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Heaven Is My Real Home

Getting To Know Karen Freeman

			Welcome Public! It has been 9 Years, since : “The GREAT Karen Freeman” Has “Passed”.

			(March 21,2011).

			I’m sorry it took so long to get this to “YOU”

			Who was Karen Freeman?

			This book should answer that, and “YET”! It doesn’t let you know, in some ways she is as she wrote in “Rollin Free: A story Told Through Poetry”, “SOMETIMES SHE’S A MYSTERY”. “She wrote that poem, writing as a “MAN”. She wanted me to take credit for the poem, but she wrote it.

			Also, she wrote, “HEART GIFT”, In “IMAGINATIONS ABYSS” And wanted me to take credit for it.

			This is who she was.

			All I can “HOPE” is that, through “IT” you can get to know her as well as I did through 13 Years and 20 Days of a“GLORIOUS” Marriage. This book isn’t just 8 years of “KAREN FREEMAN’S” life. It was “MORE” personal.

			I would suggest, If you can read, “Sometimes She’s A Mystery” in “Rollin Free: A Story Told Through poetry” or “HEART GIFT” in “IMAGINATIONS ABYSS” to get to know her better, you do it. She really was “WORTH” knowing. She also created, “NIKKI” in “TRICK OR TREAT”, she was three days, from “DEATH”, “IN A LOT OF PAIN”and got out of bed to sit in a “VERY” uncomfortable chair, to “FLESH” out the “WHOLE” character. “This is who she was/is. (AS SHE STILL LIVES THROUGH THIS BOOK).

			Here we are.

			“HEAVEN IS MY REAL HOME VOL 1”

			The book is Volume 1, because, the “ENTIRE” book is over 900 pages and had to be broken into 3 Volumes. The whole book took her, 8 years to write, Three years to write it, then that was “STOLEN” in San Francisco, California in 2001, so it took her another 5 years to re-write the book.

			


	

Special Note

			 

			Before I or Karen let you go to enjoy her special work, if she were here and I think you will gather from this book:

			She/we didn’t write this book or any of what we’ve written or I will ever write, “FOR FAME OR MONEY” We “ALWAYS” wrote for the “ART”!

			If you “EVER” find a book that belonged to “KAREN” you will find this quote, I think she would want it in this book also not only for tradition but also because it sums up a part of what she’s trying to relay in her book.:

			“They deem me mad because I will not sell my days for gold; and I deem them mad because they think my days have a price.”

			— Khalil Gibran, Sand and Foam

			
				1.	This brings me to the second (BUT MAYBE MOST IMPORTANT THING ABOUT THIS BOOK) As stated in the “VERY” title of the book, the “VERY” “SOUL” of the book! KAREN, and I Believe that there is “SOMETHING” beyond this world. This book is what we leave behind but we continue on a journey, to another “WORLD” another “LIFE” and this is just a piece we leave behind as a “MARKER” to say we were here and “TRAVEL ON WITH US”!!! I don’t just say that in passing, but it is a great “SEGWAY INTO THE FIRST POEM”

				2.	This third point, maybe is not something KAREN would want to say but I feel I must say: “KAREN” didn’t write this poem, You May not “BELIEVE” what I’m about to say about this poem, It may rub against your religious or scientific beliefs, you may object to it because it wasn’t in her “ORIGINAL” draft of this book, I believe it belongs”IN THE BOOK” and at the head of the book. This poem was written “CHRISTMAS DAY” 2011, I was in “GOLDEN GATE PARK, AT THE STOW LAKE”, I was deep in “MOURNING” at the loss of the “GREAT KAREN FREEMAN”! As clear as I hear your voice, she dictated this poem to me! So I believe it should be passed to you, “THE PUBLIC/THE READER” As much as any other poem in this book, this poem belongs and “ARE HER WORDS”

			
			Well, that is the “END” of this statement, “READ” it and get to know this “WONDERFUL” Woman.

			If she were alive I’m sure she would end this by saying, “ENJOY”.

			 

			Warren W. C. Freeman

			March 21,2020

			


	

Christmas In My “REAL” Home

			[image: 52409.png]

			Part Fantasy, Part Wishful Thinking, Part Words Of Encouragement

			Honey, don’t be sad.

