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A DEDICATION TO A PURE LIFE

For a life lived awake;

not louder than necessary,

not cleaner than truth,

not safer than honesty.

For choosing attention over comfort,

integrity over arrival,

and love without disguise.

For walking gently through the world

without pretending it was easy,

and leaving it

without pretending you owned it.

And for the two souls

who are my Gifts and my Treasure.
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WHO IS DIBOSTO DIBOSTO

A son of Africa,

carrying memory in posture and pause.

A father,
measuring the world

by what it teaches those who will inherit it.

A thinker shaped by consequence,
an observer trained by time

rather than permission.

Attentive to systems and silences,
to love and its costs,

to power and the ways it hides.

Writing from restraint,
from what survives experience,

from what remains when performance is refused.

Not in a hurry to explain.

Not interested in arrival.

Only committed to noticing,
to choosing accuracy over comfort,

and leaving enough space
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for truth to be felt

before it is understood.
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1. The Joy in Failure by Dibosto Dibosto

Failure is not a wound.
Itis a language,

older than praise,
older than applause,

older than the idea of being watched.

It speaks before ego learns to interrupt.
Before the world teaches us

to confuse worth with outcome.

We are taught to fear it.
To treat failure like a stain,
something to bleach out of our stories,

something that disqualifies us from being taken seriously.

So we edit it out.

From our CVs.

From our childhood memories.
From the myths we tell ourselves

about how we arrived.

But failure is the draft.
The only honest one.
The version where the soul is still thinking aloud,

where mistakes are not sins
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but signals.

Failure is where the body remembers
what the mind rushed past.

Where ambition learns weight.
Where gravity becomes a teacher

instead of an enemy.

Every fall is a measurement.
Every misstep a calibration.
Failure teaches scale,

how big the dream really is,

how small the ego needs to become.

Success arrives polished.
Clothed in certainty.
Itis loud, seductive,

addictive in its validation.

Success convinces us
that the work is finished.
That arrival means ownership.

That repetition equals mastery.

But success is dangerous.
Not because it is wrong,

but because it freezes movement.
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It turns a momentinto a rule.
Avictory into a template.

A living process into a monument.

Success creates an illusion of permanence.
It says this is who you must now be.
It asks you to protect yesterday

instead of explore tomorrow.

And in doing so,

it quietly becomes the enemy of process.

Failure never asks for protection.
It asks for presence.
It does not care about your image.

Only your attention.

Failure humbles without humiliating,
if you let it.
It removes the mask gently,

then waits for you to look.

Failure says
you are not done.
You are not broken.

You are being trained.

10
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Success says
do it again, exactly the same.
Failure says

try again, but truer.

In failure, there is joy,
not the joy of winning,

but the joy of permission.

The permission to rethink

what you thought you knew.

To re-route.

To begin again without apology.

Failure returns you to the workshop.
To the quiet room.

To the long table of effort

where patience sits

and ego is not invited.

It sharpens instinct.
It strengthens discernment.
It builds resilience

without needing an audience.

11
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Those who endure

do not worship success.

They study failure like scripture.
They learn its metaphors,

its warnings,

its hidden generosity.

They understand that failure
is success stripped of illusion.
That every master

has fallen more times

than the spectator can imagine.

Failure is not the opposite of success.
It is the soil.
The season.

The unseen labour.

Success is a harvest,
brief, celebrated,

often misunderstood.

Failure is the farming.

So fall.
Fall often.

Fall consciously.

12



POEMS | Token of Love Il: Appreciation Relmagined Dibosto Dibosto

Fall with curiosity instead of shame.

Fall with gratitude instead of fear.

Enjoy it.

Because as long as you are failing,
you are still learning.
As long as you are learning,

you are still alive.

And one day, when success arrives,
quietly, honestly,

it will not own you.

You will recognize it

for what it truly is.

Failure,

well understood,

multiplied.

13
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2. Evaporation of Joy by Dibosto Dibosto

Joy does not announce itself.
It happens.

Unaware of its own importance.

It does not ask to be saved,
does not pose,

does not promise return.

Joy is the body before the mind arrives.
A breath taken without witness.

Alaugh that ends itself.

The moment you name it,
it thins.
The moment you reach for it,

it leaves.

And yet,

memory insists.

Memory says
this mattered.
This can be kept.

This can be lived again.

14
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So we bottle joy

and call it happiness.

We replay it,
revisit it,
dress it in meaning,

turn it into a place we believe we can return to.

But happiness is not joy.
It is the echo of joy

asking for another chance.

Joy lives once.

Happiness negotiates.

Joy is now.
Happiness is a future

built from the past.

Joy evaporates.

Happiness condenses.

We chase happiness

thinking we are chasing joy,
but what we are really chasing
is the feeling of being alive

without uncertainty.

15
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Joy refuses that contract.

Joy does not repeat itself

because it does not need to.

It happens

only when we are not trying.

Memory, however, is stubborn.
It says

if | remember it well enough,
if | want it hard enough,

if  chase it long enough,

it will come back.

So we mistake longing for presence.
We confuse desire with truth.

We confuse happiness with life.

And still,
without memory,

joy would disappear without meaning.

Without memory,
we would never know

that joy had visited us at all.

16
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This is the contradiction.

Joy needs forgetting to exist.

Memory needs joy to survive.

One dissolves.

The other preserves.

Oneis alive.

The other wants life to stay.

And somewhere between evaporation and recall,
between breath and longing,

we keep living,

not to hold joy,

but to be open enough

for it to pass through us again.

17
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3. What Memory Keeps by Dibosto Dibosto

Memory does not store events.

It keeps weight.

It keeps the way a room felt
after everyone left.
The temperature of a voice.

The pause before a sentence finished itself.

Memory is selective,
not because it is kind,

but because it is practical.

It keeps what shaped us,

not what impressed us.

We think memory is an archive.

Itis closer to a tide.

It brings some things back again and again,
smooths their edges,
changes their colour,

and leaves others buried without explanation.

There are moments that did not feel important

until much later.

18
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Moments that arrived quietly,
unmarked,

without ceremony.

They return not as images
but as instincts.
As preferences.
As lines we refuse to cross

without knowing why.

Memory keeps the way attention learned to sit.
What we lingered on.
What we rushed past.

What we noticed when no one asked us to.

It keeps the sound of honesty
before language learned to decorate itself.
Before intention became strategy.

Before we learned how to appear.

Memory is not loyal to truth.

Itis loyal to impact.

It keeps what altered direction,

even slightly,

even once.

19
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A sentence overheard.
A look that stayed.
A silence that felt heavier

than any explanation offered later.

We often ask memory to prove things.

It refuses.

It does not argue.

It reminds.

Not with clarity,

but with pressure.

It presses certain moments forward
until we are forced to acknowledge

that something in us changed there.

Memory keeps what we touched
before we knew how to name it.
What we sensed

before we learned how to perform understanding.

It does not care about sequence.

It does not care about accuracy.

It cares about formation.

20
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Who you became
is written there,
between moments you barely noticed

and moments you never forgot.

That is what memory keeps.

21
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4. The Way Laughter Moves by Dibosto Dibosto

Laughter is not the same as joy.

It has legs.

It moves through rooms,
changes direction mid air,
leans into people

before they are ready.

Some laughter is light.

Some laughter is armour.

You can hear the difference

if you listen without rushing.

There is laughter that opens windows.
There is laughter that closes doors

before questions arrive.

Laughter moves when words cannot.
It slips past hesitation.
It fills spaces that would otherwise

require explanation.

Sometimes laughter arrives early,

before permission,

22
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before certainty,

before agreement.

Sometimes it arrives late,
after endurance has done its work,
after restraint has thinned,

after patience has run out of answers.

The way laughter moves tells you
what is safe.
What is shared.

What is being protected.

It reveals alliances without naming them.

It exposes distance without accusation.

We often treat laughter as relief.

It is more precise than that.

It marks thresholds.

It shows where understanding briefly touched,
where recognition happened

without documentation.

Laughter moves differently

depending on who is present.

23
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It adjusts itself.

It learns quickly.

There is laughter that invites.

There is laughter that warns.

There is laughter that wants company.

There is laughter that survives alone.

Pay attention to how it travels.
Who it waits for.

Who it avoids.

Laughter is honest about timing.

It does not pretend permanence.

It arrives,
does its work,

and leaves behind a trace.

If you follow its movement carefully,
you can see how people learned to be together,
and how they learned to keep parts of themselves

just out of reach.

24
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5. The Body Knows by Dibosto Dibosto

Before explanation,

the body decides.

It tightens.
It relaxes.

It pauses without asking permission.

The body does not consult belief.

It responds to pattern.

It remembers what worked

before language learned to argue.

The body knows when a room is honest.
It knows when a smile has weight.
It knows when silence is safe

and when it is charged.

We often tell the body to wait
while the mind negotiates.

The body rarely listens.

It has already moved.
Already leaned back.

Already stepped forward

25
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before the story catches up.

The body keeps records

the mind would rather edit.

Posture.
Breath.

Pace.

The body knows which memories
require protection,
which ones can be touched lightly,

which ones still ask for distance.

It does not moralize.

It does not justify.

It reacts.

Long before understanding arrives,

the body has decided

whether something feels familiar

or false.

We call this instinct.

The body calls it experience.

26
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It has learned through repetition,
through consequence,
through staying long enough

to notice what returns.

The body knows when care is present
without instruction.
It knows when effort is being counted.

It knows when attention is real.

When words fail,

the body keeps speaking.

Not loudly.

Not clearly.

But consistently.

If you listen carefully,
without rushing to translate,
the body will tell you

what the mind is still trying

to prove.

27
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6. Learning Love Slowly by Dibosto Dibosto

Love is rarely learned in moments of arrival.
It is learned in revisions.
In pauses where nothing dramatic happens

and no one is impressed.

We imagine love as a sudden clarity,
a feeling that announces itself,

a certainty that removes doubt from the room.

But love grows differently.

It watches before it speaks.

It listens longer than is comfortable.
It notices what remains

after excitement finishes first.

Learning love slowly means

not mistaking intensity for truth.
Not confusing attention with care.
Not assuming that being chosen

is the same as being known.

It means allowing time to test language.
Promises soften.
Habits harden.

What stays becomes visible.

28
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Love learned slowly pays attention to rhythm.
Who adjusts without being asked.

Who repairs instead of retreats.

Who remains curious

when familiarity dulls the edge of discovery.

It understands that love does not require urgency.
It does not need to be proven daily.
It asks for consistency,

for presence that does not announce itself.

Learning love slowly includes patience
with misunderstanding.

With difference.

With the quiet work of translating care

across temperaments and expectations.

There are gestures that teach love.
Small ones.

Uncelebrated ones.

The way someone lowers their voice
instead of raising it.

The way effort continues

when recognition is absent.

The way listening survives disagreement.

29
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Learning love slowly allows incompleteness.
It accepts that people arrive in parts.

That understanding takes time.

That closeness is built,

not captured.

It does not panic when love feels like effort.
Some things require work
because they matter enough

to be sustained.

Love learned slowly trusts repetition
more than promise.

It values presence over performance.
It learns to recognize care

without needing ceremony.

In this way, love becomes durable.
Not perfect.

Not effortless.

But capable of lasting

without needing to be loud.

30
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Knowing Is Not Knowing by Dibosto Dibosto

for Michel de Montaigne (Que sais-je?)

There are things that hold
without insisting.
They remain

even when no one is watching.

And there are things
carried carefully,
repeated often,

defended mostly because

they have lived inside us for years.

Montaigne asked a simple question

and refused to decorate it.

What do | know?

Not as doubt,

but as discipline.

Knowing, he suggested,
begins where certainty loosens its grip.
Where the mind resists the temptation

to finish the sentence too quickly.

31



POEMS | Token of Love Il: Appreciation Relmagined Dibosto Dibosto

What we know does not rush.
It waits.
It allows experience

to test its posture.

What we think we know
prefers arrival.

It settles early.

It builds furniture

inside conclusions.

Belief often learns confidence
before it learns weight.

It borrows the language of truth
and hopes no one asks

what it costs to carry.

Most people do not protect ideas.
They protect the comfort

of having stopped searching.

Certainty feels like rest.
It quiets the room.

It promises safety.

But rest can harden into residence.

And residence can become refusal.

32
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Refusal to look again.

Refusal to reopen the question.
Refusal to admit

that what once felt solid

was never pressed hard enough.

Montaigne trusted pressure.
He trusted contradiction.
He trusted the body of experience

over the elegance of theory.

For him, doubt was not weakness.

It was honesty.

Knowing survives
by allowing itself to be revised.
It sheds what no longer holds

without turning revision into shame.

What collapses under scrutiny
was never knowledge.

It was convenience.

To say Que sais-je?
is not to abandon truth.

Itis to protectit

33
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from arrogance.

Itis to leave space
for correction without humiliation.

For growth without spectacle.

Not knowing is not absence.

Itis attention.

It is the courage
to remain open

where certainty would rather close the door.

Knowing, in this sense,
is not possession.

Itis practice.

And the question remains,

quietly,

doing its work.

34
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8. Words for Wanting by Dibosto Dibosto

Wanting begins before vocabulary.
It starts as sensation.
As restlessness.

As a pull without a name.

Words arrive later.
Often too late.
They try to organize

what is already moving.

We say we want things,
but often we want feelings.
Ease.

Recognition.

Closeness.

Relief.

Words for wanting are slippery.
They change shape depending on who listens.
They soften or sharpen

based on the risk of being understood.

Sometimes wanting disguises itself as preference.
Sometimes as urgency.

Sometimes as certainty.

35
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We learn which wants are acceptable.
Which ones are negotiable.
Which ones must be hidden

to remain included.

Words for wanting are edited before speaking.
Adjusted for tone.
Filtered for consequence.

Rephrased to sound reasonable.

But wanting does not disappear when renamed.
It waits.
It adapts.

It finds other routes to express itself.

