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Prologue

This book has been in the works for the past ten years. Thousands of pages, which were
written by the poet, were read, reread and rewritten, edited and again edited with the help of La
Joy Farr, a longtime friend of Ingrid. This is the final product.

Ingrid always wanted to have her Poetry illustrated.

Driven to make this book a collaboration with someone exceptional she searched for months.
Overtaken by the urgency to finish her work, - she knew she had to find the perfect artist — she
was finally able to surrender her frustration. Looking at one of her nephew Richard’s paintings,
she yelled out loud: “Richard! Oh my God — it’s Richard! Why don’t I call and ask him to be the
artist?” She got in touch with her nephew immediately and was able to share her vision with him.
He agreed to collaborate with her and within months he produced the Illustrations.

Richard’s powerful visual translation is a perfect combination to Ingrid’s Poetry. One can
feel and see the closeness between two different generations within a family.



Dedication

I am very grateful to have had the opportunity to do this project with
my nephew. Through the work I have become even closer to my family
in Austria. My dream to portray to the world the possibility of people
being fully self-expressed and embrace art and beauty into their lives has
become a reality.

My heartfelt thanks go to my friend La Joy, whose tireless
explanations of changing a word here or there to make my Poetry sound
more English and less of something with an Austrian accent, opened my
heart and my mind to other people’s point of view.

My gratitude to SaBumNim Master David Herbert, my Martial Arts
teacher, my mentor and my friend, whose inspiration instilled Self-
confidence in me, so that [ may present my book to the public.

My faith in God and Trust in my Higher Self made all this possible.

My deepest desire is for you, the reader, to feel as powerfully as I felt
when I wrote the poems.

Ingrid Kern



ABOUT THE BOOK

This book is a window to an intimate view into the author’s life; beginning with the struggle
during her childhood in her native Vienna, to her assimilation into her new life in the United
States.

Ingrid’s commitment was to publish a book, which speaks to everyone. The book could not
have been possible without her nephew Richard’s amazing insight and powerful artistic and
visual interpretation of her Poetry.

The combination of Prose and Art in this book shows the deep understanding between the
two artists.



ABOUT THE AUTHOR

The Poet

Born and raised in Vienna, Austria Ingrid came to New York City in
1973, where she lived for 23 years raising a family. She was involved in her
husband's Import business, developed a passion for Interior Design, was also
a partner in a Catering business for a while and managed a Martial Arts
School. She received a Special Degree in Marketing and Merchandising from
Parsons School of Design and moved to Los Angeles in 1996. She is a Real
Estate agent and is working for one of the last Boutique Realtors on the West
Side. Ingrid has been writing since childhood and her Poetry has been
attracting a broad range of readers.

She received the Editor's Choice Award for three of her poems from the
National Library of Poetry.
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1972
Born in Vienna, Austna

June 1991
Richard graduates High school in Vienna

February 1993

Camera Assistant in the documentary "Meeting of the Islands”
on the island of Capo Verde

1993 - 1995 studies Art History, Ethnology and Philosophy

October 1996 - present
Full Student in the master class Christian Ludwig Atlersee
at the University for Visual Art in Vienna

1997
Perfarmance "Minotauros LAP" with the group "MASALA”

March 1998
Exhibit in Vienna Gallery Inspection

April 1999
Vernisage in Vienna
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A New Beginning

What urgency drove you
to come home
and make Love

right on the spot?

What did you think
when you found out
your feelings were missing -

a lot?

What curiosity
made you sail
in foreign waters
and drop your anchor

at the shore?

The answer was there
in the morning:
You left - to be with her,

not with me anymore.
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Berlin

Isolation, desolation,
no motives for movement.
Total dilapidation.

A seed -
the need to expand
exceeds the demand
to be bland.

The need to excel
and doing well
brings a different situation.
Inspiration,

Re unification.

Demonstrations,

Politicians,
Demolition

of the Wall.






Christmas

Quietly God droppecd
a t of snow
and the island was hushed.

