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			“The further a society drifts from the truth, the more it will hate those who speak it.”

			- Selwyn Duke

			“As you start to walk on the way, the way appears.”

			- Rumi

		


		
			This book is dedicated to my aunt and uncle.

			May they rest in peace.

			Yvonne Ramsay
1941 - 2021

			George Ramsay
1941 - 2022
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			Preface

			Poetry for the Blind was written in response to all of the injustices and commonly accepted perceptions which are ingrained in our society. The way that we think of the world shapes the world that we live in and how we interact with it.

			It is important to remember that our beliefs are not our own and what we believe is the result of our environment or what other people have told us. Right and wrong are subjective terms and they are open to interpretation. The question is, who decides which is which?

			Social programming influences us from birth to death but we all have the ability to question and think freely. We cannot afford to become complacent and give into subordination if we want to be hopeful for the future.

			Life can be a wonderful journey but we have to stand together as one against injustice and discrimination against each other. We are all parts of the whole and we are all connected. What we do to someone else we also do to ourselves. We have the power to change the world but we have to start with ourselves first.

		


		
			Reprogram the brain
All the answers are in front
Look up and take flight

			- Atmos

		


		
			Life

			A new conception

			Two mammals form a pair bond
The basis for monogamy

			Friction against a membrane
Producing a sensation
Stimulation leading to a release

			Contractions propel cells into tubes
Searching for fusion before they die
An ovum is penetrated
And fertilisation begins

			Developing over a period of months
A heart begins to beat
Vibrations of sound can be heard
Footprints and fingerprints form
Eyes can open and close

		

		
			A water breaking
Signals the start of labour
A dilation reveals an opening
The canal of birth
A mother connected to a child by a cord
Pushing to deliver, the miracle of life

		


		
			Identity

			A label
Whilst not necessary
Has a certain power that comes with it
A way to search for similar lived experiences
Shared by other people
Who understand what you are going through

			Pressure to be masculine and muscular
Can make it difficult to show affection
Unrealistic body image expectations
Increase the risk of a disorder developing

			Living with the feeling of being unsafe
And a fear of speaking to strangers

			An absence of sexual attraction
A desire for romantic intimacy
A truth not accepted
Any discussion of sex invites discomfort
And awkwardness

		

		
			Denied access to employment
And forced onto the streets
A stigma often leading to rejection

			A change in attitude long overdue

		


		
			Suspension

			What meaning do you give
To lips moving up and down again?
Torn clothes, a broken nose
Drawing a smile on your face with pen

			Different ages, different years
A target for abuse, told to refrain
Inside a system punishing the innocent
For going against the grain

			Stalking you into a corridor
Eyes from blue collars are eager
To watch as water is thrown in the face
From a foe weak and meagre

			Stealing from the weak
This is how it is perceived
Innocent, yet in suspension
Another persecutor craving attention

		

		
			Together they form a team on a court
Not to play games but to instil fear
To attack those who cannot stand up for themselves
To those who seek approval, merely a sport

			A foundation harnessed at home
Anger authorised by a lack of affection
Take responsibility for your child
And for their perception

		


		
			Oppression

			Dull shackles
An accessory to a crime
Worn out from repeated abuse
Of oppression for profit, for personal gain

			The cracking of a whip
A contributor to paralysis
The inability to move
Petrified by the sight and sound
In chains, continuing to till the ground

			After a thousand lashes
Many of us will have chosen
To become obedient
Begging and pleading
Or left to die bleeding

			Next of kin
Release the pin
As I melt into the floor
Unconsciously aware of time

		

		
			A common courtesy
Segregation for two kinds of people
Simply put, me and you
Separated by pigment, but bound by race
I ask for forgiveness for all of this hate

		


		
			Melanin

			Wash away the sins of the father
Release your head from the sand
Try to start again
Or ignore the reaching hand

			Who are you to judge over a body? A way of life?
A face growing weary and thin?
Restless, are we still so cold?
Are we a plague to ourselves, made of mildew and mould?

