal into a better place. 

Pul l ing family skeletons out  of  c losets
may create a bi t  of  chaos,  for  a  whi le ,  but
when the focus is  on heal ing instead of
blaming i t  is  sure to have good results.  

Since the mid 1980s, as I aimed to heal from child-
hood difficulties and then began sharing my healing
process with others, I've been dealt painful levels of
judgment, from all directions. This has been extremely
difficult. But in my heart I know that EVERY family has
its own share of problems, and that those who leap to
point fingers and pass judgment and prevent healing are
the ones who have the biggest problems. NO family is
perfect and a lot more healing will take place when
we realize this and stop judging each other into hid-
ing our problems instead of healing them.

I keep finding the courage to share my writings
because, from a much higher perspective, all the pains
I'd gone through in my childhood brought me to this
point where I share my experiences and help make our
world a safer place for children to grow up in. 

Our children Truly are “humanity’s future.” How
can they heal our future until we are healthy enough
to keep them whole?

My Love For You

It is here, in my pain,

Felt over and over again,
My love for you.

It is here, in every tear,

Wrapped in blankets of fear,

My love for you.

It is here, in each word I write,

It shone through the darkest night,

My love for you.
It will leave me - never.

It's in my heart - forever,
My love for you.

Healing

We can't h
eal th

e future

Until w
e feel th

e past.

We must lo
ok behind us

And face the pain at la
st.

If w
e want to

morrow

To fill
 with Love and tru

st,

We must fa
ce the yesterday

That's lost in
side of us.

If w
e wish to open

Our H
earts and tru

ly care,

We must fir
st embrace

The sadness hidden there.
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Child I Used To Be
On a lonely summer day I sat at the forest's edge

Feeling the impact of life's hard lessons,
When she came to me, a mere child of three,

In soiled, worn-out clothes and hair of honey gold.
I stared at her in wonder - taking in all I could see,

Realizing that she was the child I used to be.
I thought my eyes deceived until she began to speak -

Glaring at me with big brown eyes, as tears covered her cheeks,
"You spend your life searching but don't remember and see,

That I have been here waiting for you to return to me.
You ran away and forgot the great plans we had for you -
The joyful games we'd play and magical things we'd do."

She sat on the ground rubbing her cold, bare feet
Crying, "You didn't take me with you

To the people we were to meet!
You forgot the castles we were to build in the sand,

And not once did you even TRY to hold my little hand!"
She bowed her head, declaring with a sigh,

"And worst of all, you forgot how to laugh and cry!"
My heart filled with sadness. I knew she was right.

I'd left her to grope alone on a cold and dreary night.
In over twenty years did not return or ever even try

To find the child I cast away. . .for the pain I hid inside.
I reached for her shaking hand and asked if she'd forgive,

While making a sincere promise that, together, we would live.
She climbed into my lap, where we held each other and cried,

Until joy was what was left of the pain we felt inside.

embraced my “inner child” in 1989I wrote the following poems as I

Lighting the closets heals their contents. Lighting the closets heals their contents. Lighting the closets heals their contents. Lighting the closets heals their contents. Lighting
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Lets clean it up.

Lonely Nights
Through my childhood

I'd often lay awake at night
Listening to the silence creep in.

When only crickets could be heard
And every light had dimmed,

I’d feel her quiet sobs.
Each time, like the first,

My heart would loudly throb
As tears flooded my eyes.
I wonder if she felt as sad

Or as alone as I.
On those nights

When sadness engulfed 
Our troubled home,

I wonder if Mother knew
That she never cried alone.

JJuusstt bbeeccaauussee wwee ddoonn''tt ffeeeell iitt ddooeessnn''tt mmeeaann iittss nnoott tthheerree !!JJuusstt bbeeccaauussee wwee ddoonn''tt ffeeeell iitt ddooeessnn''tt mmeeaann iittss nnoott tthheerree !!
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Mommy & Daddy
Mommy, Why so angry?

Mommy, why so sad?
Is it because I am 
A child who is bad?

Mommy, please don’t hit me!
Mommy, please don’t cry.
I’ll be here to love you.
My love will never die.
Daddy I’m not stupid!
I’m just a little kid

Who needs you to love me
And wishes that you did.
Daddy, I’m not “mental.”

I cry because of pain.
I’m not “over emotional.”

I’m grieving YOUR. . .shame.

Daddy, I don’t imagine
Everything I feel.

This pain inside of me 
Is devastatingly real.

Daddy, why abandon me
Whenever I’m in need?