Magic covered the earth,
not a stir nor a sound,

even | became still.
Just Eeing.
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onsclousness

The need to be loved
kept me quiet,
The grace of God's wisdom
will it me above
the need
1o be needed.
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DAD

when | was confused

| raary away

1o hide from his fury.
Mvstifled by the winter storm
| g0t lost,

Tucked awav under a trec

I was found and returned

0 an exasperated man.
Overcome by anger arcd rejection
he raised his hand

and slapped me.

| was only 4 vears old.

His denial of having a daughter
never endec.

His anger

of having a daughter
grew with each day.

His frustration

of hawving? a daungahiter
male him lose sight

and hatred

of his own shortcomings
encleol his life

100 SO0,

Listening 1o the dirl's sweet giggles
brought back memornes of my own childhood
and made me feel the emptiness -
how much [was missing a father's love.
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Desert Tears

Jagged edges
of emotions,
In the distance
mountain tops.
Moisture laden clouds
and bursting feelings
trying to untie the knots.

Total stillness.

Suddenly a motion;
cactus flowers blooming
at command,
leaves and grasses
bending in the breeze
as the pain is blown
into the sand.

- rain is pouring from the sky -
With a sigh
| finally cry

Desert Tears.
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DIVORCE

PULLING, PUSHING,
TEARING APART.

THE BROKEN HEART”
TO END...
REGRET.

CHANGING OUR LIVES

EMOTIONLESS

MASS
OF MOLECLILES.

17

THE "WAR OF
DOESN'T SEEM
WE FEAR.,

ATTACK AND

OUR MOTIVES
FOR

AND BECOME
ANOTHER
COLD,
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I am wrapped

in a cloth of
silence. Shad
ows of dark
ness are es
caping my
reacb, M
my heart
is an
elus

1we

— h
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There is but one Love
in my life
and [ will take it to my grave.
God...that is so far
and so beyond
my wildest dreams.
However, knowing
you and I are One
is far beyond
all dreams

and sweet imaginations.
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FIRST DATE

MY LTTLE BUTTERCUP!
| DEREAM OF TAKING YYOU ANAY

TO KiSS YOU iN THE MEADOW

AND STEOLL ALONEG A STREAM.

LET'S WALK INTO THE FOREST

TO HIDE AND NOT BE SEEN.
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Qrog 9

As the waves across the ocean
flow,

the sun above the water
glows,

shall your day

be blessed 'til dawn,
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GOODABYE:

TIIE DAY AFTER YOUI'VE GEONE
YOLTR PRFSFNCFISSIND FRLT
AN SET YOUIR FACT
BUHIND THE DOMOIR,
YOLUIR TALIGITTER
IS REELECTTTLD
BY THE MIRROR.
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The clouds always seemed

to comfort me,

but now-twant.thasun

to come out.

| close my eyes and pretend.

[ struggle and strain and push.
I shove the clouds, get angry
and kick the air above.

| pray the sun will shine.

Instead it rains.
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HigHerR Sell

Distant thunder echoed
THE fear deep in vy Heart
of not being good enough.
Then | heard you calling My Name,
You - 1the Higher power
ol my Higher Self, who reminds me
I've come This far and don'T Have
10 play 1hHis game.
The power who always
shHoOwers ME wWitTH Lovg,
who sends me signals
10 TEll wmE,
“This is enxough!”
The rolling tHunder
is all | need 10 hear.
| understand
| know
| am clear.
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Dear God, you have given a gift
for me to treasure.

[ am filled with pride and joy
without measure when you smile at me.
You're touching my soul.

You're turning on my light within.
Yet, there have been times

| felt the need to cup it gently
and make it
continue to shine, shine, shine.
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Karmao

Nol

Mot againl

My mind was being poisoned with
lies!

| was In pain.

sweet words...

| believed, were whispered into my ear,
My head was filled with lies
pushing against my skull,

ready to crack from fear.

| was bouncing off the walls,

| was pounding the earth,

| was ready 1o jump Info the fire,

Giving up the fight

| received Freedom,

| have broken the chain
of events

o be a Carrier of Love and Light
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LAV OF THE OTREETS