			Pigment and porcelain statues refuse to give in
Committing evil against humanity
Fighting a war against prejudice
Over melanin produced in the skin

			Find the key others have found before
Let their voices be your guide
Open your mind to the reality of death’s door
To find the ignorance from inside

		

		
			Refuse to accept anything but truth
And choose to refuse the lies
And move forward into a new world
Where melanin doesn’t depict who lives and who dies

		


		
			Symbols

			Symbols
A way to divide
To blame
Exile those who do not live their lives the same

			Symbols
A cross casting a shadow over the empty plains
Sharing responsibility for wars
Fought by the indoctrinated in chains

			Symbols
A weapon to fight the oppressed
To decide who is good or evil
Based on the way they are dressed

			Symbols
A crescent moon and star
Punishing men, women, and children
For who they truly are

		

		
			Symbols
Refuse to let them take control
Surrender your beliefs
And realise that we are all parts of the whole

		


		
			Speciesism

			Raped and held against your will
To fulfil the needs of the selfish until
Birthing a child to be taken away
Pumping fluids into a bucket of grey

			Caged and beaten to do what you’re told
Memories of the fields, being bought and sold
Becoming a slave was not your choice
Only your family could understand your voice

			Helpless, weary, and chained to the wall
Hanging from the ceiling, a height so tall
Crying out for the mother you saw
While watching blood dripping to the floor

			Dying too young, can it ever be fair?
Being born to live with a life of despair
Looking down and facing the ground
Hearing a bed of steel nails turning pictures into sound

		

		
			A cycle repeating, so wrong and so deep
Wake up and realise how the innocent are put to sleep
A cycle repeating, so wrong and so deep
Wake up and realise how the innocent are put to sleep

		


		
			Mania

			Mania
Unpredictable excitement
Glowing cheeks and a foreboding smile

			Sudden strength
From reaching new heights
A willingness to conquer any challenge

			A lack of clarity
Can become a danger
Making decisions without reason

			Swinging from state to state
And unable to sleep
Struggling to think or remember

		

		
			What goes up
Must come down
A fading cascade in motion

		


		
			Depression

			Clouded judgement
Inside a prison for a slave
Staring at the wall, wasting away
Wondering if they will see another day

			Eyes fill with water
And a voice becomes quiet
Hunger is forsaken
Destroying what remains of a diet

			Limbs begin to feel heavy
Perhaps a sign to sleep
Depression, not a choice to decide
A shadow we are expected to hide

			Sick and tired
Of being sick and tired
At the bottom of a void
The opposite of being wired

		

		
			Climbing back into a shell
It’s easier to retreat
Drinking a bottle of antifreeze
To cure the disease

			A heavy burden
But one not too great to share
Choose compassion over judgement
Show the afflicted that you care

		


		
			Order

			Order
A sequence
A pattern
A method against chaos

			Repeating a routine
Fine-tuning details precisely
Planning ahead in excess
Arguably, a form of insanity

			Compartmentalising each and every task
Leaving no pause, no room in between
Remedial techniques are used to move forward
To follow a guided path

			Order can become chaos
But it can be useful for growth
Allow space for moments to unfold
And focus on progress, not perfection

		

		
			Following a strict schedule
Writing goals and documenting the day
A set of beneficial tools can help to manage direction
But a rigid mind can dampen creativity

			It can be difficult to find the balance
Between order and chaos
As expecting events to change without action
Will likely lead to disappointment

		


		
			Chaos

			Chaos
A rebellious act against order
Working within the confines of a system
Causing confusion and disorder

			The effect of a butterfly
Flapping its wings while weary
Can cause a gust of wind to spiral
Perhaps more than a mere theory

			Erratic behaviour produced by an event
A circuit creating feedback
A deterministic principle
With parameters to augment

			A pendulum swinging back and forth
A harmonic oscillator in motion
The sound of hammers hitting rods
Forecasting a notion

		

		
			At a turning point, a junction
An unpredictable pattern emerges
Reduced to a mathematical function
Paired with random probability

			A state of trust promoting freedom
A way to accelerate progression
Embracing conditional sensitivity
To realise human potential

		


		
			Addiction

			A cure for the itch
That can never be scratched
Pulling out the threads of a stitch

			A temporary feeling of relief
Using powders or pills
To mask the reality of grief

