My God
Don’t limit my God

Don’t give her a facade

My God is not a God of deprivation
He does not belong to one particular station

My God is a combination
There is no separation

My God is an unrestrained totality
Anything lesser is just my reality

My God gave me an active voice

My God granted me free choice
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Your silence may deepen you

Watch your silence, it may deepen you
Watch the noise, it may weaken you

You may look at the moon in the water

You may be able to see the slaughter

You may take yourself away from the distance
You may sit down at the window and see the existence

Time is in your hand

Stand up and expand

When you close your eyes, darkness begins
Open your eyes, see the light

Go to the mountain, see the height
Engulf in the light, take a sight

Encounter the reality, feel the delight
Be the reality, stand up upright
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False vs. Genuine Interaction

I am tired of an imposter smile
Making an inch look like a mile

Non-genuine words with hidden hostility
Make one wonder if the time is worthwhile

Pointless forthcoming
Talking like we are humming

The truth is right before our eyes

But we believe our own lies

Even in the daylight
We are searching for the sun’s ignite

We are sitting face to face
But we don’t see each other’s base

We don’t even look at each other

And when we do, all we see is smother

Not with ears, not with our eyes
Can we hear or see each other’s cries

We seem lost in this warped world
We are looking for love, but we are swirled
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Wake up call

What we need to pay attention to, we isolate from
What we need to stay away from, we have become

When we need to connect, we detach

When we need to let go, we try to catch

What we need to use, we put aside
What we need to get rid of, becomes our pride

Distractions turn into attractions

Mind illnesses create group reactions



We want to feel right, we don’t know how
We try to connect, we don’t allow

We talk the talk, but there is no true walk
We take a few steps toward the mistaken block

We keep our mind on a misguiding source
We cannot learn the truth from an untrue course

We neglect the unseen force

We feel a sense of remorse

When does it stop, when does it end?
All of that is in your hand, my friend
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Inner Freedom

Freedom is a special inner concession

We can have access by self-confession

When the door of wakefulness unlocks
When we get rid of any sort of blocks

Something pours, some form of a drift
As if we let go of a long time heavy lift

We feel lighter and lighter
The outlook looks brighter

Our vision becomes more clear

As we learn to release our fear

Fear of rejection, fear of isolation

Turn into a complete sense of admiration

We get to a center place in creation

Where there is no sense of frustration

It is were we belong, there is no temptation
All that is, is a feeling of dedication



It is where we glance from the above

That we know what it means to feel love

The love was with us all along

We were just distracted for too long
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The essence
I crave your splendid present
Being with you feels so pleasant

Not knowing you, I experienced torment
Bonding with you, I sense content

As I learn to listen
I can feel myself glisten

As I learn to see

I can feel free

As I learn to feel
I find the need to reveal

As I learn to think
I focus on the synch

As I learn to become
I feel alive rather than be numb

As I learn to flow
I crave to know

I don’t settle for what is below
I long for a sense of grow

Poem by Roya Rohani Rad

Discord
Disregarding cultures

Creates vultures



Overlooking history
Will bring about more mystery

Dispensing a nation
Is not a design of creation

Freedom is everyone’s right
It doesn’t know black or white

It is a personal choice

We all need to have a voice

We need to feel respected
We need to be protected

Oppression puts a stop to expression
If we can’t express, forces create aggression

Aggression generates an obsession
Obsession turns into oppression

A sequence is formed
A cycle that is stormed

Who is to blame?
Who is to feel shame?

Who is the victim?
Who is the dictum?

Is the beginning an egg or a chicken?
We go on thinking until we feel sicken.

We imagine a world
Everything transformed

There is enough for all
We can keep on passing the ball

Enough is enough
No more bluff



Tell us your intention
Maybe we can plan an intervention
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Beauty of Existence

I was whispering with existence
It was nearby but I felt a distance

It was looking at me with compassion

[ felt an exquisite sense of passion

I told her of life, of its ups and its downs
I showed her my heart, its bottom and its crown

Like a compassionate mother, with an unconditional love
She listened to my secrets, from beyond and above

She was quiet, but I could hear
There was fog around, but she was clear

After I was willing to open the door of reflection

I sensed an intense feeling of connection

After I understood this connection
I sensed a joy of having a direction

A peaceful presence overcame me

A peacefulness that felt infinite

I came to realize that serenity was within

All T had to do was dig in
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Disparity
Me and you are from separate entities

Don’t come in mine, don’t enmesh our identities

Yours is small
Full of ego and that is all



Mine is immense
There is no fence

It is free
I just want to be

I plan to fly
I don’t want to live a lie

I aim to go high like an Eagle
I don’t intend to live like a Beagle

Flies are everywhere
It is those soaring high that are rare

Your fear will keep you a slave
My essence tells me to be brave

Your beliefs become your chain
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Inner Freedom

Freedom is a special inner concession

When we get rid of any sort of blocks

Something pours, some form of a drift

We feel lighter and lighter
The outlook looks brighter

Our vision becomes more clear

As we learn to release our fear

Fear of rejection, fear of isolation