Daddy, why do you leave me
Sitting here to bleed?
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Around the time of my mother's "death", my 18 years with her felt a bit too hurt-
ful and unloving. I felt that there were important things we were supposed to do
together - things that she'd given up on or forgotten. I felt abandoned by her.

My mother was my only family member who supported and understood my
depths - my drive to write and sing what was in my heart and share it with human-
ity. I think we could have done a lot to help each other if she'd not given up on her
own life and died of leukemia.

Through many years it had bothered me that we never said, "I love you"  to
each other - that we never fully expressed or showed the love we felt for each
other. This left me with an aching emptiness inside my Heart. But I later learned
that the death of a human body is not the end of a person's life and certainly not
the end of a Soul's ability to heal into deeper levels of Love. 

When I was in my late twenties, I started meditating and learning how to vision
quest, Native American style. Visioning felt natural to me and my visions brought
me to higher levels of awareness, to a world that exists beyond our physical
world. In this other world, I frequented a place where Angels were sending beams
of healing white Light down to the Earth, in an effort to heal the world. (These
Angels looked like glowing figures of pure white Light.) 

During one of my journeys, as I stood watching, one of them came to stand
directly in front of me, handed me a large glowing gem and asked me to place it
into my Heart. As I did, a wonderfully warm feeling slowly spread through my
whole body. When I looked up to thank her/him, I was shocked to see my mother
standing there!!! 

Tears quickly welled up and streamed down my cheeks as my legs went weak.
"I LOVE you," she whispered, as she pulled me into her arms and held me tight.
Between my sobs I said, "I love you too" and then cried like a baby. . .cuddling
into her love, until I woke from the vision. 

I opened my eyes to tears that still heavily flowed. This experience was so
incredibly real. Deep in my Heart I KNOW and FEEL that I Truly met my mother's
Spirit there, that she really came to say, "I LOVE YOU" and that I felt her Love to
the core of my Heart and Soul, with every fiber of my being. There is nothing any-
one can possibly say to convince me otherwise. This WAS real. It was as real as
these letters on this page.

Through this experience, I felt like I’d resolved most of the issues I'd had with
my mother. Its felt as if, in those minutes of opening my Heart to the depths of her
Love and deeply crying out my sadness, I received what had been lacking
throughout all my 18 years in this life with her. 

I no longer yearn for her to be here for me, in the same ways I used to, because
her Love remains with me. I still feel it in my heart. And I find deep levels of com-
fort in realizing that, 

IItt’’ss NNEEVVEERR ttoooo llaattee ttoo ssaayy,, 
""II LLoovvee yyoouu......""

~~ MMootthheerr''ss LLoovvee ~~
by Wisdom
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MMootthheerr’’ss LLoovvee
They say 
She has 

Gone away- 
Her time met 
It’s final day.
But I see her 
In this rose,
And in the 

Sunset’s glow.
I still feel 
Her near,

As she whispers 
In my ear.

We can’t be 
Torn apart. 
She lives on

Inside my Heart. 
She’ll never leave.

No, never. 
My mother’s Love 

Will bloom
Forever.

“The Heart Bud” Needs Your Help
You can help it sore across the USA and beyond by advertising your 

business or by offering monetary gifts to help it grow.
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HEARTHEART~ Body ~ Mind ~ Spirit
Without Heart, the body can’t survive. 

Without Heart, the mind becomes cynical.
Without Heart, the Spirit sways toward evil.
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?? ““BBooddyy ~~ MMiinndd ~~ SSppiirriitt”” ??
I deeply believe in the holistic approach to healing. Taking care of ourselves on the

physical, mental and spiritual levels is important. But there is something missing in this
popular phrase. . .something BIG! The most vital component, which brings it all together in
a healthy way, is most often not included. Lets change it to, “HEART- Body-Mind-Spirit”
because, without Heart the body can’t survive, without Heart the mind becomes too cynical
and without Heart the Spirit sways toward evil.
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~~  PP oo ee tt rr yy  ~~~~  PP oo ee tt rr yy  ~~
by Wisdom

MMyy PPrraayyeerr
God, if I have to stay here, if I have to cry,

Send a little Angel down from the sky,
To give a little comfort. I can’t do this alone.

I need Your Love with me, until I return Home.
If I must experience darkness of Earth plain,

Cast your Light upon me, so I can find You  again.
If You can pardon - if You can forgive,

What I have become here - how I've learned to live.
Let your Light shine on me. I sit here in the dark.
I can't see Your Light here. Not even just a spark.