			I’m home.

			You should see it.

			Then you wouldn’t be sad.

			There is no pain anymore.

			“I CAN RUN AGAIN!”

			My hair is long again.

			I feel GREAT ALL the time.

			My blessed “fountain of renewal” is here and its better looking than the postcard I had on my bookcase beside our bed.

			There are such amazing colors everywhere, more colors than I can find names for, more brilliant and alive than I can describe, and more colors than I EVER saw on earth.

			So many flowers, I don’t have names for all of them either.

			The music here has such sweet sounds I can’t describe it.

			The light is all around because it is God’s shining countenance

			 

			touching everything.

			And everything I mentioned has a life of its own.

			Remember I told you about the procession of angels during Christmas Eve giving reverence to Jesus?

			It’s here and sooooo beautiful to watch.

			So don’t be sad.

			I do miss you, and your tender touch.

			But dear I do love it here.

			But sweetheart, that’s not the best part.

			All that wonderful stuff is great, but it pales to what is the greatest here.

			Even being with all these animals I never got to have on earth is minor to the best thing here.

			Do you know?

			Can you guess what the greatest thing here is?

			It’s the love you feel here.

			ALL THE TIME!

			It’s not just a feeling here, it ALSO has a life all its own, and more.

			It’s EVERYWHERE, like a force.

			It surrounds.

			It permeates.

			It penetrates.

			It binds EVERYTHING.

			You can feel God’s embrace.

			His GLORY in everything.

			EVERYWHERE.

			ALL THE TIME.

			So don’t be sad for me, because I am sooooo happy.

			Sooooooo HAPPY here I can’t even find the words to describe it.

			I’m in “MY REAL HOME”!

			We will be back together soon and oh what fun we will have together is so great I can’t describe it.

			I send you my love from here as gift dear heart.

			Merry Christmas.

			By Warren W. C. Freeman And Karen Freeman
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The Heart Decides
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			When Life becomes lawless chaos

			Worse than Bon Jovi’s roller coaster ride

			And where you are makes no sense

			And there is no where to hide

			   Then the Heart decides.

			It can look at the chaos

			And get lost in the quicksand down;

			Or it can look to Heaven

			Even though no one seems to be able

			   To be found-

			God seems far away and silent

			And angels seem like desperate dreams.

			All alone in all there is

			No one hears the victim’s screams

			   And the Heart decides.

			I know cause I am thinking

			Tears of grief and rage

			All that’s been taken away has been too much

			And poverty surrounds me in the bars of its cage!!!

			   My Heart must decide!

			There’s a man outside who waits for me

			With brown eyes that reflect God’s Infinity

			And I choose William eagerly

			Unknowing that angels are blessing me

			   My Heart has spoken

			   Let the Past die

			Let all who have hurt me go away!!! good-bye!

			I give my adoptive mother to live in her illusions

			The others to their separate hells

			My daughter must live with what she’s lost

			While I wonder if she feels the cost

			   But my Heart is firm

			   The Past is dead and gone

			And I will leave it very, very, much alone!

			The Future beckons to my Heart and me

			The Masters are still in Shamballa quite free

			Four Archangels watch my life

			   Watch my Heart decide

			   Choose to live, not die

			   Choose to dream not cry

			      The Heart decides!
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San Francisco Rain
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			Safety out of Seattle with heart things & clothes

			To lose all stolen, from a storage room

			The loss of four out of print books +

			   Scarred my heart forever

			How could God allow this?

			What have I ever done in any life

			   At any time

			   To lose the books

			I’d kept since long ago college days?!

			My heart bleeds tears of blood –

			   San Francisco rain;

			All my poetry and all of my husband’s love poems

			      Gone from my life

			Life? I am breathing because suicide is a sin

			And it would get me in worse trouble than I’m already in!