			A wound opened again
By assuming control
And sharing needles in a den

			Pulling you deeper into the well
A place built by your own hand
A personal hell

			A bucket overflows with water
Find a way to escape
Or be separated from your son and daughter

		

		
			High or low
Find yourself drowning
In the undertow

			Dust from a brick, a substance is cut
Find motivation to leave
Before the way out is sealed shut

		


		
			Repression

			At a young age, the mind is like a sponge
Absorbing water from a sea of information
Will the waves crash upon a shore?
Repressing memories behind a locked door

			Sneaking out, alone at night
A child wanders from home
The work of a lifetime, not a single act
A predator in society free to roam

			Victims of abuse
Repress their attackers face fast
Into a filing cabinet
Storing information from the past

			Triggers cause tension
Sickening thoughts resurface
A subject difficult to mention
Self hate and depression take hold

		

		
			Coming to terms at age twenty six
Reaching for powders or spoons
For the pain endured
An easy fix

			Nowhere to turn, nowhere to go
To end suffering, a life departed
A path decided by another
Shortly after it started

		


		
			Redundancy

			A receiver of redundancy
No longer deemed useful
A burden to society

			Fighting to provide
To put food on the table
To meet the needs of a functional family

			Cutbacks after cutbacks
Opening the door to poverty
In a supposedly developed country

			Without a roof
Priorities change
And dry mouths dream of water

			A service declined
And currency lacking utility
As basic needs become a luxury

		

		
			A dent on the surface
Running deep, can create ruin
In a life once abundant

			A burden to society
No longer deemed useful
A receiver of redundancy

		


		
			Abandonment

			Tears fill my eyes
As darkness holds me at night
Twisting and turning
A stomach aching and yearning

			A knot pulled tight
Inside a belly open wide
Ringing ears
Hearing silence from voices inside

			A pain searing again
Unchecked hands joined with glue
Flickering specks of light warm the fire
That the cold tries to walk through

			It is getting harder every day
To keep moving forward
Without an answer to words spoken
Of a direction in front, perhaps better left behind

		

		
			It is not what I want
But that is not all that matters
A unity begging you
To decide, to stay

			Anxiously awaiting abandonment
Hidden in the words you say
Did I find a place in purgatory
Instead of walking away?

		


		
			Compassion

			Searching for a place to rest their head
Using blankets and pillows, the tools to succeed
A companion by their side
Offering another mouth to feed

			It can happen to anyone at any time
Even to those who like to complain
Fleeing from the streets for shelter
To find cover from the rain

			A sign of cardboard
Decorated with ink
Searching for food
At the bottom of a kitchen sink

			People choose to ignore
It’s easier to just walk by
Pockets full of change, coins in hand
Does it make a difference if they live or die?

		

		
			Once there is a place to call home
A way to earn money can be found
Finding a balance is the only way
To get their feet back on the ground

			Give them the help that they need
And offer them a role
A way to settle
To benefit the system as a whole

		


		
			Reflection

			The moments of joy lead to short term relief
From the pain of navigating this ocean alone
It gives me some kind of release
But it’s a temporary bandage covering grief

			Is it time to give up on finding something more
And focus on no-one else?
Continuing to find myself
Perhaps the only cure

			There is a lesson here to be learned
But that does not mitigate the pain
One should not settle, one should remain true
But this pain remains a feeling all too familiar again

		

		
			The only reflection I can see in the water is mine
I turn around to see who sits beside me
But no-one is coming for me
The only reflection I can see in the water is mine

		


		
			Recovery

			Rehabilitation
A re-introduction to normality
Finding determination may be difficult
But to climb the stairs
You have to take the first step

			Recovery is possible

			Dependence is not healthy
Nor is it likely what you truly want
Do you lack a sense of belonging?
Do you have a community to contribute to?