Wanting can be generous.
It can point toward growth.
Toward connection.

Toward movement.

Wanting can also be confused.
It can reach for substitutes.
It can mistake proximity for intimacy.

Availability for care.

Learning words for wanting

36
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requires honesty without demand.
The ability to name desire

without insisting it be fulfilled.

It means listening beneath the request.
What the wanting is protecting.

What it is trying to become.

Some wants pass quickly.
Some return until acknowledged.

Some change once spoken aloud.

Words for wanting are not instructions.
They are signals.
They suggest direction,

not destination.

Not every want will be met.
Many can be respected.
And sometimes,

naming what you want

clarifies what you need.

37
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9. When Touch Teaches by Dibosto Dibosto

Touch teaches before explanation.
It teaches through timing.
Through pressure.

Through the space it leaves behind.

Some touch reassures.
Some alerts.

Some corrects without words.

Touch teaches boundaries quietly.
It tells you what is welcome.
What requires permission.

What should not be assumed.

We often think of touch as closeness.
It is also information.

It communicates attention.

It communicates care.

It communicates absence.

When touch teaches, it does not rush.
It adjusts.
It listens to response.

It notices when to stop.

38
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There is touch that comforts.
There is touch that steadies.
There is touch that asks nothing

and offers presence.

Touch can teach trust.
It can teach caution.
It can teach when to lean in

and when to remain still.

Some lessons are learned
through the lack of touch.
The pause that respects distance.

The restraint that honours readiness.

Touch teaches through repetition.
Consistency builds familiarity.

Familiarity builds ease.

It teaches responsibility.
That care has weight.
That proximity carries consequence.

That presence matters.

Touch that teaches does not claim ownership.
It does not demand return.

It allows space for choice.

39



POEMS | Token of Love Il: Appreciation Relmagined Dibosto Dibosto

In this way, touch becomes language.
Spoken through timing.
Through gentleness.

Through attention.

When touch teaches well,

it leaves the body informed,
not burdened.

Aware,

not confused.

40
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10. The Shape of Happiness by Dibosto Dibosto

Happiness rarely arrives as a destination.
It appears as a shape,
briefly recognizable,

often changing.

Itis not always loud.
It does not always announce itself.
Sometimes it passes quietly

while attention is elsewhere.

The shape of happiness varies.
It can look like ease.
Like relief.

Like alignment that does not require explanation.

Sometimes happiness is activity.
Sometimes it is rest.
Sometimes it is simply the absence

of resistance.

We often chase happiness as permanence.
It refuses that role.

It prefers to move.

To adapt.

To appear where conditions allow.

41
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The shape of happiness is influenced by expectation.
When expectation loosens,

happiness becomes easier to recognize.

Happiness does not guarantee satisfaction.
It does not promise completion.

It offers moments of fit.

It shows up when attention aligns with reality.
When effort matches outcome.

When presence replaces anticipation.

The shape of happiness can be small.
A task finished without strain.
A conversation that settles easily.

A moment of quiet that feels sufficient.

Happiness can also be shared.
It expands slightly when noticed together.
It softens edges.

It lightens weight.

It does not need to be preserved to matter.

It does not need to be repeated to be real.

Happiness teaches acceptance.

42
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Not resignation.

The acceptance of what fits now.

When we stop insisting on its permanence,
the shape of happiness becomes clearer.

It is no longer something to hold.

It is something to recognize

as it passes.

43
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11. After the First Promise by Dibosto Dibosto

The first promise is rarely the one that lasts.
It arrives polished,
full of intention,

carried by hope that has not yet met resistance.

Promises speak easily at the beginning.
They enjoy the sound of themselves.

They like being believed.

After the first promise,
attention shifts.
Routine enters quietly.

Expectation learns to breathe.

What follows is not failure.

Itis exposure.

After the first promise,
actions begin to speak louder than language.
Patterns replace declarations.

Consistency becomes visible.

This is where truth starts to form.
Not in what was said,

butin what is repeated.

44
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After the first promise,

care must survive inconvenience.
Presence must outlast enthusiasm.
Listening must continue

when agreement does not.

Many promises dissolve here.
Not because they were false,

but because they were untested.

After the first promise,
effort reveals its limits.
Attention reveals its priorities.

Time reveals what matters.

Some promises mature.
They lose their shine

and gain weight.

Others disappear quietly,
leaving behind lessons

that are rarely acknowledged.

After the first promise,
trust is rebuilt slowly.

Not through reassurance,

45
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but through reliability.

This is where relationship becomes practice.
Where meaning shifts from intention

to follow through.

The first promise opens the door.

What happens after

determines whether anyone stays.
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12, Being Seen by Dibosto Dibosto

Being seen is not the same as being noticed.
Noticing can be casual.

Seeing requires attention.

To be seen is to feel understood
without needing explanation.

It is recognition without performance.

Being seen carries risk.
It asks for honesty before certainty.
It exposes parts of us

that are usually protected by habit.

Some people notice details.
Fewer people see patterns.
Fewer still see contradiction

without trying to correct it.

Being seen does not require agreement.
It requires presence.
The willingness to stay attentive

without rearranging what is offered.

We often confuse visibility with being seen.

Visibility seeks audience.
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Being seen seeks understanding.

Being seen feels quiet.
It does not demand reaction.

It does not rush response.

It allows complexity to exist

without needing resolution.

There are moments when being seen
changes how you move.
How you speak.

How you hold silence.

Not because you are exposed,

but because you are acknowledged.

Being seen creates responsibility.
For the one who sees

and the one who is seen.

It asks care from both sides.
Care not to distort.

Care not to withdraw.

When being seen is genuine,

it leaves space intact.

48



POEMS | Token of Love Il: Appreciation Relmagined Dibosto Dibosto

It does not crowd.

It does not claim ownership.

It simply confirms presence.

And sometimes,

that is enough.
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13. What We Unlearn by Dibosto Dibosto

Unlearning does not announce itself.
It happens quietly,

often without celebration.

We unlearn when something familiar
no longer fits.
When certainty feels heavier

than curiosity.

What we unlearn is rarely wrong.

Itis simply incomplete.

We unlearn habits that once protected us.
Assumptions that once made sense.

Rules that once helped us belong.

Unlearning asks for humility.
The willingness to admit

that something useful has reached its limit.

It is uncomfortable to release understanding
that once felt reliable.
It leaves a gap

where confidence used to sit.
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That gap is necessary.

Unlearning creates space
for attention to reorganize.
For perception to adjust.

For nuance to return.

Some lessons take time to unlearn.
They are reinforced by repetition.
By reward.

By familiarity.

Others dissolve quickly

once named.

Unlearning does not erase history.

It repositions it.

It allows past understanding
to become context

instead of command.

We often resist unlearning
because it feels like loss.

Itis closer to refinement.

What we unlearn makes room

51



POEMS | Token of Love Il: Appreciation Relmagined Dibosto Dibosto

for what we could not previously hold.

It allows growth without denial.

Change without erasure.

Unlearning is not forgetting.

It is choosing not to carry forward

what no longer serves attention.
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14, Desire Finds Direction by Dibosto Dibosto

Desire moves before it knows where it is going.
It starts as energy.
As interest.

As attraction without explanation.

Direction arrives later.
Often after confusion.

Often after detours.

Desire without direction can feel urgent.
It pulls without context.
It demands movement

before understanding.

When desire finds direction,
it slows.

It begins to choose.

Direction does not eliminate desire.
It gives it shape.

It introduces restraint without suppression.

Desire finds direction
when values enter the conversation.

When consequence is considered.
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When intention matures.

This does not weaken desire.

It clarifies it.

Directed desire understands timing.
It respects readiness.

It waits when necessary.

It knows the difference
between wanting something

and being prepared to care for it.

Desire finds direction
through reflection.
Through experience.

Through attention to outcome.

It becomes less reactive.

More deliberate.

Direction allows desire
to participate in construction,

not just pursuit.

It learns when to approach.

When to pause.
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When to release.

Desire with direction
is capable of commitment.
It can sustain effort.

It can accept limitation.

In this way, desire becomes responsible.

Not constrained,

but informed.
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15. The Quiet Between Us by Dibosto Dibosto

The quiet between us
is not empty.

It carries information.

It reveals comfort or distance

without saying either.

Silence can mean understanding.
It can mean hesitation.

It can mean care waiting for clarity.

The quiet between us
changes with trust.
It shortens when familiarity grows.

It widens when attention fades.

Not all quiet is peaceful.

Not all noise is connection.

The quiet between us
often holds what words avoid.
What feels unfinished.

What requires patience.

We tend to fill silence quickly.
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Out of habit.
Out of fear.

Out of discomfort with uncertainty.

But the quiet between us
can teach timing.

When to speak.

When to listen.

When to let things remain unsaid.

Some understanding happens
without articulation.

Through presence alone.

The quiet between us

is shaped by history.

By previous conversations.
By what has been respected

and what has been dismissed.

Silence remembers.

It remembers interruptions.

It remembers care.

It remembers when listening was real.

The quiet between us
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does not demand resolution.
It allows space for reflection.

For adjustment.

When honoured,
it becomes a place of trust.

A shared pause.

And sometimes,

what holds us together
is not what we say,

but how gently

we allow the quiet to exist.
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16. How Smiles Are Worn by Dibosto Dibosto

Smiles are not always expressions.

Sometimes they are decisions.

They are chosen quickly,
placed carefully,

adjusted for context.

A smile can signal ease.
It can also signal readiness.
It can say | am fine

without meaning | am well.

How smiles are worn
depends on audience.
On expectation.

On what must be protected.

Some smiles arrive naturally.
They soften the face
without effort.

They leave the body lighter.

Other smiles are practiced.
They hold shape

long after feeling has moved on.
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They do work.

We learn early which smiles are rewarded.
Which ones make rooms smoother.

Which ones keep questions away.

Smiles can be generous.
They can create space.
They can invite connection

without obligation.

They can also become armour.
A way to remain agreeable

while staying guarded.

How smiles are worn
reveals boundaries.
It shows where honesty feels safe

and where it still negotiates.

There are moments
when removing a smile
feels more honest

than keeping one.

Not because joy is absent,

but because truth requires accuracy.
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Smiles do not owe anyone permanence.
They are responses,

not contracts.

When smiles are worn with care,
they remain flexible.
They adjust to reality

instead of resisting it.
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17. What Tears Carry by Dibosto Dibosto

Tears carry more than emotion.

They carry release.

They arrive when language
has reached its limit.
When explanation has grown tired

of defending itself.

Tears do not always mean sadness.
They can signal recognition.
Relief.

The end of restraint.

What tears carry
depends on timing.
On context.

On how long something has been held.

Some tears arrive suddenly.

Others take years to surface.

They carry pressure away from the body.

They redistribute weight.

Tears do not ask permission.
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They do not wait for approval.

They respond to accumulation.

What tears carry
is often what could not be spoken safely.

What required silence to survive.

They do not seek solutions.

They mark transition.

After tears,
the body recalibrates.
Breath changes.

Attention shifts.

Tears leave behind clarity

that words sometimes distort.

They remind us
that feeling has consequence.

That experience leaves traces.

What tears carry
is not weakness.

Itis information.

When allowed,
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they restore balance.
When resisted,

they ask again later.
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18. Strength Without Armour by Dibosto Dibosto

Strength is often mistaken for defence.
For rigidity.

For resistance to change.

Armour looks strong.
It holds shape.

It absorbs impact.

But armour limits movement.
It reduces sensitivity.

It restricts response.

Strength without armour
remains flexible.

It adjusts without collapsing.

It does not rush to protect image.
It does not confuse vulnerability

with exposure.

Strength without armour
listens before reacting.
It stays present

even when outcomes are uncertain.
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It allows discomfort
without immediately neutralizing it.

It trusts capacity over control.

This kind of strength
does not announce itself.

It does not perform endurance.

It shows up in patience.
In consistency.
In the ability to remain engaged

without dominance.

Strength without armour
does not need to be admired.

It needs to be reliable.

It can absorb difference
without hardening.
It can recover

without denial.

When strength releases armour,
it gains range.
It gains precision.

It becomes capable of care
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without compromise.
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19. The Use of Sadness by Dibosto Dibosto

Sadness is not only an emotion.

It has function.

It slows attention.
It narrows focus.
It asks for rest

from constant evaluation.

The use of sadness
is often misunderstood.
It is not meant to be eliminated.

It is meant to be listened to.

Sadness signals adjustment.
A recalibration of expectation.

A response to change.

It creates space
for reflection to occur

without urgency.

When sadness is allowed,
it organizes memory.
It sorts meaning.

It prepares acceptance.
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Sadness can sharpen perception.
It removes distraction.

It reduces noise.

The use of sadness
is to acknowledge loss

without assigning blame.

It teaches proportion.
What mattered.

What still matters.

Sadness does not require solution.

It requires presence.

When sadness is resisted,
it lingers.
When acknowledged,

it moves.

Its purpose is transition,

not permanence.

Sadness asks us
to slow down long enough

to understand what has shifted.
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Once that work is done,

it loosens its hold.
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20. The Cost of Speaking Early by Dibosto Dibosto

There is a moment when the world leans forward,
almost smiling,

and something inside mistakes proximity for permission.

Ideas arrive with heat.
They carry urgency, generosity, belief.
They arrive unafraid,

assuming doors are opened by sincerity alone.

For many who come from far places,

imagination feels like the only passport.

It crosses oceans before language learns restraint.
It speaks with its whole chest,

not yet trained in the grammar of power.

What is learned later

is that systems do not meet excitement with excitement.
They meet it with procedure.

They translate warmth into clauses.

They convert vision into risk.

Recognition can be real

and still be surrounded by fences.

Rooms change temperature quickly.
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Curiosity reorganizes itself into protocol.
Praise tightens into protection.
Ideas stop being invitations

and become objects requiring signatures.

This is not cruelty.

It is structure defending itself.