			My life is the nine of wands in the Rider Tarot deck

			Wounded and defensive, I glare at Life defiantly

			While my heart exhales tears of blood and pain

			San Francisco rain

			 

			+ The Life Beyond the Veil Series – G Vale Owen
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Twenty – First 
Century Hell
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			All this “wonderful new century” has done

			Is to take away all that I’ve ever loved

			My poetry and Will’s love poems all gone

			Three kittens cry from a grave I cannot see

			Sabrina suffers in silence, Tyger may run free

			And all to feed some Karma god of Pain

			While the tears I bleed cannot the lost regain

			The Future is a threat of Satan’s hate

			None of my occult knowledge can change this fate

			And Angel, Mysty and Zena give their kitten lives

			To a karma that makes Kali look sweet and nice –

			Her devotees only tear out hearts, not lives!

			The Future is an angry god of pain

			And I have no lightsaber to destroy it’s reign

			Job at least had God always looking on

			My Masters are no where to be found

			My spirit guides are gone; Will and I are alone

			The Future hurls it’s curses and it’s hate

			But there is nothing left for it to take

			My heart has drowned in tears weeks ago

			My spirit freezes in God’s apathy of eternal snow

			In the twentieth century I was allowed a home

			Now William and I tread the present carefully

			And totally alone.

			[image: 47394.png]

			


	

Today’s Reality
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			Hope is a rainbow chess set

			It’s multi – colored pieces hold all my love of beauty

			Its presence in my life cheers my tortured aura;

			In each orderly move of every beautiful piece

			Is all I know of logic and of sanity.

			Homeless again – reliving last years pain

			No one to be trusted but William –

			My spirit friends seem gone now –

			What could I have done in any life

			To be tortured so in this one!?

			What future dare I see from a past so filled with pain?

			But through it all rooks and knights move the same

			Life is chaos bleeding Hell but chess pieces remain

			In all the steps of which their history formed them.

			[image: 47396.png]

			


	

Rainbow Sanctuary
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			The wrath of Karma through my life

			Cannot destroy the rainbow glory

			With all that’s been taken from me

			Color still holds its vibration and story

			Red is still the beating heart

			Orange is still fire

			Yellow is hope and intellect and light

			Green is Nature’s healing and desire.

			Blue is Heaven in sky brightness

			Indigo is God’s Mystery calling

			Purple is royalty in all our monadic essence

			Lavender is blessedness and sweet dreams

			While violet is angels, music and visions

			And white is sacred – Samadhi forever!

			The rainbow shields me

			When Karma rages,

			Through all Poverty’s sadism!

			Rainbow light and vibrations

			Cannot be destroyed;

			Through all Karma’s black magic anger,

			The rainbow is my joy –

			A Biblical covenant with God,

			The rainbow links me to the love of the Solar Logos!

			[image: 47398.png]

			


	

Angel Town
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			“Everything’s going to be all – right – rock a bye”

			That’s what the song says;

			No apartment and I’m walking on clouds in the sky

			That’s what L.A. is –

			I love this city, especially the downtown library poet --

			Where silence is awesome and required

			And books are the joy

			Of the reading heart.

			“Science and Health” given to me

			Tea Tree Oil in Rite Aid just waiting for me

			People walking by in streets so friendly

			The sun in the sky with no smog to see

			Los Angeles – I love you!

			Santa Monica waves, scary and high

			Warm weather under a very clear blue sky

			Classical music on the radio

			Playing heart emotions

			Los Angeles, I love you!

			Hollywood swept so bright and clean

			So much waiting to be seen

			William’s past experiences it may no longer be

			But this city of angels will be everything to me –

			Los Angeles, I love you!

			[image: 47400.png]

			


	

William Sleeping
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			Your bare skin nourishes my body

			Your steady breathing fills me with fear

			Because there’s nothing I can do

			To keep you alive, to keep you breathing

			Your sleeping form makes life so fragile

			Your breathing reminds me too much

			That its not anything I do or feel that keeps you alive

			You are here with me now – its all I have.

			The future is a twilight zone of hidden threats or promises

			The past is a series of crises I’m still trying to forget!

			The present is all that’s free from fears

			And from mistakes that shouldn’t have had to be lived through!

			Your breathing calls to my feeling heart

			Your waking and your soft, sweet petting

			Evokes from my being a fiery, raging love –

			Nothing is too much for you!

			I would die for you a million times

			And worse – I will live for you

			Through dreary days of stark poverty

			Where whether we eat depends on a weekday Mission

			And whether I live depends on your eyes and your touch.