			Recovery is possible

			Surround yourself with those who unconditionally love you
A network of support is a valuable asset
Those who have your best interests at heart
And those who truly care
Will give you hope of success

		

		
			Recovery is possible

			Believe in yourself
You already have worth
Find a replacement for your addiction
Only you can take the first step

		


		
			Clarity

			The mind is like a stone unturned
Eager to break itself
To disturb its own health
Like a vacuum unsealed
Clutching at straws
To hang on for a meagre pause

			For a chance to look up at the sky
And to finally see
In this grand scheme of the cosmos
This age-old blueprint
Is in need of vision
A reconstruction of sorts
Components upgraded
And outdated beliefs thrown away

			Discarded

		

		
			Use clarity to grow
To follow a direction
To share the traits of nature surrounding
To lean into the light
And to release old values
The things we hold too tight

		


		
			Temporal

			Looking at life
Through the lens of a blurry eye
Hard to see
As time passes by

			Shards of glass
Make pictures clearer
A vision so distant
Now appears nearer

			A temporal focus
With excess strain
Adapted to deterioration
To relax the brain

			In a mere blink
Reflections of light fade away
And leave you with darkness
Permanently, some may say

		

		
			A brief respite, awaken again
To a world surrounded by colour
No longer bound by tools
To fix a sight which was duller

			A different view
A perspective redesigned
A reminder to look around
And see what you can find

		


		
			Perception

			How difficult must it be
To live each day without negativity?
Words on a page
Burning eyes with rage

			All we think is all we do
Choose the path that will see us through

			A new cycle begins each day
It is up to us to decide
To live our lives this way

			Reset the clock
The process begins again
Speak the truth from your eyes
Feel the presence of a warrior
Behind a mask, a disguise

			Change the way you see the world
To change the world you see
It is up to you to decide
To be free

		

		
			Be strong, be willing
To be part of a world that keeps on giving
For far too long, we have lost our way
We rejoice at conflict
Fuelling the fire with the words we say

		


		
			Presence

			The sky paints a picture
A canvas with hues of white, blue, and grey
A chimney breast reaching high
Gracing the depths of wonder
So still, yet finding its way

			An aerial searching for a signal
To turn frequencies into moving picture frames
A guttering above yet so below
Black as night
Paralysed by the beauty of day

			Bright coloured ladders radiate light
Take one step at a time
And don’t rush upwards into flight

		

		
			A temporary location
With a vista overhead
Find meaning in your surroundings
And embrace the now instead

		


		
			Acceptance

			A pittance
It’s what you paid
In between a chasm
A rock formation delayed

			Difference in opinion
Each within their own right
Climbing a mountain
And chasing the light

			Fortify walls that will break
And shatter like glass
A fork in the road
Choose a path to take

			Winding roads
Too few and too far
Follow the footsteps
To meet the mirror of who we are

		

		
			Gasping for air
And tired, still cold
Bones weak from the fire
Ashes to ashes, pieces we sold

		


		
			Communication

			Communication
The key to understanding
Push the pins of a lock
And lift the latch for information

			Language is a barrier
Often leading to confusion
Mistaking the meaning of words
Contributes to exclusion

			Use a hand, face, and body to make a gesture
And create a familiar sign
For the mute, for the deaf
A voice absent and hearing in decline

			Imagery, a visual cue
Provoking thoughts, an ideal
Sound, an auditory sense
Forming a community, a way to heal

		

		
			Become an active listener
And offer your attention
Refuse to interrupt the speaker
A lack of respect will build tension

			Lift the latch for information
And push the pins of a lock
The key to understanding is
Communication

		


		
			Reconciliation

			A childhood friend
An unfamiliar brother
Not bound by flesh and blood
Born to a different mother

			A recollection of climbing trees
Hiking on a mountain, walking around a lake
The shoe left behind in the mud
And the snowy hills, a hand acting as a brake

			A crack in the stone started to show
Forming a fork in the road
During a division
With no room left to grow

			A joint contribution
To a grudge holding you back
Years later, ready to address
A problem with a solution

		

		
			A meeting between friend and foe
A comfort found in hearing a voice
Maturity is an attitude
But forgiveness is a choice

			To reconcile is to restore
To repair bridges before they are gone
Grief hidden beneath the surface will disappear
If you let go, and move on

		


		
			Memory

			A young man so gracious and free
Casting his line into an open sea
Fishing for pride, or merely to eat
A mind wandering into a waking sleep