For the ambitious,

especially those raised where imagination had to outrun
limitation,

this moment cuts deeply.
Because it feels like being punished

for believing too openly.

There are nights filled with elegance.
Movement without effort.

Events that feel like arrival from the outside.
Lights reflected on water,

as if the future were applauding.

Yet emptiness does not respond to luxury.
Distance does not shrink inside fine rooms.
Success does not answer the question

of who is waiting when the day ends.

This is where the lesson sharpens.
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Ambition without grounding becomes hollow.
Vision without patience becomes exposed.

Excitement without timing becomes vulnerable.

And still, the spirit that believes ideas can change the world
is not wrong.

It is unfinished.

The mistake is not dreaming.
The mistake is offering the whole future

before learning how slowly power listens.

To the young who carry continents in their chest,
who arrive with generosity mistaken for excess,

know this.
Systems will test enthusiasm.
Capital will demand order.

Recognition will come wrapped in conditions.

Do not let this teach silence.

Let it teach pacing.

Do not let it shrink imagination.

Let it teach calibration.
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Learn when to speak.
Learn how to wait.
Learn how to protect what matters

without losing its fire.

And to the two lives who gave meaning to everything else,

understand this quietly.

Every stumble was a lesson paid for in longing.
Every absence carried your gravity.

Every return was guided by you.

No achievement outweighs presence.

No future redeems what love requires now.

For all who walk forward carrying both hunger and
responsibility,

remember this.

Ideas can wait.

Systems endure.

But love, once postponed too often,

teaches its lessons painfully.

Choose ambition that remembers its witness.

Choose growth that keeps its centre.
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And never forget

that the greatest creation

is not what the world applauds,
but who waits for you

when the noise fade
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21. Reclamation of Life by Dibosto Dibosto

Life is not owned.

Itis carried.

It passes through hands,
through names,
through rooms where laughter once lived

and rooms where silence learned patience.

Reclamation is not taking back.

It is remembering.

Ubuntu is not an idea.

It is a practice of seeing yourself
inside another person’s breath.
Inside their waiting.

Inside their hunger and their joy.

Life is reclaimed

when no one stands alone by design.
When survival is not mistaken for success.
When dignity is not negotiated quietly

in exchange for access.

Reclamation begins

when the question changes
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from what is mine

to what is ours to protect.

It happens when a meal feeds more than hunger.
When a greeting restores presence.
When a name is spoken fully,

not shortened for convenience.

Ubuntu teaches that life multiplies
when shared without bookkeeping.
That care does not weaken strength.

That generosity is not loss.

In this story,
no one rises by stepping on another.
No one is invisible by default.

No one is reduced to utility.

Reclamation of life
means restoring rhythm.
Elders listened to.

Youth trusted.

Time allowed to stretch

without being rushed into proof.

It means understanding

that wealth without community
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is fragile.
That progress without people

is empty movement.

Life is reclaimed
when systems bend toward humanity

instead of forcing humanity to bend.

When success includes return.
When growth includes repair.

When leadership includes listening.

Ubuntu does not promise ease.

It demands responsibility.

You carry me
because | carry you.
Not as slogan.

As structure.

Reclamation of life
is the refusal to live fragmented.
It is choosing wholeness

in a world that profits from division.

Itis saying

my life makes sense
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only in relation.

Only when my breath
does not require your silence.
Only when my future

does not depend on your exclusion.

This is not nostalgia.

It is architecture.

A way of building days
where no one is excess.
Where no one is disposable.
Where no one eats alone

while pretending abundance exists.

Life is reclaimed

when care becomes normal.

When community becomes default.
When humanity becomes policy

without losing tenderness.

Ubuntu is not soft.
It is strong enough

to hold us all.

And that
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is the reclamation.
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22. What We Perform by Dibosto Dibosto

Performance is not deception.

Itis adaptation.

We perform to belong.
To be understood.

To move smoothly through shared spaces.

What we perform changes with context.
Tone shifts.
Language adjusts.

Emphasis relocates.

Performance begins early.
Before intention.

Before analysis.

We learn quickly what is rewarded.
What is tolerated.

What is ignored.

What we perform is often misunderstood
as who we are.
But performance is response,

not essence.
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We perform confidence when uncertainty feels risky.
We perform ease when effort feels exposed.

We perform certainty when doubt feels inconvenient.

Performance allows participation.
It grants access.

It makes interaction possible.

But sustained performance requires energy.
It demands attention.
It asks the body to remember cues

even when feeling has moved on.

When performance replaces expression,

fatigue follows.

We forget what was chosen
and what was learned.
We confuse habit with preference.

We confuse response with truth.

Performance becomes visible
when rest feels unsafe.
When silence feels suspicious.

When authenticity feels costly.

Not all performance is harmful.
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Some of it is generous.
Some of it creates space for others.

Some of it protects shared rhythm.

The question is not whether we perform,

but whether performance is conscious.

When chosen, it remains flexible.

When automatic, it limits range.

What we perform deserves reflection,
not judgment.

Understanding allows adjustment.

And sometimes,
removing the performance
reveals not weakness,

but relief.
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23. The Weight of Honesty by Dibosto Dibosto

Honesty is often praised lightly

and practiced carefully.

Its weight is underestimated.

Its consequences are real.

Honesty carries mass.
It shifts balance.

It rearranges expectation.

To be honest is not simply to speak.

It is to accept what follows.

Honesty demands responsibility
for timing.
For tone.

Forimpact.

Truth delivered without care
can fracture trust.
Truth delivered with restraint

can deepenit.

The weight of honesty is felt

when silence would be easier.
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When ambiguity would protect comfort.

Honesty clarifies position.
It reduces negotiation.

[t limits retreat.

Once spoken,

it cannot be returned unchanged.

This is why honesty is often delayed.
Why it circles before landing.

Why it waits for safety.

Honesty does not guarantee agreement.
It does not promise relief.

It promises alignment with reality.

The weight of honesty
presses on relationships.
On self image.

On plans built on assumption.

It reveals where care exists

and where it is conditional.

Honesty carried too long

becomes heavy.
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Honesty released carelessly

becomes sharp.
The practice is balance.
Accuracy without cruelty.

Clarity without force.

When honesty is respected,

it creates trust that can hold complexity.

When it is avoided,

it returns later with more pressure.

The weight of honesty is not punishment.

Itis gravity.
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24, Reckless Desire by Dibosto Dibosto

Desire is not the problem.

It never was.

Desire is a fire that keeps the body warm,
a signal that life still wants something from us.
What destroys men is not wanting.

It is wanting without listening.

Unmanaged desire does not scream.

It whispers.

It convinces.

It tells you there is time when there is not.

It tells you, you are in control when you are only invited.

It dresses itself in laughter,

in music too loud to think,

in rooms with locked doors and unlocked morals.
It promises escape,

then charges interest.

Some nights end quietly.

Others leave receipts.

A missing phone.

A stranger’s silence.
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A body that doesn’t respond the way it used to.
Atest result folded into a pocket

you keep pretending not to feel.

There are men who lost nothing but money.
There are men who lost families.

There are men who lost health,

names,

futures,

and men who lost breath

without anyone calling it tragedy.

Not because they were evil.

Because they were careless with what was sacred.

Unmanaged desire teaches you that secrecy is freedom
until secrecy becomes a cage.
It teaches you that pleasure is proof of life

until pleasure demands more than you can give.

Some men wake up robbed.
Others wake up exposed.
Some wake up alive

only because someone noticed they did not come home.

The cost is never paid in one currency.

[t comes in instalments.
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Shame.
Fear.

Regret that arrives too late to negotiate.

This is not a warning poem.

Itis a mirror.

Desire is a gift.

But gifts still require hands steady enough to hold them,
and minds patient enough to know

when to open them

and when to leave them wrapped.

Those who mistake hunger for truth
will always overeat.
Those who confuse appetite for purpose

will always feel empty.

Desire does not destroy men.
Men destroy themselves

when they stop respecting the weight of what they want.

And still,

desire waits.

Not to punish.

Not to judge.
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Only to ask
whether you are ready
to carry it

without dropping everything else you love.
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25. All Animals Agree by Dibosto Dibosto

Agreement is easy

when language is shared.

It becomes more complicated

when power enters the room.

All animals agree
on principles.
On fairness.

On shared benefit.

Agreement sounds noble

when spoken collectively.

But agreement changes shape

when interpretation becomes uneven.

Words remain the same.

Meaning shifts.

Rules are praised publicly
and adjusted privately.
Equality is affirmed

while difference is quietly arranged.
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Agreement depends on memory.
On who remembers the beginning.

On who controls revision.

Some voices repeat slogans.
Others write footnotes.
Some enforce.

Some comply.

All animals agree
until exceptions appear.
Until convenience intervenes.

Until hierarchy introduces efficiency.

Agreement becomes performance.
Ritual replaces intent.
Language is preserved

while outcome drifts.

Those closest to power
interpret generously.
Those furthest away

learn to read between lines.

Agreement survives

as long as questioning feels costly.
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The structure remains intact

while purpose erodes.

All animals agree
that things are fair

until comparison becomes unavoidable.

Agreement does not dissolve suddenly.
It thins gradually.
It adjusts quietly.

It redefines itself.

What remains is form.
Process.

Appearance.

The lesson is not cynicism.

Itis attention.

Agreement requires maintenance.
Shared interpretation.

Shared accountability.

Without that,

agreement becomes decoration.

And all animals agree
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that decoration is easier

than repair.

94



POEMS | Token of Love Il: Appreciation Relmagined Dibosto Dibosto

26. What Silence Passes Down by Dibosto Dibosto

Silence travels carefully.
It moves without noise

and arrives intact.

What silence passes down
is not emptiness

but instruction.

It teaches by omission.
By what is avoided.
By what is never named

yet consistently felt.

Silence carries agreement
without discussion.
It sets boundaries

without announcing them.

Some silences protect.
They shield what is fragile

until it can stand on its own.

Other silences discipline.
They train attention

to look away
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from certain questions.

What silence passes down
often feels normal.
Unremarkable.

Inherited without ceremony.

It shapes tone.
It shapes posture.

It shapes what feels sayable.

Silence remembers
what speech forgot.
It remembers consequence.

It remembers cost.

It does not judge.

It instructs.

When silence passes down unchecked,
it becomes tradition.
It becomes habit.

It becomes invisible.

Listening to silence
requires patience.

It asks you to notice
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what is consistently absent.

What silence passes down
is rarely intentional.

But it is powerful.

To interrupt silence

is not to break it.

Itis to examine

what it has been carrying

on behalf of everyone else.
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27. What Was Not Said by Dibosto Dibosto

What was not said
often holds more weight

than what was spoken.

It lingers in pauses.
In glances redirected.

In sentences that ended early.

What was not said
did not disappear.

It relocated.

It moved into tone.
Into behaviour.

Into assumption.

We imagine silence

as lack of courage.
Sometimes it is calculation.
Sometimesiitis care

without language.

What was not said
often waits for safety.

For timing.
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For proof that listening exists.

It waits in the body.
In tension.

In hesitation that repeats itself.

There are conversations
that never happened

but shaped everything that followed.

Unspoken truth
does not expire.

It matures.

It sharpens.
It gains clarity

with time.

What was not said

returns as pattern.

As reaction.

As distance that cannot be explained

by the present moment alone.

Speaking late
is not the same as speaking early.

But silence does not cancel truth.
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It delays it.

What was not said
still asks to be acknowledged.
Not always aloud.

But honestly.

Ignoring it does not erase it.

It only gives it

another way to speak.
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28. Learning Without Teachers by Dibosto Dibosto

Some lessons arrive

without instruction.

They come through repetition.
Through consequence.

Through observation.

Learning without teachers
requires attention.
Not to authority,

but to outcome.

You notice what works.
What does not.
What returns.

What disappears.

There are lessons taught
by absence.
By inconsistency.

By contradiction.

They do not announce themselves
as lessons.

They feel like experience.
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Learning without teachers
builds intuition.
It trains pattern recognition.

It sharpens discernment.

It teaches adaptation

without explanation.

These lessons are often difficult to articulate.
They live in response.
In timing.

In restraint.

They create knowledge
that feels embodied

rather than memorized.

Learning without teachers
does not mean learning alone.
It means learning through life

instead of instruction.

Mistakes become reference points.

Success becomes data.

Failure becomes calibration.
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This kind of learning
does not produce certificates.

It produces competence.

It does not seek approval.

It seeks alignment.

What is learned this way
is difficult to unlearn.
Because it was earned

through consequence.
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29. Grief as Guide by Dibosto Dibosto

Grief does not only mark loss.

It marks value.

It reveals what mattered

enough to leave a trace.

Grief slows attention.
It narrows focus.
It asks you to stay

with what cannot be fixed.

As a guide,
grief teaches proportion.
It clarifies priority.

It strips distraction.

Grief shows where attachment lived.
Where care invested itself

without guarantee.

It does not rush closure.

It does not accept substitution.

Grief teaches patience

with unanswered questions.
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With unfinished stories.

With outcomes that resist explanation.

It guides attention
back to meaning

when urgency tries to take over.

Grief does not give direction
in the way plans do.

It gives orientation.

It points toward what deserves care.

Toward what should not be trivialized.

When grief is ignored,
it becomes heavier.
When it is acknowledged,

it becomes instructive.

Grief as guide
does not ask to be followed forever.
It asks to be listened to

until understanding arrives.

What it leaves behind
is not sorrow.

Itis clarity.
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30. Money Without Voice by Dibosto Dibosto

Money speaks constantly

yet says very little.

It moves.
It signals.
It rearranges priorities

without explanation.

Money without voice
relies on assumption.
On habit.

On unspoken agreement.

It directs behaviour

while pretending neutrality.

Decisions are justified
without naming the force behind them.
Choices appear personal

while being heavily guided.

Money without voice
creates distance.
It removes accountability

by disguising influence as necessity.
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We say there was no choice

when money had already decided.