			[image: 47402.png]

			


	

Morning Coffee

			[image: 52409.png]

			Your soft gentle petting is the coffee I drink

			The way I like coffee – lots of milk and sugar

			And when there’s no money for coffee

			I drink the deep brown warmth of your eyes

			And try to inhale each loving glance

			My physical being lives for.

			You are sugar personified and you sweeten my life

			When even God keeps distant and unreachable.

			You are my morning coffee –

			To lie beside you, sleepless through the night

			Is to swim lazily in the hereness of your living.

			To see you slowly waking up

			Is the warmth and strength of coffee pouring down my throat –

			You are the warmth of life that sustains me!

			[image: 47404.png]

			


	

Chocolate Love
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			Warm brown eyes melt into my heart

			Chocolate love pouring through my breathing

			And like chocolate, his love awakens me to living

			Whispering secrets and promising Paradise –

			My lover is living chocolate, sweet sustaining fire

			Cotton candy tongue, chocolate kisses devouring me

			And always giving more than they take!

			His eyes upon me in chocolate rapture –

			Unconditional love in ocean wave giving

			Love I haven’t earned by anything I’ve done –

			Yet LOVE that drowns me, that bathes me,

			That cleanse my personality with it’s indifference

			To any worthiness I could ever offer –

			He loves me just as I am now

			And that love is chocolate fire

			Burning through Poverty’s long dreary days

			With defiant flames of true love!

			I drink his kisses to survive

			His love is all my happiness;

			The ring he wears shows the love he chose –

			Husband as well as lover in chocolate’s sustaining bliss –

			He is chocolate Earth & ice cream Heaven in each kiss.

			[image: 47406.png]

			


	

Los Angeles Sunday

			[image: 52409.png]

			God’s soft, vibrating White

			Holding back a sky of vibrant blue

			Loving sunlight

			Enfolding all who breathe

			God’s soft, gentle, White

			Holding all in sweet thought

			Keeping the city away

			From becoming a blue its inhabitants are not ready for

			God’s cotton - feeling White

			Stretching lovingly over a sleepy city

			Enfolding it in Divine Care;

			Keeping it safe and gently awakened

			When the blue of a wide awake sky

			Would throw itself upon sleepy eyes

			And scream its essence into as yet unawakened minds!

			God’s soft, deep White

			Unconditional LOVE personified

			Holding sunlight down to paleness

			Keeping all sharpness away.
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The Unfound Door
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			Always there, breathing in the midst of busy lives –

			A silent presence, calling to the soul;

			In the background of our days, it breathes dreams.

			It is closed before mystery and magic,

			It hides winged adventures and clouds of sustaining peace.

			It is rushed past in our busyness

			And started at, unseen, in our depression;

			It holds paths to what we don’t have

			It enfolds, but is silent before, a sparkling sea of unlimited possibilities!

			A night of glowing stars whispering the velvet sky it hides,

			While people go on living by.

			Created by Time’s meditative breath,

			Weather – beaten, by the storms of countless lives,

			It stands in its cloudlessness -

			A tribute to many angels lives

			Swirling human minds can’t see

			The unfound door that would make them free.
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The Choice
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			Life is a desert of chaos

			With pain as its loudest voice

			We can live by The Law or by the Lord

			Sometimes its our only free will choice!

			Living by The Law, you get to fight

			You avenge the wrongs and carve a path in life;

			Karma becomes your saviour and your blackest night

			Holding steady in the swirling strife.

			Living by The Lord brings choices given

			Not always of your will but of the Will of Heaven;

			Wrong done to you may go unrighted through the whole life you live

			Because your free will choice has been to obey when He says, “Forgive!”
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William
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			Soft melting eyes

			Long hair a river swirling thru my fingers

			Smooth skin a stage for my hands to glide upon

			Soft lips to sink into

			And draw life sustaining kisses from;

			Deep melting eyes

			Pouring Love’s power into my heart;

			Soft fingers, petting me

			In sustaining Love, embracing Love –

			Love unbridled by conditions

			And free to gallop over and thru my heart.

			Time threatens me in William’s absence

			And tortures me whenere my love must leave

			But when William is with me

			Times transforms into Eternity

			Where angels sing and music dances.

			[image: 47415.png]
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