			As time passes by
He begins to think
How will life be when age catches up
And his ship begins to sink

			Later in life
The signs begin to show
Age is a measurement
Of how long we have left to grow

			Remembering the names of places
A memory which seems so far away
Forgetting faces he knew yesterday

		

		
			An old man, so tired and bold
Resting his head on a bed alone
In the mirror, a stranger stares back

			Confronting the reality
Of a memory that is reset
And where the empty space is black

		


		
			Loss

			Shortly before a day of celebration
An unknown number delivers a message
A transmission for a brother to receive
Transferred through radio waves

			“She is gone”
“She has passed away”
Notified of the news
A death in the family is now understood

			It was expected but not so soon
She was not able to see the end of the year
Though she was, at times, coherent
With a smile shining through

			At a loss for words
For anything to say
The remainder of a generation
Keeping his thoughts at bay

		

		
			A candle is lit to pay tribute
And glasses are raised in respect
“May we never forget her memory
For loss offers us a way to reconnect”

		


		
			Death

			An hourglass of sand
An uphill climb
A soul overwhelmed
By the passage of time

			A shrouded figure wielding a tool to harvest
A collector of vitality met with strife
Death, only of the body
Recycling cells to give birth to life

			A ceremony to share grief
Of a moment in time we cannot keep
Restless body retreating
To a wooden box for sleep

			A black horse to decorate a tomb
A reminder of reality
The eyes of a raven
Watching the delusion of duality

		

		
			A bouquet of white flowers to accompany
The aroma of decay
Bone reduced to marrow
Inside a bed made of clay

			A cycle of life
Is death the end?
Or merely the beginning
Of a journey to transcend?

		


		
			Admonition

			A platform of sorts
Surrounded the unfamiliar
With gated metal flooring
And a curious opening

			Confidently, I threw myself in
And leapt into a body
One made with water
And explored the depths again

			Shallow, or so I thought
When the realisation grabbed me by the foot
A foolish move causing a shock

			A position deepening
In a chasm below
Hiding from the surface
The current refuses to slow

			A thousand miles beneath
Swallowed by the depths
My closed mouth wants to gasp for air
But I remain calm and swim towards a familiar sight

		

		
			It appears to move further away
The closer I get
But I remain calm, as I’m not giving up yet

			Barely, I would arrive
And graciously inhale a breath of beautiful fresh air
A gift surrounding us all
One easy to take for granted until it’s taken away
And lungs cry out for their desire to be full

			Would I be reunited with the family I knew?
Or would this become an endless cycle
Pulling me down further each time
Until I figured out the meaning of this experience
And what I’m supposed to do?

		


		
			War

			Sign away your name, the right to life
A promise of change and better days
Leave your families, your friends, and homes behind
But write to them soon so they know you’re still alive

			At first light, they move out
Unaware of what’s ahead
Beside moving armour, they feel safe
Joining the ranks of the dead

			Cigarettes and gasoline, the perks of going to war
Out on the field, the silence echoes
Miles away into your core
An uneasy feeling, but still they move
Until it pierces his ear, and the sound protrudes

			Wounded in battle and scarred for life
Is it just for a soldier to be so afraid?
A cross to decorate a tomb, to mark a grave
A reminder of mortality and the price he paid

		

		
			In his hours, he will pretend
To sit and listen to you, his friend

			He repeats to himself every day
“What would you have to say?”

			He repeats to himself every day
“Please forgive me my friend
It shouldn’t have ended this way”

		


		
			Famine

			A handover of power, seeking stability
A new era of corruption to see through
Politicians miles away from the slaughter
Armed with air strikes of red, white, and blue

			Famine, a lack of food
A crisis forcing starvation, a hunger will resume
Innocents struggling to eat
While pigs fill their bellies with all they can consume

			Targeting hospitals and schools
From a blackened sky
Bloodied hands are cleansed
With the tears of those who will die

			Men, women, and children
Victims of poverty, victims of a crime
Narcissists in suits play a game of chess
And steal away their remaining time

		

		
			A detonation in the north
Forty lives become another statistic
A bus designed for travel
Not as armour from the sadistic

			A population in need of aid
Of relief from unrelenting conflict
Countless dead, injured, and displaced
From the wounds war can inflict