I know I have to open to the depths of what I feel,
But only Love from Home can truly help me heal.
Those who try to help me, though they try to care,
These people just don't see, all that's hidden here.

Where my Soul comes from, where my Spirit's been,
Can't be understood here. So, I cry. . .once again.

If I must experience darkness of Earth plain,
Cast your Light upon me so I can feel You  again.
If I must experience my Heart ripped to shreds,

Hold me while I feel this. This pain is what I dread.
If I must pay for memories that I lost

Hold me as I grieve and dearly pay the cost..
If I must experience darkness of Earth plain,

Please cast Your Light upon me, 
So I can be. . .You again.

AA gg ii nn gg  CC oo nn tt ee nn tt mm ee nn tt

I stood in the lines where everybody goes
To fix the aging form of skin, hair or nose.

Strong as stone I stood as I studied my reflection
And found these words in my body's deep rejection:

"Each crevice built for tears - these wrinkles on my face,
Are proof of precious years that NOTHING can erase.

In the grey of my fine hair, I sometimes see a glow.
Please handle it with care and let this magic show.
The sparkle in my eyes grows brighter every day.

Please don't cover it up. Don't take THAT all away!
Every blemish, bump or sag, in the eyes of the weak,

May make me a hag. But HEAR these words I speak.
I want to remain human. . .the Truest kind of all.

Don't stretch, tweak or fix me. I don't want to be a doll.
I may not fit in, because of how I feel.

But I don't want to change. So, let me just be REAL."

(Can you imagine the extra joy, peace and contentment that
will settle into our Hearts, when we let go of our foolish con-
cerns about aging and the expensive things we do to hide it?)

LLaaddyy bbyy tthhee SSeeaa
I wonder if I’ll grow to be 

A wise old lady, walking with the Sea -
Letting courage dip more than just a toe,

Finding the depths as soothing as they are cold,
And every wave as young as it is old.

Noticing my footprints in their long crooked row.
Seeing each stumble as Wisdom’s chance to grow

And every single step. . .the right way to go.

SSeeaa PPeeeeppeerrss
Here we park

All lined up in a row
Gazing through the fence
Come sun, rain or snow

A gathering of peace seekers
Mesmerized by each wave -

Silent little sea peepers
In this time we save.
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FFiinnddiinngg mmyy FFrriieenndd
A long time ago I lost a dear friend

But I promised myself I'd find her again.
For, nothing on earth could ever replace
The Love I remember on my friends face.

In the East I climbed to the tallest peak
Over every mountain I did seek.

In the South I waded through jungles of green
Got lost in the thicket, forever, it seemed.

In the West I rode facing much pain
Groping to find my dear friend again.

In the North I laid over frozen streams
Waiting for an answer to come in my dreams.

On the Earth I sat in the warm sunshine
Praying for a vision of this friend of mine.
To the Skies I gazed with eyes open wide

Looking for the place where she might hide.

Then, one day, I stepped up the smallest hill
Where, inside my doorstep, I sat very still.

I opened my heart and began to see
The Love I had searched for, inside of me.

I long to spread my wings
Out into open space,

And drop forbidden tears 
For lost hearts to trace.
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SSeewwiinngg

I work until I’m through,
Needle weaving thread -
Mending the broken life

My deepest wounds bled;
Dropping silent tears

Into crooked seams
Until the path is clear

And the pain is cleaned.
In the end I’ll place

A pocket here and there
Where I can safely carry

A Heart that cries to care.

TThhee RRaaccee
When clouds roll in,

Darkening the Light of day,
We sometimes wonder why
Life deals us such dismay.

If it reaches a point
Where the best we can do
Is hold the broken pieces

And strive to make it through,
Lets let each bump in our path
Become a higher step to take
And every joy in the future -
What today's tears can make.

All the years ahead
Can shine through the past

When we crawl the race
Where the strongest finish last.

LLiigghhtt aa CCaannddllee
Light a candle for my brother
Who “died” one summer day.
Light a candle for my mother

Who guides and Lights his way.
Light a candle for my sisters,

Brothers and my dad.
Light a candle for the memories

That make us all so sad.
Let's let it out. Let's shed a tear.
Let's bring Love into Christmas

This year.

RRhhooddooddeennddrroonn GGrrooww
I planted them there ,  

Beneath my broken chair ,
In the  late  days  of  fal l ,  

As the  hawk made his  cal l .
Their  home has  been changed -  

The earth rearranged.
They need t ime to  heal  -  

Another  year  to  fee l ,
For  the  roots  to  f ind their  way 

Into a  safe  place  to  stay,
Beneath the  rain and sun.  