It rewards certain outcomes
without acknowledging the values

that shaped them.

Money without voice

creates silence around consequence.
Around impact.

Around those who absorb cost

without access to discussion.

It normalizes imbalance

by calling it efficiency.

When money gains voice,
questions appear.
Values surface.

Trade-offs become visible.

Silence benefits systems.

Voice benefits understanding.

Money without voice

is not invisible.
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Itis simply unquestioned.

Attention restores language.

Language restores responsibility.
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31. The Price of Belonging by Dibosto Dibosto

Belonging is rarely free.
Even when it feels natural,
even when it feels earned,

there is often a cost quietly attached.

The price of belonging is not always named.
It appears as adjustment.
As softened opinion.

As a pause before speaking fully.

We learn early what belonging rewards.
Tone that fits.
Timing that aligns.

Agreement that keeps things smooth.

Belonging asks questions gently.
Are you like us

enough.

Are you willing

enough.

Are you quiet

enough.

The price is paid in small instalments.

A sentence revised.
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A preference deferred.

A truth delayed.

None of these feel dramatic alone.

Together, they shape behaviour.

Belonging can be generous.
It can provide safety.
It can offer shared ground

where effort feels lighter.

But when belonging requires constant self editing,

the cost accumulates.

You begin to notice fatigue
that does not come from effort,

but from restraint.

The price of belonging rises
when difference is tolerated
but not welcomed.

When inclusion depends on performance.

Belonging becomes conditional.

It must be maintained.

It must be earned repeatedly.
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Some people pay gladly.

The exchange feels worth it.
Others hesitate,

not because they reject belonging,

but because they notice what it asks them to give up.

True belonging reduces cost.
It does not eliminate difference.

It absorbs it.

It allows you to arrive intact.
Not identical.
Not polished.

Present.

The price of belonging
is lowest where listening exists.
Where curiosity replaces control.

Where presence is enough.

When belonging demands less explanation,

it becomes sustainable.
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32. Debt and Courtesy by Dibosto Dibosto

Debt is often discussed in numbers.

Courtesy is rarely included.

But debt reshapes behaviour long before it is calculated.
It introduces hesitation.
It alters posture.

It influences tone.

Debt and courtesy develop a relationship.
One asks for patience.

The other provides cover.

Courtesy softens imbalance.
It disguises pressure as politeness.

It turns obligation into gratitude.

Debt does not only exist financially.
It appears emotionally.
Socially.

Relationally.

When someone feels indebted,
courtesy increases.
Voices lower.

Requests shrink.
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Courtesy becomes survival.
A way to maintain access.

A way to avoid conflict.

Debt rearranges conversation.
Certain topics become delicate.

Certain boundaries feel unavailable.

Courtesy keeps things pleasant

while tension operates quietly underneath.

This is not always manipulation.

Often it is adaptation.

People learn to be courteous
when power is uneven.
When consequence is unclear.

When risk feels personal.
Debt and courtesy together
can maintain peace.

They can also preserve imbalance.

Courtesy becomes a buffer

between truth and outcome.
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When debt is acknowledged openly,
courtesy relaxes.
Language expands.

Negotiation becomes possible.

When debt remains unspoken,
courtesy tightens.
It becomes rigid.

It replaces honesty.

Courtesy should not carry weight

that belongs to fairness.

Debt should not require silence

as repayment.

When both are examined,
relationships regain symmetry.

Conversation regains range.

Courtesy returns to what it should be.

A choice.

Not a requirement.
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33. Work and Worth by Dibosto Dibosto

Work is often treated as evidence.
Of value.
Of discipline.

Of contribution.

Worth is more complicated.

We learn to link effort to identity.
To measure ourselves

by output.

By endurance.

By visible results.

Work becomes a language.
It explains our presence.

It justifies our place.

But work does not always reflect care.
It does not always indicate meaning.

It often reflects necessity.

Some work sustains life.

Some work sustains systems.

Some work sustains appearances.
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Worth is not evenly distributed across effort.
Some labour is praised.
Some isinvisible.

Some is assumed.

Work and worth drift apart
when recognition follows proximity to power

rather than contribution.

We internalize this drift.
We begin to evaluate ourselves

through external measurement.

Work becomes proof.

Rest becomes guilt.

Worth starts to depend on productivity.
On usefulness.

On being needed.

This creates fragility.
Because worth tied to work

disappears when work changes.

True worth is not removed by pause.
It does not diminish with transition.

It does not require constant demonstration.
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Work can express worth.

It should not define it.

When worth is stable,
work becomes healthier.
Effort becomes chosen.

Rest becomes possible.
Separating work from worth
does not reduce ambition.

It clarifies intention.

It allows work to be meaningful

without being existential.
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34. Names Lost to Labour by Dibosto Dibosto

Some names disappear through repetition.
Through routine.
Through being useful for too long

without being seen.

Labour consumes identity quietly.
It does not announce erasure.

It replaces recognition with function.

People become roles.
Hands.
Positions.

Outputs.

Names are shortened.
Then omitted.

Then forgotten.

Labour values reliability.
It rewards predictability.
It rarely pauses to ask

who is carrying the weight.

Names lost to labour

are not always taken.
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Often they are surrendered

incrementally.

People begin to introduce themselves
by what they do

instead of who they are.

Labour absorbs narrative.
It narrows description.

It simplifies complexity.

This efficiency benefits systems.

It does not benefit people.

When names are lost,
accountability thins.
Empathy reduces.

Replaceability increases.

Names restore humanity.
They slow interaction.

They require attention.

To name someone

is to acknowledge specificity.

To admit uniqueness.

119



POEMS | Token of Love Il: Appreciation Relmagined Dibosto Dibosto

Labour resists this.

It prefers interchangeability.

Remembering names
is an act of resistance.
It disrupts anonymity.

It reintroduces care.

When names return,
labour changes character.
It becomes relational.

Not just functional.

Names lost to labour

can be recovered.

Through attention.

Through listening.

Through refusal to reduce people

to output alone.
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35. The Look of Wealth by Dibosto Dibosto

Wealth is often recognized

before it is understood.

It has a look.
A posture.

A way of occupying space.

The look of wealth

does not always reflect abundance.
It reflects confidence.

Assumption.

Ease.

Wealth learns to move without asking.
It expects accommodation.

It anticipates agreement.

The look of wealth
can be quiet.
Understated.

Effortless.

It signals security

without explanation.
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This look influences interaction.
Doors open differently.
Patience increases.

Doubt softens.

The look of wealth
creates narrative.

It suggests competence.
Stability.

Deservedness.

But appearance is not structure.

And comfort is not always capital.

Some wealth is inherited.
Some is earned.

Some is performed.

The look of wealth
can hide fragility.
It can mask dependence.

It can distract from imbalance.

Those without the look
learn to compensate.
Through politeness.

Through excellence.
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Through restraint.

The look of wealth

is powerful because it is believed.

When examined,
it reveals conditioning.
Expectation.

Bias.

Wealth should not need to look like anything.
Its effects are structural,

not aesthetic.

Separating wealth from its appearance

allows fairness to re-enter conversation.

It returns attention
to access.
To distribution.

To consequence.

The look of wealth

is persuasive.

Understanding is stronger.
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36. Profit’s Blindness by Dibosto Dibosto

Profit does not look away intentionally.

It simply does not look at all.

It measures outcome.
It tracks movement.
It follows accumulation

without asking who adjusts to make it possible.

Profit’s blindness is efficient.
It removes complexity.
It simplifies consequence

into numbers that travel easily.

What cannot be counted
is often dismissed.
What cannot be scaled

is often ignored.

Profit rewards speed.
It favours repetition.
It prefers consistency

over care.

Blindness allows distance.

Distance allows comfort.
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Comfort allows continuation.

Profit does not feel loss.
It records it.
It does not witness exhaustion.

It calculates it.

This blindness is not cruelty.

It is design.

When profit guides decision alone,
attention narrows.
Language thins.

Responsibility disperses.

Impact becomes abstract.
People become data.

Time becomes resource.

Blindness persists

because it works.

It delivers results
without asking permission.
It produces growth

without reflection.
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But blindness carries cost.
It accumulates quietly.
It surfaces later

as imbalance.

Restoring sight to profit
requires interruption.
Language.

Values.

It requires asking
who absorbs the cost

when gain is celebrated.

Profit does not resist vision.

It simply does not include it

unless invited.
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37. Poverty by Design by Dibosto Dibosto

Poverty is often explained
as failure.
As lack.

As exception.

Design is rarely mentioned.

Structures produce outcomes.
Repeatedly.

Predictably.

Poverty by design
is not accidental.
It is sustained
through policy.
Through access.

Through silence.

Design determines
who waits longer.
Who pays more.

Who absorbs friction.

Poverty is managed,

not solved,
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when design benefits stability

over fairness.

Language disguises intent.
We speak of efficiency.
Of realism.

Of limited resources.

Design chooses allocation.
It decides proximity.
It defines who must travel further

for the same opportunity.

Poverty by design persists
because it is familiar.
It fits existing systems.

It does not disrupt flow.

Those affected are blamed
for outcomes they did not architect.
Resilience is praised

instead of equity.

Design reveals values.

Not intentions.

Not statements.
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When design changes,

outcomes change.
Poverty by design
ends when structure is questioned

and convenience loses authority.

Justice is not theoretical.

Itis built.
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38. Opportunity’s Shadow by Dibosto Dibosto

Opportunity is celebrated openly.

Its shadow is rarely discussed.

Opportunity casts a shadow
where access is uneven.
Where readiness is assumed.

Where starting points differ.

The presence of opportunity
does not guarantee reach.
It does not account for distance.

It does not adjust for load.

Opportunity’s shadow
falls longest on those
who must prepare twice

to arrive halfway.

We praise opportunity
for existing.
We rarely measure

who can approach it safely.

Shadow reveals context.

It shows where barriers remain
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even when doors appear open.

Opportunity without support
becomes spectacle.
Itinspires

without enabling.

Those who succeed are highlighted.
Those who cannot enter

remain unnamed.

Opportunity’s shadow
teaches restraint.
It teaches adaptation.

It teaches silence.

People learn not to expect
what appears available

but remains unreachable.
Opportunity should not require disguise.
It should not demand performance

before access.

When shadows shrink,

opportunity becomes honest.
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Until then,
attention must include

what remains obscured.
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39. Counting What Isn’t Seen by Dibosto Dibosto

Counting assumes visibility.
But much that matters

operates quietly.

We count output.
We count speed.

We count volume.

We rarely count strain.
We rarely count recovery.
We rarely count what was sacrificed

to make numbers look clean.

Counting what isn’t seen
requires different measures.
Attention instead of metrics.

Listening instead of tracking.

Invisible work sustains systems.
Care.
Maintenance.

Emotional labour.

These rarely appear on balance sheets.

They are assumed.
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They are absorbed.

Counting what isn’t seen
means noticing who adjusts.
Who compensates.

Who fills gaps without acknowledgment.

It means counting delay.
Fatigue.

Accumulated compromise.

What isn’t seen still costs.
It still shapes outcome.

It still determines longevity.

Systems collapse

when invisible work is exhausted.

Counting differently
changes priority.

It restores perspective.

What is unseen
is not negligible.
Itis foundational.

Until it is counted,
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it will continue to be taken.
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40. The First Exchange by Dibosto Dibosto

Every system begins

with an exchange.

Something is offered.
Something is received.

Something is assumed.

The first exchange
sets tone.
It establishes expectation.

It defines fairness.

Some exchanges are explicit.

Others are implied.

The first exchange teaches value.
What is rewarded.
What is tolerated.

What is ignored.

Itintroduces power quietly.
Who decides terms.
Who adapts.

Who waits.
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Once an exchange is accepted,

it becomes precedent.

Future interactions refer back

to what was allowed initially.

The first exchange
often goes unquestioned
because it feels small.

Because it feels reasonable.

But it carries direction.

It signals what will follow.

Revisiting the first exchange
requires courage.
It challenges comfort.

It questions legitimacy.

Not all first exchanges were fair.

Not all deserve continuation.

Understanding where exchange began

clarifies where imbalance entered.

Repair starts there.

Not at the outcome.
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At the agreement that shaped it.
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41. Instructions We Never Got by Dibosto Dibosto

Most of life operates

without manuals.

We are given examples.
We are given warnings.

We are rarely given instructions.

So we infer.
We imitate.

We adjust based on reaction.

The instructions we never got
are learned through consequence.
Through correction.

Through quiet embarrassment.

We discover expectations
after crossing them.
We learn limits

after reaching them.

These instructions are unevenly distributed.
Some receive guidance early.
Some receive correction late.

Some are left to assemble meaning
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from fragments.

We pretend the rules are universal.

They are not.

What is assumed obvious
often depends on proximity to knowledge.
To safety.

To margin for error.

The instructions we never got
become habits.
They settle into behaviour

without being named.

We pass them on indirectly.
Through tone.
Through reaction.

Through silence.

Sometimes we realize late
that we have been following rules

no one actually asked us to follow.

Recognizing missing instruction
is not failure.

It is awareness.
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It allows revision.

It restores choice.

Life does not require mastery.

It requires learning.

Often without directions.
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42. Hands and Currency by Dibosto Dibosto

Hands touch money

long before money touches meaning.

Currency moves through hands
that carry history.
That carry strain.

That carry care.

Some hands hold briefly.
Some hold tightly.

Some pass along without pause.

Hands and currency tell stories
about access.
About urgency.

About trust.

Money feels different
depending on whose hands hold it.
On how it was earned.

On what it must secure.

Hands remember effort.
They remember repetition.

They remember what it cost
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to hold on.

Currency forgets quickly.
[t moves on.

It does not carry context.

Hands are where consequence lives.
Where work is felt.

Where risk leaves marks.

When currency ignores hands,
distance grows.
When hands are considered,

policy changes.

Understanding value
requires watching the hands involved.
Who carries weight.

Who absorbs friction.

Money travels.