		


		
			Genocide

			Genocide
Killing, causing harm, and imposing measures
Acts committed with the intent to destroy
To terminate a specific group of people

			Natives of the land are forced to flee
From an event transpiring
Held in captivity or killed by the white man
Whose falsehood of giving thanks will persist

			An empire exterminating disarmed soldiers
In villages near the border
Deported and denied provisions
Survivors of slaughter are sent into the desert to die

			A population coerced into camps
Where gas chambers are filled to the brim
An emblem is used to mark the suffering
Of millions murdered by radical ideals

		

		
			A movement exercising brutal policies
And dividing citizens into categories
To refuse re-education is to accept death
To sow another seed in the killing fields

			A campaign of scorched earth burning villages
And contaminating water with dead bodies
Rape, murder, and slavery
The consequences of government funding

			Atrocities
Not myths but realities
A part of history
Still alive today

		


		
			Amendment

			Silent halls
Echo in the daytime
From history repeating

			Can we break the cycle of misplaced entitlement?
How many lives must it take before we realise?
We contribute to this turbulent violence

			Thoughts and prayers
Do not repair the damage of a lead brigade
An amendment, a supposed change for better
A life-changing discourse now overdue

			Mortality rates
Less valuable than the price you pay
Turn a blind eye
And shoot yourself in the foot
Aim for the flag
And salute the murder you promote

		

		
			To bear arms is to bear the life of innocents
To condone disorder caused by trauma and stress

			An ordinary day at school, while miles away
In a different time zone
Has become a prime example
Of a news report on continuous pain

			Will anyone think of the children?
The lives of those taken too soon

		


		
			Truth

			We are only told
What we are meant to know
To fit the vice they hold

			A veil to conceal the truth
An open mind, to them a parasite
Restricting access to information since our youth

			Every lie contains intention
A way to control
To take away rights with detention

			Feeding propaganda to eyes fixed on a screen
Consumed by responsibility
Taking away a voice which could intervene

			Supplying fear without admission
Counting bodies with fake figures
To force us into submission

		

		
			Privacy is an illusion
Where stockpiles of data are sold each day
A justified intrusion?

			Freedom, a falsehood
Something people take
From a system misunderstood

		


		
			Succession

			Climate change
The price of progress, an excuse
Mining for gold, to fund a capitalist dream
Of material we choose to produce

			Cutting down trees
Rooted for thousands of years
Biodiversity destroyed
To make way for industrial gears

			Killing habitats
A method of manufacturing
Breaking the chains of food
To profit from hydraulic fracturing

			Burning fossil fuels
To generate chemical ammunition
Clouds retaliate and administer acid
To restore balance by deposition

		

		
			Radiation, a slow poison
Scarring the surface and dictating drought
Fertile ground becomes hostile
As water is seldom throughout

			A pioneer of succession
In regions where life cannot be sustained
The aftermath of mass extinction
A path which can be restrained

		


		
			Causality

			Together we can change the world
But only if we play our part
Stop being ignorant
An act of kindness will heal the heart

			Surround yourself with peace
And sow a seed
Stop funding industries
That pollute the air we need

			Protect the environment
The power is in our hands
Stop deforestation
Leave the indigenous to roam their lands

			War is not the answer
A product of greed, oil, and gold
Stop preying on the weak
Those left behind in the cold

		

		
			Famine is a crime
Stretched thinly over the poverty line
Stop making excuses for world hunger
When a man can turn water into wine

			Together we can build a sustainable world
But only if we start today
Stop supporting a system that doesn’t work
Find another way

		


		
			Machines

			A complex organism
Unique and full of potential
A human being
Body and mind together, an essential

			Assembled in a line on a factory floor
Soft tissue will become hardened steel
Are we losing our humanity?
That which allows us to feel

			Piece by piece
Find another part to replace
Throw away a weak body
Change the recognisable features of a face

			A control system to replace the brain
Made of circuit boards and cables
Integrating computer chips weaved with wires
Altering our senses to not experience pain

		

		
			A fixation with technology
Turning skin into silicone
And bone into metal
The blueprint for our biology

			Corrective surgery
The manipulation of a gene
Editing DNA is a precursor
To man becoming machine

		


		
			Singularity

			Disconnected by design
A place where peace is hard to find
An answer can be found
At the conception of humankind

			Expanding, expanding, expanding
What is the limit of our understanding?