Then it  wil l  be  done.
In the  warm days  of  spr ing,  
I ' l l  check them once  again.

If  I  melt  away the  snow 
And let  the  blossoms grow,

Next year  There  wil l  be  more  -  
A pathway to  my door .

But now they just  need t ime
For l imbs to  grow and c l imb.

Rhododendron grow 
Underneath the  snow.

Nobody knows.  
It  scantly  shows.

LLaaddyybbuugg
I s it  at  the  edge  of  my bed 

Trying to  talk to  you
While  you coldly  ignore  me.
My lonely  eyes  watch you 

Roam around the  room
Rescuing l i tt le  ladybugs.

So careful ly ,  you pick them up,
With love  and consideration,

Cradl ing them gently
In the  palm of  your  hands,
Del iver ing them to a  place

Where  they wil l  be  safe .
On the  outs ide ,  

I  am stuck in my anger
And my need to  be  heard.

But deep down inside  of  me,
There ' s  a  sad l i tt le  voice
That is  s i lently  crying,
"I  wish I  were  a  ladybug! "
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Hints of Me in Poetry $16  (Forth Edition) by Sharon R. Poet:

This 178 page poetic memoir contains hundreds of poems
and song lyrics, which meander through the author’s per-
sonal experiences. Its about living, loving, healing, feeling,
nature, good times, tough times and too much more to
list. There’s apt to be a poem in it for everyone who reads
it.

TThheessee  BBooookkss  aarree  BBoouunndd ttoo TToouucchh HHeeaarrttss
AAnndd mmaakkee mmeeaanniinnggffuull  ggiiffttss  ffoorr  lloovveedd oonneess

How to Order:
Send your name, mailing address, phone number and listed price, 

plus $3.50 for shipping and handling, (per book) to, 
Poetic  Publications

PO Box 383, Mont Vernon, NH 03057

OR
You can check for them on

www.PoeticPublications.com

Embracing Sadness $11 (Forth edition of “Embracing Feelings”) by Sharon R. Poet)

A 92 page healing journey into the personal core of the
author's experiences with embracing her own sadness.
This is sure to touch the heart of those who are interested
in using difficult experiences as opportunities to
heal/grow into deeper levels of love.

Comment: "This book is profoundly healing as it dives into personal depths
that are not often expressed or embraced in our world! I dropped many healing
tears into its pages. It deeply touched my heart and made a positive difference
in my life. I recommend it to, not only those who are interested in personal
growth, but every human being on earth."
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Can you imagine the extra joy, peace and contentment that will settle into our Hearts, when we let go of our foolish concerns about aging?

238899 OOllddssmmoobbii llee
Sometimes  I  pretend I 'm just  f ine .

But the  world is  breaking this  heart  of  mine.
I ’m s leeping in  the  back seat  of  an 89 oldsmobi le
Wishing for  a  home -  something warm and real .
Lord,  can you hear  me? Can you see  my tears?

Lord,  can you care  that  I 've  been here  for  years?
Living in the  back seat  of  an 89 oldsmobi le

Feel ing the  pain my heart  cr ies  to  heal .  
See ing f loods ,  earthquakes ,  wars  and al l .

Hurting for  those  who are  causing the  fal l .
Praying for  a  future  of  Love and Peace ,

For  al l  the  world,  and yes .  .  . for  me.

CCaann WWee??
When Hearts  fai l  to  be  reached

By powerful ly  written seeds ,
And we can’t  soothe the  wound

In every  Soul  that  bleeds ,
CCaann wwee ll iivvee??

When our  haunted world
Seems too shal low to reach
And al l  the  leery  students

Seem too far  gone to  teach,
CCaann wwee GGiivvee??

When the  sun refuses  to  shine
Outside  the  pages  in  a  book

And darkness  doesn’t  a l low them
To open the  cover  and look,

CCaann wwee FFeeeell??
When rain fal ls  too hard,
Mountains  r ise  too high,
And even the  lowest  t ide

Knows,  too wel l ,  our  s igh,
CCaann wwee HHeeaall??

Sometimes ,  I  wonder  too.
But we MUST bel ieve  i t  so .

Even through the  darkest  night
Where  Love can’t  care  to  show,

WWee CCaann!!

HHuummaanniittyy’’ss  NNeeeedd
RRaaiinn ii ss  ppoorr iinngg ddoowwnn..

FFllooooddss  wwiippee oouutt oouurr  ttoowwnnss ..
SSttoorrmmss kkeeeepp ccii rrcc ll iinngg ‘‘ rroouunndd
PPeeooppllee  ffaall ll  ttoo tthhee  ggrroouunndd..