Hands remain.

143



POEMS | Token of Love Il: Appreciation Relmagined Dibosto Dibosto

43. How We Take by Dibosto Dibosto

Taking is rarely neutral.
It reveals entitlement.
Or care.

Or urgency.

How we take matters

as much as what we take.

Some take gently.
They notice impact.

They adjust.

Others take efficiently.
They minimize pause.

They prioritize speed.

Taking can be justified.
It can be necessary.

It can also be habitual.

We learn how to take
from those around us.
From systems that reward extraction

without consequence.
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How we take becomes visible
when resources thin.
When patience is tested.

When sharing becomes difficult.

Taking without awareness
creates imbalance.
Taking with care

maintains relationship.

Not all taking is wrong.
But unexamined taking

becomes assumption.

Learning how we take
requires reflection.

It asks who pays.
Who adapts.

Who is expected to absorb loss.

Taking responsibly
includes return.
Repair.

Acknowledgment.

Otherwise, it accumulates debt

that cannot be measured in numbers.
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44, How We Build by Dibosto Dibosto

Building begins with intention

and continues through compromise.

What we build reflects
what we prioritize.
What we ignore.

What we assume will hold.

Some structures favour speed.

Others Favor endurance.

How we build determines
who is included.
Who must adapt.

Who is asked to wait.

Building always involves selection.
Materials.
Processes.

Voices.

Exclusion often happens quietly.
Not through refusal,

but through design.
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How we build becomes evident
when stress arrives.
When demand increases.

When change is required.

Well built systems bend.
Poorly built ones resist

until they break.

Building is not finished
when construction ends.

Maintenance reveals intent.

What is repaired quickly
shows value.
What is delayed

reveals hierarchy.

How we build

is a record of care.

147



POEMS | Token of Love Il: Appreciation Relmagined Dibosto Dibosto

45. Survival as Education by Dibosto Dibosto

Survival teaches quickly.
It removes theory.

It clarifies necessity.

When survival becomes teacher,
efficiency replaces elegance.

Practicality replaces ideal.

Lessons are learned through outcome.
What works stays.

What fails is abandoned.

Survival as education
produces adaptability.
It sharpens awareness.

It trains resourcefulness.

It also limits imagination.
It narrows focus

to what is immediately useful.

Survival teaches restraint.
It teaches timing.
It teaches how to read signals

without explanation.
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But survival is not a complete curriculum.
It prepares for continuity,

not possibility.

What is learned in survival
needs expansion later.
Reflection.

Reinterpretation.
Otherwise, strategies become identities.
Protection becomes posture.

Alertness becomes fatigue.

Survival teaches how to endure.

Living teaches how to choose.

Both matter.

But they are not the same.
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46. Precision of Scarcity by Dibosto Dibosto

Scarcity sharpens attention.
It removes decoration.

It edits desire down to function.

When resources are limited,
precision becomes necessary.
Choices tighten.

Waste becomes visible.

Scarcity teaches calculation.
Not always in numbers,

butin instinct.

You learn what can wait.
What cannot.
What must be protected

at all costs.

Precision under scarcity is not elegance.
It is survival refined.
Every action carries consequence.

Every decision leaves a trace.

Scarcity reduces margin for error.

It compresses time.
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It narrows tolerance.

In this environment,
precision replaces preference.

Efficiency replaces exploration.

Scarcity teaches prioritization
without discussion.

The body decides before philosophy arrives.

This precision can produce skill.

It can also produce rigidity.

When scarcity lasts too long,
precision becomes habit.
Flexibility weakens.

Risk feels irresponsible.

Even when abundance appears later,
the precision remains.
Choices stay narrow.

Imagination hesitates.

Scarcity trains memory.

It teaches you not to forget

what it felt like to lack.
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Precision learned here
can be powerful

when paired with choice.

Without that pairing,
it continues to operate

long after necessity has passed.
Understanding the precision of scarcity
allows it to be used intentionally

rather than unconsciously.

It becomes a tool,

not arule.
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47. Wealth in Motion by Dibosto Dibosto

Wealth is rarely still.
It moves through systems,
through relationships,

through time.

In motion, wealth reveals preference.
What it avoids.
What it accelerates.

What it leaves untouched.

Wealth in motion follows ease.
It flows toward familiarity.

It settles where friction is low.

Movement creates opportunity.

It also creates distance.

As wealth moves,
it reshapes environments.
Access expands in some places

and contracts in others.

Wealth does not travel alone.
It carries influence.

It alters expectation.
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It changes what feels possible.

When wealth moves quickly,
consequence lags.
Impact arrives later,

often elsewhere.

Wealth in motion can generate growth.

It can also magnify imbalance.

Speed matters.

Direction matters more.

When wealth circulates thoughtfully,
it supports continuity.
When it accumulates excessively,

it restricts flow.

Motion without intention
creates turbulence.
Stability without movement

creates stagnation.

Healthy systems require circulation.

Return.

Redistribution.

154



POEMS | Token of Love Il: Appreciation Relmagined Dibosto Dibosto

Watching how wealth moves
reveals what a system values.
What it protects.

What it overlooks.

Wealth in motion is not neutral.
It expresses choice

even when framed as inevitability.
Understanding its movement
restores agency.

It allows redirection.

Wealth does not need to stop moving.

It needs to move with awareness.
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48. Loss as Form by Dibosto Dibosto

Loss is often treated as absence.
As subtraction.

As what remains after something leaves.

But loss has shape.
It occupies space.

It reorganizes attention.

Loss as form
changes how rooms feel.
How time stretches.

How silence behaves.

It does not erase what existed.

It reframes it.

Loss teaches boundary.
It defines where something once lived

and no longer does.

This outline remains.
It influences movement.
It alters habit.

Loss is not always dramatic.
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Sometimes it arrives quietly.
Through gradual distance.

Through fading presence.

Loss as form can be carried.
It becomes part of posture.

Part of rhythm.

It teaches restraint.
It slows reach.

It recalibrates expectation.

Loss does not ask to be fixed.

It asks to be recognized.

When ignored,
it hardens.
When acknowledged,

itintegrates.

Loss as form does not diminish capacity.

It redirects it.

It creates space

for memory to settle.

For meaning to adjust.
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What is lost
does not disappear entirely.

It changes role.
Understanding loss as form
allows grief to move

without erasure.

It becomes part of structure,

not a rupture.
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49. Desire on Stage by Dibosto Dibosto

Desire behaves differently

when watched.

It performs.
It exaggerates.

It adapts to expectation.

On stage, desire seeks response.
It wants validation.

It measures itself through reaction.

Desire on stage learns timing.
It waits for cues.

It adjusts delivery.

What might have been quiet
becomes expressive.
What might have been private

becomes demonstration.

This does not make desire false.

It makes it influenced.

Audience changes expression.

Lighting changes emphasis.
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Desire on stage can inspire.
It can energize.

It can create shared momentum.

It can also distort intention.

It can prioritize effect over truth.

When desire is constantly performed,
it loses contact with origin.
It begins to chase reaction

instead of meaning.

Stepping off stage
requires courage.
It removes applause.

It removes feedback.

Off stage, desire listens again.
It notices what remains

without witnesses.

Understanding desire on stage
allows choice.

When to share.

When to hold.

When to redirect.
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Desire does not require audience

to be real.

Sometimes it needs privacy

to mature.
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50. Thank You for What Matters by Dibosto Dibosto

Some truths arrive gently25

and remain.

They do not demand attention.

They wait for readiness.

What matters is not a declaration.
Itis a filter.

A way of seeing.

It teaches priority without force.

It clarifies without accusation.

What matters returns us to scale.
It reminds us that outcome fades

and character endures.

That recognition is temporary

and integrity compounds.

What matters shifts focus

from accumulation to alignment.

From speed to substance.
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It asks not what you achieved,
but how you carried yourself

while trying.

What matters reorders memory.
It keeps moments of care.

It releases moments of display.

It values consistency over intensity.

Effort over applause.

This way of seeing does not simplify life.

It sharpens it.

It reveals where energy should go.

Where attention belongs.
What matters is learned slowly.
Often through misstep.

Often through correction.

It does not punish error.

It contextualizes it.

It does not promise comfort.

It offers orientation.
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To be reminded of what matters
is to be given permission

to live deliberately.

To choose honesty
over convenience.
Care over control.

Meaning over momentum.

For this clarity,
for this steady compass,
for the courage to say

that life is measured differently,

thank you

for what matters.
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51. Safety and Want by Dibosto Dibosto

Safety and want often speak at the same time.
One asks for assurance.

The other asks for movement.

Safety prefers predictability.
It values familiarity.

It lowers risk by narrowing choice.

Want leans toward possibility.
It stretches attention forward.

It tolerates uncertainty for the promise of change.

These two are not opposites.

They are companions negotiating space.

When safety dominates,
want learns patience.
It waits quietly.

It learns to phrase itself carefully.

When want dominates,
safety tightens.
It introduces caution.

It reminds the body of consequence.
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Healthy movement requires both.
Too much safety stagnates.

Too much want destabilizes.

We often mistake safety for peace
and want for disruption.
In truth, peace requires motion,

and disruption often signals growth.

Safety and want negotiate through timing.
When to hold.
When to reach.

When to pause.

They learn from experience.
From outcomes that reinforce trust

or introduce restraint.

Listening to both
creates balance.
Ignoring either

creates tension.

Safety does not need to silence want.

Want does not need to override safety.

Together, they shape intention.
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They teach discernment.

When aligned,

they allow progress that feels grounded.

Movement that does not abandon care.
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52. When Ego Undresses by Dibosto Dibosto

Ego is careful about presentation.
It layers protection.

It manages exposure.

When ego undresses,
defences loosen.
Posture changes.

Language softens.

This is not collapse.

Itis release.

Ego undresses when trust appears.
When control is no longer necessary.

When outcome does not threaten identity.

In this state,
listening deepens.
Correction feels possible.

Curiosity replaces certainty.

Ego undressed

does not disappear.

It repositions.
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It no longer needs to dominate conversation.
It allows space for other perspectives

without feeling diminished.

This exposure carries risk.
Misinterpretation.
Misuse.

Discomfort.

But it also carries freedom.
The relief of not performing strength.

The ease of responding honestly.

When ego undresses,
learning accelerates.
Connection deepens.

Repair becomes possible.

Clothing can be put back on.

Boundaries remain.

Undressing is not abandonment.

Itis choice.

Knowing when ego can safely undress
is a skill.

It requires discernment.
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It requires self trust.

In those moments,

what emerges is not weakness

but clarity.
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53. The Many Shapes of Men by Dibosto Dibosto

Men are often described as singular.

As if one shape could contain experience.

In truth,
men arrive in variation.
In contradiction.

In change.

Some are loud.
Some are restrained.
Some carry tenderness quietly.

Some learn it late.

Expectations compress these shapes.
They reward predictability.

They discourage deviation.

The many shapes of men
include hesitation.
Include care.

Include vulnerability that does not announce itself.

Strength expresses itself differently.
Through presence.

Through restraint.
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Through endurance.

Men adapt to context.
They learn what is acceptable.

They learn what must be hidden.

This adaptation is not dishonesty.

Itis survival.

Allowing many shapes
creates room for authenticity.

It reduces pressure to perform.

Men are not fixed.
They are responsive.

They change with permission.

When variation is allowed,
expression widens.

Connection improves.

The many shapes of men
deserve recognition

without ranking.

Difference does not require correction.

It requires understanding.
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54. Rethinking Strength by Dibosto Dibosto

Strength is often defined by resistance.
By the ability to endure

without visible effect.

But endurance alone
does not define strength.

It defines capacity.

Rethinking strength involves sensitivity.
The ability to respond accurately

to changing conditions.

Strength includes adaptation.
Adjustment.

The willingness to revise approach.

Rigid strength breaks under pressure.

Flexible strength redistributes force.

Strength shows up in listening.
In restraint.
In choosing not to escalate.

It appears in repair.
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In accountability.

In staying engaged when leaving is easier.

Rethinking strength removes spectacle.
It reduces performance.

It values consistency.

Strength does not require hardness.

It requires alignment.

When strength is redefined,
care is no longer weakness.

Rest is no longer failure.

Strength becomes sustainable.
It supports growth.

It allows continuity.

This version of strength

does not seek admiration.

It seeks effectiveness.
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55. Touch and Myth by Dibosto Dibosto

Touch is surrounded by story.
Expectation.

Interpretation.

Myth teaches what touch should mean.
What it promises.

What it threatens.

But touch itself is immediate.

[t communicates without narrative.

Myth complicates touch
by assigning outcome.

By projecting intention.

Touch can comfort without commitment.
It can reassure without claim.
It can exist briefly

without lasting implication.

When myth dominates,
touch becomes loaded.

It carries assumption before consent.

Understanding touch requires presence.
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Attention to response.

Respect for boundary.

Myth often ignores context.

Touch does not.

Touch adapts.
It listens.

It withdraws when needed.

Separating touch from myth
restores agency.

It allows clarity.

Touch becomes communication again,

not symbol.
When touch is freed from myth,
it regains honesty.

It becomes precise.

It teaches connection

without distortion.
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56. History in the Body by Dibosto Dibosto

History does not live only in books.
It settles into posture.
Into reflex.

Into what feels familiar before it is understood.

The body remembers patterns
that language arrives too late to explain.
It learns caution through repetition.

It learns confidence through outcome.

History in the body shows itself
in how quickly someone trusts.
In how long someone waits

before relaxing into a room.

Some movements are inherited.
Some are learned.

Some are responses to things
that no longer exist

yet still influence reaction.

The body keeps record
without narration.
It stores experience as sensation.

As instinct.
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History becomes visible
when reaction feels disproportionate

to the present moment.

This is not weakness.

It is memory without words.

Understanding history in the body
requires patience.
It asks for gentleness.

It asks for listening beyond explanation.

Healing does not erase history.

It renegotiates relationship with it.

The body does not need to forget.