			Survival of the fittest
A war we choose
Dividing us further
The only ones who lose

			Moving forward in time
A product of a paradigm

			We are all connected and we can still decide
To make peace with ourselves, to live our lives
Once physically joined, energetically we are the same
Particles of matter, a picture in the frame

		

		
			A singularity
Or a moment of polarity?

			Will you form a bond through community
Or choose separation by category?
An answer can be found
At the beginning of our story

		


		
			Simulation

			A figment of imagination
Or a co-ordinated assault set as a premise
To lead indoctrinated minds into despair
Follow the rules of a simulation

			An overarching matrix
Recording our reactions to coincidence
Or pre-determined conditions
Paired with programs designed to test our resolve

			Indistinguishable sensory input
A deception shrouding everything in view
Instructions hidden in code
Persuading you to relinquish control

			Are we fulfilling a higher purpose?
Are we navigating through an artificial world?
Is a civilisation watching over us
As we remain asleep in the illusory dream?

		

		
			Are we subjects to study?
Trapped in technological bondage
Implanted with generated memories
Preposterous, though it may seem

			Are we aware of being born here?
Can we comprehend such a connection?
How can we wake up from this slumber
And lift this veil, this mask of fear?

		


		
			Reality

			A carrier wave can be heard
Inside a body being told to lie down
And to surrender to cognition
Enveloped eyes are forced to close
An insentient submission

			Staring at the face of a praying mantis
The size of a human
With green and waxy skin
Is this something we can dismiss?

			A greeting shared in a different dimension
Using a system of transport
To show visitors each sight
Rejoining reality after an early exit
A retraction from bright light

			Each transition becomes jarring
A new location or plot is removed
A language understood but it cannot be explained
A disturbance some may find alarming

		

		
			Evil makes an appearance with a uniform of red
Pushing and pulling, a silent confrontation
A watcher of the land with no name
Offering a method of intimidation

			A tablet with foreign text, a book of the dead
A reminder of mortality, a path we take
A locomotive in motion fading in the distance
As eyes open, begin to integrate
A consciousness now awake

		


		
			About the Author

			Atmos is an ambient music producer, progressive rock songwriter, ink artist, free verse poet, and fantasy fiction author known for being an animal welfare and mental health advocate, mindfulness practitioner, environmentalist, marathon runner, and Buddhist monastery visitor.

			Atmos is focused on a mission of inspiring others, building meaningful relationships, and promoting positive change amidst the inevitable challenges of life.

			Inspired by the works of Pink Floyd, Tool, Rumi, Alex Grey, and Salvador Dalí, Atmos’ diverse creative artistry lends itself to his creative projects, resulting in a unique fusion of music, art, literature, philosophy, spirituality, science, and world culture.

		


		
			Recommended Resources

			If you enjoyed Poetry for the Blind, Atmos recommends reading the following books:

			Peace Is Every Step by Thich Nhat Hanh. Thich Nhat Hanh provides exercises to increase our awareness of our own body and mind through conscious breathing, which can bring immediate joy and peace.

			Happiness: A Guide to Developing Life’s Most Important Skill by Matthieu Ricard. Drawing from works of fiction and poetry, Western philosophy, Buddhist beliefs, scientific research, and personal experience, Ricard weaves an inspirational and forward-looking account of how we can begin to rethink our realities in a fast-moving modern world.

			The Four Agreements by Don Miguel Ruiz. With four simple statements, shamanic teacher and healer Don Miguel Ruiz reaches into his own ancestry to present an effective code of personal conduct, stripping away the negative concepts and beliefs that self-limit our own behaviour.

		

		
			The Archaic Revival by Terence McKenna. In these essays, interviews, and narrative adventures, McKenna takes us on a mesmerising journey deep into the Amazon as well as into the hidden recesses of the human psyche and the outer limits of our culture, giving us startling visions of the past and future.
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