IInn tthhee  ss ii lleennccee  ooff  tthhiiss  ddeessppaaiirr
WWee nneeeedd HHeeaarrttss  ttoo ccaarree ..

HHeeaarrttss  aarree  bblloocckkeedd wwiitthh ppaaiinn
AAnndd jj eeaalloouussyy rr iisseess  ttoo bbllaammee
TThhee iinnnnoocceenntt  wwhhoo ccaann ffeeeell  --
WWhhoo ddaarree  ttoo ccrryy aanndd hheeaall ..

IIttss  aall ll  ssoo iinnss iiddee oouutt
IItt  mmaakkeess  mmee wwaanntt ttoo sshhoouutt!!
RRiicchh llooookk ddoowwnn oonn tthhee ppoooorr
IInnsstteeaadd ooff  ooppeenniinngg aa ddoooorr ..
TThhee ggoovveerrnnmmeenntt  hhaass  ccoonnttrrooll
OOvveerr  tthhiinnggss  wwee ddoonn'' tt  kknnooww,,

AAnndd ooccccuullttss  sseeccrreett llyy rr ii ssee
IInnttoo ddaarrkkeenniinngg sskkyyss ..

GGoodd,,  sshhiinnee YYoouurr  LLiigghhtt
IInnttoo tthhiiss  ddaarrkkeesstt  nniigghhtt ..

NNoo oonnee  sshhoouulldd hhaavvee ttoo bblleeeedd
TTrruuee  LLoovvee ii ss  wwhhaatt wwee nneeeedd..

‘‘TTiill SSpprriinngg
This mist on the glass of a freezing lake

Tries to help me forget humanity’s mistake.
The birches struggle to reach the sky,

Almost as tired and sad as I,
And leaves drop one by one
Until the letting go is done.

My tear-struck eyes anxiously stare
And dread this season of tree limbs bare.

But Spring will rise to shine again,
Even though I don’t know when.

So I’ll hold out a shaky hand,
And pray for all to understand

That these depths of pain
Produce tears that sting,

And it’s wise to let them fall
‘Til Spring.

TThhee LLoooonn
As winter teases this cottage on shore,

It’s surface challenges the warmth in my core.
But I can still hear it, through frosty mist,

Calling for me to release my pain.
So subtle, so soft, yet clear. . .

The loon crying in the rain.
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wwww wwww wwww .... TTTT hhhh eeee HHHH eeee aaaa rrrr tttt BBBB uuuu dddd .... cccc oooo mmmm

TThhee bbuudd ooff  aa ddrreeaamm sshhiinneess  iinnttoo tthhee  bbrreeaakk ooff  ddaayy 
TToo cchhaassee  oouutt  tthhee  ddaarrkk aanndd LLiigghhtt  aa hheeaall iinngg wwaayy

Hints of Me in Poetry $16 (Forth Edition) by Sharon R. Poet:

This 178 page poetic memoir contains hundreds of poems
and song lyrics, which meander through the author’s person-
al experiences. Its about living, loving, healing, feeling,
nature, good times, tough times and too much more to list.
There’s sure to be something in it for the heart of everyone
who reads it.

How to Order:
Send your name, mailing address, phone number and the listed price, 

plus $3.50 for shipping and handling, (per book) to, 
Poetic  Publications,  PO Box 383, Mont Vernon, NH 03057

OR check on
www.PoeticPublications.com

TThheessee  BBooookkss  aarree  BBoouunndd ttoo TToouucchh HHeeaarrttss
AAnndd ccaann bbee  nniiccee  mmeeaanniinnggffuull  ggiiffttss  ffoorr  lloovveedd oonneess

Substantial Levels of Sponsorship are Needed
in order to help “The Heart Bud” touch the rest of humanity.
Your help will be appreciated more than can be expressed

(Monetary gifts are also very welcome)
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Embracing Sadness $11 (Forth edition of “Embracing Feelings”) by Sharon R. Poet)
A 92 page healing journey into the personal core of the author's expe-

riences with embracing her own sadness. This is sure to touch the heart
of those who are interested in using difficult experiences as opportuni-
ties to heal/grow into deeper levels of love.

Comments: "This book is profoundly healing as it dives into personal depths that are not often
expressed or embraced in our world! I dropped many healing tears into its pages. It deeply touched my
heart and made a positive difference in my life. I recommend it to, not only those who are interested in
personal growth, but every human being on earth."
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