It needs permission to respond differently.
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57. The Risk of Openness by Dibosto Dibosto

Openness introduces uncertainty.
It removes armour.

It exposes intention before outcome is known.

The risk of openness

is not rejection alone.

It is misinterpretation.
It is being seen partially

and judged completely.

Openness slows control.
It invites response.

It waits.

To be open is to accept influence.
To allow another presence

to shape the moment.

This risk is real.

It has consequence.

Yet without openness,

connection remains theoretical.

Understanding stays distant.
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Openness requires discernment.
Not every space is safe.

Not every listener is attentive.

Choosing openness
is choosing timing.
Choosing context.

Choosing readiness.

When openness is met with care,
trust expands.
Language becomes precise.

Silence becomes shared.

The risk remains.

But so does the possibility.

180



POEMS | Token of Love Il: Appreciation Relmagined Dibosto Dibosto

58. Desire and Truth by Dibosto Dibosto

Desire often arrives disguised.
It presents itself as certainty.
As urgency.

As clarity.

Truth moves slower.
It requires listening.

It tolerates ambiguity.

Desire wants direction.

Truth wants accuracy.

When desire outruns truth,
misalignment follows.
When truth suppresses desire,

energy dissipates.

Bringing desire and truth together
requires restraint.
It asks desire to wait.

It asks truth to speak plainly.

Desire becomes more honest
when it is examined.

Truth becomes more useful
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when it acknowledges feeling.

Neither should dominate.

Both inform decision.

Desire reveals what pulls attention.

Truth reveals what will last.

When aligned,
action feels grounded.

Movement feels deliberate.

Separating desire from truth
creates confusion.
Integrating them

creates intention.
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59. The Gift We Keep Misreading by Dibosto Dibosto

We asked for something

and life answered.

But not in the language we rehearsed.

It arrived wrapped in the wrong colour,
on the wrong day,
through the wrong person,

at a moment when our hands were already full.

So we argued with the wrapping.

We shook it,

turned it over,

questioned the sender,

compared it to other people’s boxes,
complained about the ribbon,

the size,

the timing.

We asked why it didn’t look

like the picture we carried in our heads.

And while we were busy rejecting the paper,

the gift waited.
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Quiet.

Unopened.

There are things we asked life for

that arrived disguised as inconvenience.

Growth came as discomfort.
Love came as interruption.
Strength came as exhaustion.
Clarity came as loss.

Patience came as delay.

We wanted answers.

We received questions.

We wanted arrival.

We were given process.

We wanted certainty.

We were handed weather.

Not sunshine —

weather.

Full weather.
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Rain that teaches the soil to loosen.
Heat that tests what can remain standing.
Wind that removes what was never anchored.

Cold that insists on closeness.

But we learned to call anything that hurts

a mistake.

We learned to call anything that slows us

failure.

We learned to call anything that arrives differently

an insult.

So we missed what was being offered
while demanding it be reissued

in more comfortable packaging.

Some gifts are not meant to impress.

They are meant to change you.

They do not sparkle.
They bruise gently.

They rearrange furniture inside you.

They arrive without instructions,

because instruction would interfere
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with discovery.
The tragedy is not that life withholds.
It is that we refuse to open

what doesn’t flatter our expectations.

We spend years arguing with the paper,

then complain we were never given anything.
Meanwhile,
the gift remains exactly where it was placed:

at the centre of the moment we wanted to escape.

Still waiting.
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60. Growth and Ground by Dibosto Dibosto

Growth without ground

becomes unstable.

It expands quickly
without support.
It reaches upward

without anchoring.

Ground provides resistance.
It offers feedback.

It limits collapse.

Growth and ground
must develop together.
Expansion requires stability.

Stability requires adaptation.

Ground is built through routine.
Through consistency.

Through maintenance.

Growth introduces change.

It challenges comfort.

It stretches structure.
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When growth outpaces ground,
fatigue follows.
When ground resists growth,

stagnation settles.

Healthy systems adjust both.
They strengthen foundation

while allowing expansion.

Growth grounded in care
endures.
It integrates change

without fracture.

Ground without growth
preserves.
Growth without ground

risks loss.

Together,

they create continuity.
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61. Speed and Care by Dibosto Dibosto

Speed arrives with promise.
It offers efficiency.

It suggests progress without delay.

Care moves differently.
It checks alignment.
It notices consequence.

It waits when necessary.

Speed values outcome.

Care values process.

When speed leads alone,
details blur.
Assumptions multiply.

Correction arrives later.

Care slows movement just enough
to remain accurate.
It reduces rework.

It prevents quiet damage.

Speed and care are not enemies.

They negotiate rhythm.
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Speed asks what is possible now.

Care asks what will endure.

Together, they shape sustainable motion.

Apart, they distort intention.

Care tempers urgency.

Speed prevents stagnation.

When aligned,

movement feels deliberate.

Progress feels humane.
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62. Integrity at Scale by Dibosto Dibosto

Integrity is easy to maintain

when stakes are small.

At scale,
pressure changes behaviour.

Distance introduces abstraction.

Integrity at scale
requires systems to remember values

when attention drifts.

It asks consistency
across context.
Across volume.

Across visibility.

Scale multiplies consequence.
Small compromises spread quickly.

Quiet exceptions become precedent.

Integrity at scale
depends on design.
On accountability.

On feedback that reaches decision makers.
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Intent alone is insufficient.

Structure must support alignment.

When integrity scales,
trust expands.
Participation increases.

Repair becomes possible.

Without it,

growth erodes credibility.

Integrity at scale

is not perfection.

It is responsiveness.

The willingness to adjust

when impact is revealed.
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63. Ownership Stories by Dibosto Dibosto

Ownership is rarely neutral.
It comes with story.
With origin.

With justification.

Ownership stories explain entitlement.
They legitimize control.

They define access.

Some stories emphasize effort.
Some emphasize inheritance.

Some emphasize necessity.

What is owned shapes behaviour.

What is believed shapes permission.

Ownership stories can unite.

They can also exclude.

They determine who belongs.
Who decides.

Who must ask.

Questioning ownership

feels disruptive
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because stories hold identity.

Yet revisiting these stories
reveals assumption.

It clarifies fairness.

Ownership is not only possession.
Itis responsibility.

Itis stewardship.

When stories change,
relationships adjust.

Access recalibrates.

Ownership stories deserve examination

not to erase effort,

but to include consequence.
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64. Defending What We Claim by Dibosto Dibosto

Claim creates attachment.

Attachment invites defence.

We defend what we identify with.
What validates effort.

What confirms belonging.

defence can protect.

It can also harden.

When claims are threatened,
reaction accelerates.
Listening narrows.

Position replaces curiosity.

Defending what we claim
often feels personal

even when stakes are shared.

defence reveals fear.
Fear of loss.
Fear of exposure.

Fear of irrelevance.

Not all claims require defence.
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Some require revision.

Some require sharing.

Defending reflexively
limits growth.
Defending selectively

preserves integrity.
Knowing when to defend
and when to release

is discernment.

Claim does not equal permanence.

Defence should not prevent adjustment.
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65. Markets and Feeling by Dibosto Dibosto

Markets speak in numbers.

Feeling speaks in response.

Markets assume rationality.

Feeling reflects lived experience.

When markets ignore feeling,
misalignment grows.
Trust erodes.

Participation thins.

Feeling informs behaviour.
It signals safety.
It signals fatigue.

It signals readiness.

Markets that attend to feeling
become responsive.
Markets that dismiss it

become brittle.

Emotion is not error.

It is data with context.

Markets and feeling intersect
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where choice is made.
Where value is interpreted.

Where consequence is felt.
Including feeling
does not weaken markets.

It humanizes them.

When systems listen,

people engage more fully.
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66. Memory as Value by Dibosto Dibosto

Value is often priced.

Memory is rarely counted.

Yet memory shapes preference.
It guides trust.

It determines what feels worth returning to.

Memory as value accumulates slowly.
Through consistency.
Through attention that does not waver

when convenience suggests otherwise.

We remember how things felt
long after we forget what they cost.
We remember how we were treated

long after transactions close.

Memory assigns value retroactively.
It reorders importance.

It highlights what endured.

Some exchanges are fair in the moment
and expensive in memory.
Others feel costly early

and generous later.
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Memory as value resists simplification.
It holds nuance.
It recalls tone.

It keeps record of effort.

This kind of value compounds quietly.
It does not spike.

It does not crash.

It influences return.
It shapes loyalty.

It informs choice.

When memory is honoured,
value deepens beyond numbers.
When memory is ignored,

value thins.

Memory as value

is long term thinking

without spreadsheet.
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67. Emotional Accounting by Dibosto Dibosto

Every interaction carries balance.
Something is given.

Something is received.

Emotional accounting happens constantly.

Often without awareness.

We track effort.
We notice imbalance.
We remember who adjusted

and who did not.

This accounting is not transactional.

Itis relational.

It tallies presence.
Listening.

Repair.

When emotional accounts run negative,
fatigue appears.

Resentment grows quietly.

When accounts are balanced,

effort feels lighter.
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Care feels mutual.

Emotional accounting becomes visible
when generosity is expected

instead of appreciated.

Ignoring this accounting
does not erase it.

It defers consequence.

Healthy relationships acknowledge balance
without obsession.

They repair without tallying publicly.

Awareness prevents rupture.

Attention restores equity.

Emotional accounting

is not about keeping score.

It is about maintaining trust.
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68. When Systems Tire by Dibosto Dibosto

Systems do not collapse suddenly.

They tire.

Fatigue appears as delay.
As rigidity.

As resistance to feedback.

When systems tire,
maintenance is postponed.

Repair becomes inconvenient.

Language shifts.
Responsibility diffuses.

Problems are reframed as anomalies.

Tired systems repeat themselves.
They rely on precedent.

They avoid reflection.

Efficiency replaces curiosity.

Stability replaces relevance.

The signs are subtle.
Increased friction.

Decreased responsiveness.
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Rising dissatisfaction.

Systems tire when care is outsourced.
When listening is optional.

When adjustment feels threatening.

Recovery requires attention.
Not replacement.

Not denial.

Restoring vitality
means reintroducing feedback.
Revaluing maintenance.

Allowing revision.

Systems tire because they are human made.

They recover the same way.

204



POEMS | Token of Love Il: Appreciation Relmagined Dibosto Dibosto

69. Tools and Us by Dibosto Dibosto

Tools extend intention.
They amplify capacity.

They shorten distance.

But tools also shape behaviour.
They influence pace.

They alter expectation.

We adapt to tools

as much as tools adapt to us.

When tools prioritize speed,
attention thins.
When tools prioritize convenience,

choice narrows.

Tools and us exist in relationship.
Design influences outcome.

Usage reveals values.

Tools are not neutral.
They encode assumption.
They reflect priorities.

Understanding tools
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requires noticing dependency.
Where skill has shifted.

Where judgment has softened.

Tools should support agency,

not replace it.

When used with intention,
tools enhance capability.
When used without reflection,

they manage behaviour.

The question is not whether to use tools,

but how consciously.
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70. Love and Code by Dibosto Dibosto

Code organizes logic.

Love responds to context.

Code values precision.

Love values presence.

When code governs interaction,
efficiency increases.

Ambiguity decreases.

But love resists full instruction.
It adapts.
It responds.

It listens.

Love and code intersect
when systems meet people.

When automation meets care.

Rules create consistency.

Love introduces discretion.

Without love,
code becomes rigid.

Without code,
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love becomes chaotic.

Healthy systems integrate both.
They allow structure

without erasing nuance.
Love cannot be programmed.
But systems can be designed

to allow it.

When code leaves room for care,

humanity remains visible.
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71. Automation’s Cost by Dibosto Dibosto

Automation promises relief.
It removes repetition.
It accelerates outcome.

It reduces visible strain.

But every removal has consequence.
Every shortcut alters attention.

Every acceleration leaves something behind.

Automation’s cost is rarely immediate.
It appears gradually.

As skill fades.

As judgment dulls.

As responsibility relocates.

When machines decide quickly,
humans decide less often.
Choice becomes confirmation.

Oversight becomes assumption.

Automation absorbs labour
and redistributes risk.
Errors scale faster.

Distance grows between action and impact.
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The cost is not efficiency.

It is detachment.

When systems automate care,
care thins.
When systems automate judgment,

judgment narrows.

Automation should serve intention.

Not replace it.

Used thoughtfully,
it frees attention for complexity.
Used blindly,

it erases accountability.

Automation’s cost

is paid in awareness.

Recovered through reflection.

210



POEMS | Token of Love Il: Appreciation Relmagined Dibosto Dibosto

72. Forgetting the Human by Dibosto Dibosto

Forgetting rarely happens suddenly.

It fades through convenience.

The human is forgotten
when context is removed.
When speed replaces listening.

When averages replace stories.

Forgetting the human
begins with abstraction.
People become categories.

Experiences become data.

This forgetting feels efficient.
It simplifies decision.

It reduces friction.

But something essential is lost.
Nuance.
Dignity.

Care that cannot be standardized.

When the human is forgotten,
mistakes feel distant.

Impact feels theoretical.
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Restoring the human
requires slowing down.
Reintroducing story.

Allowing complexity to interrupt flow.

The human does not resist progress.

It asks to be included.
Forgetting the human
is not cruelty.

It is neglect.

Remembering requires effort.

And intention.

212



POEMS | Token of Love Il: Appreciation Relmagined Dibosto Dibosto

73. Data Without Story by Dibosto Dibosto

Data arrives clean.
Ordered.

Silent.

It reports what happened
without explaining why.
It shows patterns

without context.

Data without story
feels authoritative.
It demands trust

without relationship.

Numbers persuade quickly.
They appear objective.

They resist argument.

But data alone
cannot describe experience.
It cannot capture hesitation.

It cannot explain consequence.

Story gives data meaning.

It locates numbersin lives.
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It reveals impact.

Without story,
data simplifies reality.
It removes texture.

It hides trade-offs.

Story without data can drift.

Data without story can mislead.

Together,

they create understanding.

Data without story

should invite questions.

Not conclusions.
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74. Meaning in Numbers by Dibosto Dibosto

Numbers are not empty.

They carry intention.

Meaning enters numbers
through selection.
Through framing.

Through interpretation.

What is counted matters.

What is ignored matters more.

Numbers can illuminate.
They can also obscure.

They depend on question.

Meaning in numbers
requires humility.
An awareness of limit.

A respect for what resists measurement.

Numbers feel precise.

Meaning remains contextual.

When numbers are treated as truth,

they replace judgment.

215



POEMS | Token of Love Il: Appreciation Relmagined Dibosto Dibosto

When treated as tools,

they supportit.

Meaning in numbers
emerges through dialogue.

Between evidence and experience.
Without this dialogue,
numbers become authority.

Authority becomes distance.

Numbers should inform care,

not replace it.
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75. The Suit Still Hangs by Dibosto Dibosto

The suit does not speak.

It waits.

It hangs where it was placed,
unmoved by explanation,

untouched by justification.

The suit remembers everything.
Not through fabric,

but through presence.

It occupies space
without doing anything.

And that is its power.

The suit turns the ordinary into weight.
Daily movement becomes reminder.

Routine becomes confrontation.

Nothing dramatic happens.

And everything does.

The suit demands attention
without raising its voice.

It insists on acknowledgment
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through endurance.

It is not accusation.

Itis evidence.

The suit does not punish.

It exposes.

It transforms absence into company.

It converts silence into pressure.

Living continues around it.

But never unaffected.

The suit still hangs

because truth does not dissolve
when ignored.

It waits for recognition.

Not apology.

Not repair.

Just honesty.
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76. The Headlight Rule by Dibosto Dibosto

At night,

the road never shows you the whole journey.

It offers a small, obedient circle of light

and asks if that is enough.

Not enough to reassure.

Not enough to plan.

Just enough to move.

You don’t see the destination.

You don’t see the danger beyond the bend.

You don’t see the weather waiting further ahead.

You see only what the headlights allow.

A few metres.

A few seconds.

A quiet invitation to trust motion.

And still, you drive.

You do not stop the car

to demand the road reveal itself.
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You do not argue with the darkness

about fairness.

You do not ask the night

for guarantees.

You trust that movement

will keep negotiating visibility.

Life is exactly this.

But we pretend it should be different.

We demand the full map

before we begin.

We ask for certainty

before courage.

We want proof

before presence.

We want the end explained

before the step is taken.

And when life offers only

the next few metres,
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we accuse it of withholding.

But no one has ever driven a thousand kilometres

by seeing the entire distance at once.

They arrive

because they trusted the discipline of forward motion.

Because they accepted
that clarity is not a gift given upfront,

but a reward for staying with the road.

We confuse faith with blindness.
But faith is not believing nothing will happen.
Faith is moving despite knowing

something will.

Every life journey

is a night drive.

Your headlights are intuition,

breath,

attention,

the quiet sense of what feels right enough

to continue.

They do notilluminate certainty.
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They illuminate honesty.

Enough honesty to stay awake.
Enough honesty to slow down.
Enough honesty to stop when needed.
Enough honesty to continue

without pretending you see more than you do.

Those who demand daylight
before beginning

never leave the driveway.

Those who trust the headlights
discover that the road has been waiting
for their arrival

all along.

Not revealed.
But ready.
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77. Choosing Humanity by Dibosto Dibosto

Humanity is not automatic.

Itis chosen.

It is chosen in moments
where efficiency would suffice

but care asks for more.

Choosing humanity
means slowing response.
It means considering impact

before outcome.

Humanity requires presence.
It asks for listening

without preparing reply.

It shows itself in restraint.
In patience.
In allowing complexity

to remain unresolved.

Choosing humanity

does not reject structure.

It softens it.
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It places people
before process

when consequence matters.

This choice repeats daily.
In tone.
In timing.

In attention.

Humanity does not announce itself.

Itis felt.
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78. The Right to Incomplete by Dibosto Dibosto

Completion is often demanded.
Answers expected.

Positions fixed.

But incompleteness has value.
It keeps curiosity alive.

It allows revision.

The right to incomplete
protects growth.

It resists premature certainty.

Not everything must resolve.

Not everything must conclude.

Incomplete understanding
invites dialogue.

It leaves space for learning.

This right allows pause
without penalty.

Reflection without justification.

Incompleteness is not avoidance.

Itis honesty
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about where attention stands.

When the right to incomplete is honoured,

people evolve

without erasure.
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79. Healing Reimagined by Dibosto Dibosto

Healing is often framed as repair.
A return to before.

A restoration of function.

But healing is adaptation.
It integrates change.

It revises expectation.

Reimagined healing
does not erase history.

It renegotiates relationship with it.

Healing allows scars to remain

without controlling movement.

It values capacity

over perfection.
Healing is gradual.
Nonlinear.

Personal.

It does not promise comfort.

It offers range.

227



POEMS | Token of Love Il: Appreciation Relmagined Dibosto Dibosto

When healing is reimagined,
progress becomes sustainable.

Care becomes continuous.
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80. Friction and Integrity by Dibosto Dibosto

Friction reveals alignment.

It exposes where values meet reality.

Without friction,

integrity remains theoretical.

Friction tests consistency.
It asks whether principles hold

under pressure.

Integrity is not absence of conflict.

Itis response to it.

When friction is avoided,
misalignment persists.
When engaged thoughtfully,

clarity emerges.

Friction sharpens intention.
It refines practice.

It demands adjustment.

Integrity survives friction
through honesty.

Through accountability.
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Through willingness to revise.
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81. Evolution with Restraint by Dibosto Dibosto

Evolution is often imagined as acceleration.
More reach.
More capacity.

More impact.

Restraint rarely gets credit.

Yet restraint determines direction.

Evolution with restraint
asks what should not change.
What must remain intact

while everything else adjusts.

Restraint introduces judgment.
It filters possibility.

It protects against excess.

Without restraint,
evolution becomes expansion without care.
Power without context.

Change without memory.

Restraint is not resistance.

Itis calibration.
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It notices limits
before they become failures.
It listens to feedback

before it becomes consequence.

Evolution with restraint
values continuity over novelty.
It allows growth

that can be maintained.

When restraint guides evolution,
progress becomes deliberate.
Capacity increases

without eroding trust.
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82. What Memory Anchors by Dibosto Dibosto

Memory does more than recall.

It stabilizes.

It anchors attention
when change accelerates.
It holds reference

when direction feels uncertain.

What memory anchors
is not detail.
It anchors feeling.

It anchors meaning.

In motion,

memory prevents drift.
It reminds us

why something mattered

before outcome replaced intention.

Memory anchors responsibility.
It keeps promises visible.

It preserves consequence.

Without memory,

experience fragments.
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Lessons dissolve.

Mistakes repeat easily.

Anchoring does not mean clinging.

It means orientation.

Memory allows movement
without forgetting origin.
It enables progress

that remains accountable.

What memory anchors

keeps us recognizable

to ourselves.
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83. Care for Tomorrow by Dibosto Dibosto

Tomorrow is shaped

by what is maintained today.

Care for tomorrow
is not prediction.

Itis preparation.

It shows up in maintenance.
In repair done early.
In attention paid

before urgency arrives.

Caring for tomorrow
means resisting shortcuts

that borrow against future capacity.

It asks what will endure

beyond immediate success.

Care for tomorrow
includes rest.
It preserves energy.

It prevents collapse.

It values sustainability
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over spectacle.

This care is often invisible.
It does not announce itself.

It works quietly.

Tomorrow responds

to what is practiced consistently,

not what is promised loudly.
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84. Working With Machines by Dibosto Dibosto

Machines excel at repetition.
At speed.

At precision.

Working with machines

requires clarity of role.

When machines execute,
humans interpret.
When machines calculate,

humans judge.

Confusion arises

when responsibility blurs.

Machines extend capacity.

They do not define intention.

Working well with machines
means preserving oversight.
Maintaining accountability.

Retaining the right to intervene.

Delegation without reflection

creates distance.
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Reflection restores agency.

Machines should reduce burden,

not remove ownership.

Working with machines

works best

when humanity remains decisive.
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85. Thinking as Act by Dibosto Dibosto

Thinking is often treated
as preparation.
As delay.

As something that precedes action.

But thinking is action.
It shapes response.

It directs behaviour.

Thought influences timing.
It chooses emphasis.

It frames outcome.

Thinking as act
requires responsibility.
It acknowledges impact

before movement begins.

Careful thought
prevents unnecessary damage.
It reduces reaction.

It refines choice.

Thinking is not passive

when it leads to alignment.
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When thinking is avoided,
action becomes impulsive.
When thinking is honoured,

action becomes precise.

Thinking as act

restores intention

to movement.
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86. Becoming with Intention by Dibosto Dibosto

Becoming happens whether noticed or not.
Time moves.
Experience accumulates.

Habits form.

Intention introduces choice

into this movement.

Becoming with intention
asks where attention is going

before momentum decides.

It slows reaction
just enough to redirect.
It replaces drift

with direction.

Intention does not control outcome.

It clarifies effort.

It asks what is being practiced repeatedly.
What is being reinforced quietly.
What is being tolerated without question.

Becoming with intention
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means choosing alignment

over convenience.

It does not demand certainty.

It requires awareness.

Small adjustments matter.
They compound.

They reshape trajectory.

Intention transforms becoming

from accident

into authorship.
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87. Still Becoming by Dibosto Dibosto

There is a belief
that becoming ends

once form stabilizes.

But becoming continues.
Quietly.

Persistently.

Still becoming
means remaining receptive.
Allowing revision

without shame.

It accepts that identity is not fixed.
That understanding deepens.

That perspective shifts.

Still becoming
requires humility.
The willingness to update belief

without erasing history.

It allows learning

without self betrayal.

243



POEMS | Token of Love Il: Appreciation Relmagined Dibosto Dibosto

Becoming does not imply deficiency.

It implies life.

Still becoming
keeps curiosity alive.

It resists stagnation.

It recognizes that growth
does not always look forward.
Sometimes it looks inward.

Sometimes it looks back.

Still becoming

is permission to evolve

without deadline.
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88. The Scale of Loss by Dibosto Dibosto

Loss is often measured
by magnitude.
By visibility.

By impact.

But scale is subjective.

Some losses are small
and rearrange everything.
Some are large

and integrate quietly.

The scale of loss
is determined by meaning,

not size.

Loss alters proportion.
It shifts attention.

It recalibrates value.

What once felt essential
becomes optional.
What once felt distant

moves closer.
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Loss teaches prioritization

without instruction.

It reminds us

that not everything carries equal weight.

The scale of loss
cannot be standardized.

It resists comparison.

Understanding loss

requires listening to effect,

not spectacle.
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89. Practicing Legacy by Dibosto Dibosto

Legacy is often discussed
as outcome.

As memory left behind.

Practicing legacy

happens daily.

It appears in choices made
without audience.
In consistency maintained

without recognition.

Legacy is not inherited by intention alone.

It is shaped through behaviour.

Practicing legacy
means considering impact

beyond immediate presence.

It asks what remains

after interaction ends.

Legacy is practiced
when care extends

past convenience.
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Itis practiced

when honesty survives pressure.
What is practiced
becomes pattern.

Pattern becomes memory.

Legacy is not future focused.

Itis present disciplined.
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90. How Wealth Learns by Dibosto Dibosto

Wealth adapts to environment.
It observes behaviour.

It responds to incentive.

How wealth learns

depends on feedback.

When rewarded without consequence,
it concentrates.
When challenged constructively,

it redistributes.

Wealth learns habits.
It repeats what works.

It avoids friction.

If left unexamined,

wealth learns entitlement.

Learning changes
when accountability appears.
When transparency increases.

When participation broadens.

Wealth learns from culture.
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From regulation.

From expectation.
How wealth learns
determines whether it serves society

or manages it.

Learning is continuous.

Correction is possible.
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91. Music Forever Lives by Dibosto Dibosto
(for ABBA - Thnak You for the Music)

Before words learned how to stand,
there was rhythm.
Before meaning asked to be understood,

there was melody.

Not brilliance.

Not spectacle.

Just the ordinary miracle
of sound finding a body

and deciding to stay.

Nothing special is how it begins.

A voice that does not claim greatness.

A life that does not announce importance.
And yet, when the singing starts,

attention gathers.

Not because the singer is rare,
but because the music remembers something

the world keeps forgetting.

Music does not ask permission.
It enters kitchens, bedrooms, long car rides.

It survives boredom, routine, repetition.
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It waits patiently inside ordinary lives
until a chorus opens a window

and the air changes.

There is a gratitude that does not kneel.
It stands upright and sings.

Not to be admired,

but because holdingitin

would be dishonest.

Long before language learned confidence,
the body already knew how to move.
Long before explanation learned clarity,

the voice already knew how to rise.

Somewhere, someone discovered
that melody could do

what argument never could.

That harmony could carry feeling
across years, across rooms,

across lives that would never meet.

Whoever found that out

deserves quiet thanks.

Music does not solve life.

It does not correct injustice.
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It does not promise happiness.

It does something more faithful.

It keeps joy possible

without requiring permanence.
It allows sadness to move
without becoming stuck.

It gives celebration a language

and grief a place to rest.

A song can hold a life together
for three minutes

when everything else feels loose.

A dance can return the body
to itself

when the mind has gone too far ahead.

This is not talent.

Itis inheritance.

To sing is to participate

in something older than ambition.
To listen is to admit

that life is not meant

to be endured silently.
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What would life be
without that interruption.
Without that lift.

Without that reminder

that joy does not need justification.

So the thanks are simple.
Not loud.

Not dramatic.

Thank you for the music.

For carrying what words could not.
For staying when explanations failed.
For reminding ordinary lives

that they were never empty.

Music forever lives

because it never tried to own us.

It only asked us to listen.
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92. Forever Pure by Dibosto Dibosto

(for Freddie Mercury, Queen & Bohemian Rhapsody)

Is this the world as it is,
or the world as it feels
when honesty finally speaks

without asking permission.

The question opens the door

and never closes it again.

Reality fractures.

Fantasy refuses to stay separate.
The mind slides,

the ground moves,

and thereis no clean edge

where one ends and the other begins.

A voice steps forward,
not to explain,

but to confess without certainty.

Not a hero.

Not a victim.

Justa human

caught between breath and consequence,

between the wish to disappear
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and the need to be seen.

Easy come.

Easy go.

Life swings without apology.
High, then low.

Love, then loss.

Any way the wind moves,

it still touches the same body.

There is a moment

where innocence breaks open.
Where action outruns intention.
Where a single decision

echoes louder than forgiveness.

And the word “Mama”

becomes heavier than language.

Not a call for rescue.

Areturn to origin.

A reaching backward

to the last place

where the world was not yet complicated

by choice.
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Time tightens.
The body knows.

Truth demands its face be met.

Goodbyes arrive
before readiness.
Courage wears the shape of leaving.

The truth waits without comfort.

And then madness enters,
not as chaos,

but as theatre.

Masks multiply.

Voices argue.

Judgement crowds the room.
Sacred words collide with spectacle.

Fear learns rhythm.

Lightning flashes.
Names repeat themselves.

The self fractures into chorus.

Let him go.

Do not let him go.

This is not noise.
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This is conscience arguing with itself

at full volume.

Accusation.
Defiance.
Desire to escape

colliding with refusal to disappear.

What you hear is not excess.

It is honesty refusing to simplify.

And then, after the storm,
after the plea,

after the drama exhausts itself,
a truth remains

stripped of performance.

Nothing really matters.

Not as despair.

As clarity.

Not because life is empty,
but because it cannot be owned.
Not because love is meaningless,

but because it cannot be controlled.
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This is purity.

To sing what others edit out.

To carry contradiction without resolution.
To refuse the lie

that a life must be tidy

to be true.

Forever pure
is the courage to remain whole

inside fracture.

To turn a life into sound

without apology.

And when the final note fades,
what remains

is not the voice,

not the spectacle,

not the legend.

What remains

is permission.

To be human

without simplification.
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93. Joy Returning Changed by Dibosto Dibosto

Joy does return.

But not as repetition.

When joy returns,
it arrives altered
by context.

By experience.

By who we have become.

The shape changes.
The intensity shifts.

The language evolves.

Joy returning changed
asks for recognition,

not comparison.

It does not want to be measured
against memory.

It wants to be met as present.

Comparing joy to its past form
creates disappointment.
Receiving it as new

creates gratitude.
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Joy returning changed
is not lesser.

Itis informed.

It carries depth.

It holds nuance.

It reflects growth.

Accepting its change

keeps us available

to what is happening now

instead of what once happened.
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94. What Ends Quietly by Dibosto Dibosto

Some endings do not arrive as decisions.

They arrive as clarity.

Not anger.
Not collapse.

Not the exhaustion that begs for rescue.

Clarity comes when the body stops negotiating.
When effort no longer feels like care

and patience no longer feels like strength.

There is a difference

between staying because you can
and staying because you should.
The first flatters endurance.

The second honours truth.

This is not about blame.

Itis about accuracy.

There are rooms where understanding grows
but movement does not.
Where empathy expands

while possibility contracts.
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In those rooms, calm becomes misleading.
Silence feels like progress.
Nothing explodes.

Nothing improves.

Time passes politely.

The body keeps record.
It marks each repetition.
Each concession.

Each explanation offered too gently.

Eventually the ledger balances itself

without consultation.

What ends quietly
does not ask permission.
It does not rehearse speeches.

It does not seek agreement.

It recognizes that staying

has become a form of postponement.

This kind of ending is not rejection.

Itis recognition.

Recognition that care cannot substitute choice.
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That understanding does not guarantee change.

That proximity is not proof of alignment.

Leaving here is not dramatic.

Itis precise.

No doors are slammed.
No histories are revised.

No debts are reassigned.

What happened remains true.
What was learned remains useful.

What was shared remains shared.

But the body steps back

from the task of maintenance.

There is relief in not explaining.
Relief in not waiting.

Relief in not managing another person’s readiness.

This relief is not joy.

Itis honesty.

Some endings do not need closure
because nothing is unresolved.

They end because continuation would require denial.
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And denial is not patience.

Itis erosion.

To end quietly

is to refuse erosion.

It is to choose coherence

over continuity.

The chapter does not need to be forgiven

to be finished.

It needs to be complete.

Completion does not promise comfort.

It promises alignment.

Afterward, life does not rush in.

It opens space.

Space where attention returns.
Space where breath deepens.
Space where energy is no longer assigned

to sustaining what has already taught its lesson.

What ends quietly
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leaves no audience.

Only accuracy.

And accuracy, once found,

does not argue.
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95. Always Is Not Always Right by Dibosto Dibosto

(for Frank Sinatra, My Way)

There is comfort in a path
worn smooth by repetition.
Feet learn it.

The body stops asking questions.

This is how a way becomes a claim.

A life can be lived fully
and still be mistaken in places.
Distance traveled does not certify direction.

Confidence does not guarantee accuracy.

Doing it one’s way
can sound like freedom
until the way hardens

and refuses to look sideways.

The road remembers every step,
even the ones taken too proudly

to be questioned.

Some choices worked.
Some survived because they were never tested.

Some felt right
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only because nothing challenged them.

Standing tall is admirable.

Standing still inside certainty is not.

There were moments

when conviction passed for truth,

when stubbornness wore the costume of integrity,
when refusing to bend

felt like strength.

But strength that never listens

eventually stops learning.

A way can carry a person far
and still miss something essential.
It can build a life

and quietly narrow it at the same time.

Regret does not always arrive as sorrow.
Sometimes it arrives as recognition.
The recognition that being true to oneself

does not excuse being wrong.

Not every blow taken was necessary.
Not every stand was wise.

Some walls were defended
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long after the reason had left.

This is the irony.

The same resolve that built the life
could have broken it

if left unquestioned.

A way deserves loyalty
only as long as it remains honest.
The moment it refuses correction,

it becomes habit, not principle.

The bravest revision
is not abandoning the self.
It is loosening the grip

on how the self insists on being right.

There is dignity in saying
this worked once,

but it does not work now.

Always sounds impressive.
It promises certainty.
It asks nothing further.

But life does not stay still
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for anyone’s way.

What matters is not having lived
without deviation.
It is having lived

with the courage to adjust.

A way can be yours
and still require change.
A life can be honest

and still need revision.

My way mattered.

It just was not always right.
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96. Bodies and Systems by Dibosto Dibosto

Bodies move through systems long before systems notice
bodies.

A form is completed.
A queue advances.

Aruleis applied.

The body arrives carrying context that the system did not ask
for.

Fatigue.
History.
Expectation.

Need.

Systems prefer clarity.

Bodies arrive with complexity.

A system rewards compliance.

A body seeks survival, dignity, continuity.

When bodies adjust to systems, they learn posture.

They learn timing.

They learn which questions are safe and which cost energy.
Systems rarely notice this learning.

They call it participation.

271



POEMS | Token of Love Il: Appreciation Relmagined Dibosto Dibosto

Bodies absorb friction.
They wait.
They adapt.

They repeat.

Systems record throughput.

Bodies record strain.

This gap widens quietly.
Efficiency improves while care thins.

Rules feel consistent while outcomes feel uneven.

Bodies and systems intersect at points of pressure.
A deadline.
A checkpoint.

A requirement that does not account for circumstance.

At these intersections, values are revealed.
Not in statements.

In response time.

In flexibility.

In willingness to listen.

Systems designed without bodies in mind become brittle.

They hold shape until reality presses too hard.

Then they fail suddenly and blame individuals.
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Bodies designed to carry systems indefinitely fatigue.
They compensate.
They normalize overload.

They accept imbalance as routine.

Repair requires translation.

Bodies need systems to slow down long enough to notice
impact.

Systems need bodies to be considered as sources of
information, not noise.

Design changes when bodies are treated as data with story.
When lived experience informs structure.

When feedback reaches decision points.

This does not weaken systems.

It strengthens them.

Bodies and systems can coexist without domination.

But only when attention flows both ways.

Where systems learn from bodies, fairness increases.

Where bodies trust systems, participation deepens.

The goal is not perfect alignment.

It is responsiveness.
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A system that listens remains relevant.

A body that is acknowledged remains engaged.
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97. Becoming Gently by Dibosto Dibosto

Becoming is often imagined as force.
As ambition applied repeatedly until shape appears.

As effort loud enough to be noticed.

But becoming can be gentle.

Gentle becoming respects timing.
It allows learning to arrive before certainty.

It permits adjustment without drama.

Gentle becoming does not rush identity.
It allows roles to change.
It lets preference evolve.

It leaves room for correction.

This gentleness is not indecision.

It is attentiveness.

Becoming gently means choosing accuracy over speed.

It means not forcing growth where understanding has not
settled.

It means listening to feedback before pushing forward.

Gentle becoming values sustainability.

It asks whether change can be carried over time.

275



POEMS | Token of Love Il: Appreciation Relmagined Dibosto Dibosto

Whether effort can be repeated without depletion.

It notices when pressure increases and asks why.

It recognizes strain as information, not weakness.

Becoming gently also requires patience with others.
It allows people to arrive in stages.
It tolerates partial understanding.

It does not demand immediate fluency.

This approach reduces harm.
It minimizes unnecessary rupture.

It preserves trust.

Gentle becoming does not avoid challenge.
It meets it without spectacle.

It adjusts posture rather than escalating force.

Over time, this gentleness compounds.
It builds resilience.

It produces alignment that does not require defence.

Becoming gently means letting life teach without insisting on
mastery.

It means allowing growth to feel integrated rather than
imposed.
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This way of becoming leaves fewer regrets.
It reduces the need for repair later.

It keeps curiosity intact.

Gentle becoming does not announce arrival.

It reveals itself through continuity.
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98. Staying Alive by Dibosto Dibosto

Staying alive is not only biological.
It is attentional.
Itis relational.

Itis ethical.

Staying alive means remaining responsive to what is
happening now.

Not numbing.
Not withdrawing.

Not operating on autopilot.

It requires noticing when habits have replaced awareness.
When routine has dulled perception.

When convenience has shortened care.

Staying alive involves risk.
The risk of feeling fully.
The risk of being affected.

The risk of changing course.

It is easier to survive than to stay alive.
Survival minimizes exposure.

Staying alive invites engagement.

To stay alive is to keep choosing presence.

278



POEMS | Token of Love Il: Appreciation Relmagined Dibosto Dibosto

In conversation.
In work.

In solitude.

It means allowing wonder without needing explanation.
Allowing grief without immediate resolution.

Allowing joy without ownership.

Staying alive also means boundaries.
Knowing when to rest.
When to step back.

When to say no without justification.

Attention is the currency of aliveness.

Where it goes determines what grows.

Staying alive asks that attention be spent deliberately.
On what deepens understanding.
On what expands compassion.

On what sustains meaning.

This is not constant intensity.

It is sustained awareness.

A life stayed alive remains permeable.
It learns.

It adapts.
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It continues to respond.

Staying alive is an ongoing choice.

Renewed quietly.

Practiced daily.
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99. What Remains Open by Dibosto Dibosto

Closure is often demanded.
Endings preferred.

Narratives tied neatly.

But some things must remain open to stay true.

What remains open allows reconsideration.
It keeps dialogue possible.

It resists false certainty.

Open questions invite humility.
They prevent premature conclusion.

They allow learning to continue.

What remains open acknowledges complexity.
It admits that understanding evolves.

That perspective shifts with experience.

This openness is not avoidance.

It is respect for reality.

Some matters cannot be resolved cleanly without distortion.

Forcing closure simplifies at the cost of truth.

What remains open carries tension.
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But it also carries potential.

It keeps relationships flexible.
It allows systems to adapt.

It permits growth without denial.

Open space requires maintenance.
It must be protected from neglect.

It must be revisited with care.

What remains open invites participation.
It asks others to contribute insight.

It resists monopoly of interpretation.
Leaving something open is an act of trust.
Trust in time.

Trust in conversation.

Trust in the capacity to learn.

Not everything needs to conclude.

Some things need to remain available.

What remains open keeps life unfinished in the best way.
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100. Live Your Life by Dibosto Dibosto

Live your life is not instruction.

It is permission.

It is not a slogan meant to simplify difficulty.

Itis an invitation to engage it honestly.

To live your life is to resist substitution.
Not to live an outline prepared by expectation.

Not to perform a version that earns applause while eroding
truth.

Living your life requires courage that does not posture.
It asks you to stand inside your choices without explanation.

To accept consequence without retreat.

It means honouring imagination without abandoning
responsibility.

Allowing wonder without escaping reality.

To live your life is to remain loyal to what feels real even when
itis inconvenient.

To trust instinct while refining judgment.

To keep listening after certainty dissolves.

This living includes contradiction.

Tenderness alongside strength.
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Fear alongside curiosity.

Restraint alongside desire.

Living your life is not about comfort.

Itis about alignment.

It is about staying available to experience rather than
controlling it.

About allowing moments to matter without trying to preserve
them.

It asks you to keep faith with attention.
To notice what moves you.

To protect what deepens you.

Living your life does not reject influence.

It filters it.

It keeps what expands understanding and releases what
narrows it.

To live your life is to accept incompleteness as condition.
To continue anyway.

To stay awake to beauty without demanding it behave.

It is to remain playful without becoming careless.

Serious without becoming rigid.
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Live your life is not a command.

It is a quiet encouragement offered late enough to be
understood.

And if taken seriously,

itis enough.
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The End. Thank you.

Dibosto Dibosto.
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