Hate, hate, so much hate,
Hot headed guys behind every comer
daspise the lles being told to them.
When they catch you, they'l kil you in viclent rage.
The strests are smoldening hot,
Cuf the silence with g gun shot,
shoot, shoot the breeze - boys
are lingenng In the street, up o no good.
Gat going and make life better,
couse rnow It is nell,
Hell holed up.
In o comer children smoking pol
In pumt out buldings
rats and lice infested dogs fight for food.
Babies with unny nosas are crying.
Thelr belly s emply
and Mommiy's shooting up.
Maks o deal -
get a nickel bag,
fomoimow itll be
A Hundred® and
Ml deal with fhe: King.
He drivies a Coddy,
gussied up with Chiome
and inside all
In velyet,
A gnn,
a nod -
another gunshot|
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Like Bubbles in Water

We keep floating
to different places,
meeting new faces,
when suddenly,
WE BURST
and become

ONE

with the Universe.
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Some time ago
you asked the world
to hear.

You wanted

to be seen

and needed

to be touched.
You listened to
the magic flute.

I saw you then,

I touched you too,

I heard your voice,
but wasn't listening.
The magic flute
was only heard

by you.
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N L e

We come [rom differend continents
and Live in different worlds.

One Look imlo cach other's eyer
gave ws owr own realily.

We uncovered our eelings -

and [or a momend im Timhe
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GQ Unc

exchanging a greaiing.
A thought. .

FEeweaing anas feshngs

I thie eng
sharing a secret
Wwith o flend
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Let me be the light

to brighten your day.
Let me hold yvour hand
and if | may

bewitch your heart.
Let me see you

glow.
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I give you the sunshine
to brighten your day.
I give you the rain
to wash your sorrows away.
The Moon and the stars
to blanket your eyes.
My helping hands
to ease your burden
of any size.
1 open my arms
to hold and comfort you
and invite you into my heart
for my Love is pure and true,
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Years of struggle and
years of growth.
Endless years of tears
and fears
of being left alone
and out In the cold,

The power of faith
will mold a new life,
Wisdom enriches a new beginning.
A new page Is unfoiding
into a different sort of being.
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Now What?

Shattered Dreams

of fiying high
across the ocean,

Walking hand in hand
on the beach, we love so much,
shattered Dreams
of sharing lives,
being fiends
and saying that familiar
'Do you emember when?
| am alone
and you are gone,
There is nothing left
but

shattersd Dreams.
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My last thoughts
before | was sliding
into dream time
were about YOL,

The moament
| awoke to dawn
YOL! slipped
into
my mind.

The sun
s warming my body,
YOU are
warming my hearl
and my soul.
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| miss your kiss

in the dark of the night.
| miss your touch,
your voice,

you are out of sight.

| might come over
and surprise you,

And then again...

| might not.

| miss you, | miss you,
| miss you a lot.
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OVERHEATED

The summer heat is hovering above the desert
like a spider over her victim.

In the distance glimmering cars move like molten lava.
I face the wind expecting a cool breeze; instead, glowing heat is hitting
my face like a fire-spewing dragon.

The inside of my mouth feels parched,
my lips are cracked.

I thirst for some refreshment,

a drop of water.

A pearl of sweat is rolling
down my spine.

With my arm twisted back
[ try to catch the liquid.

To cool off my overheated body
[ am spreading the liquid over my burning back.
I close my tired eyes.

My limbs become weak
and I crumble onto the earth's hot red soil.

I ache, I thirst, my pores open to the heat
and my entire body is bathed in a pool of sweat.
A cool stream within makes my body tremble.
I sense a shadow of a face above me.

I feel a warm breath near my neck.

A cool nose is pressing against mine.

I open my eyes to see the tip of a tongue

licking my forehead.
I am being cleaned by my cat.
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Paradox

The leaves were turning
yellow, red and brown.
I collected tons
to decorate a window
and painted all of them
in black.
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Prirce OF Frogs

Omce aponr » threo
Ehare was o [HEkls Frog
who renllp was ko ba a princa.
He kept sittlng on kls Lilly pad
ko obsarve e world
ard o ore reached him,
since lving 1n tha pord For khn
was safer thap to take o chanca
and jnmp bo shore
whare Ehare wore 80 ImAQY \OrG
of oktkar crantnras
Foralgn to the Frog.
Some maglc dask was balng blows
ko make him biink.
The Frog began to khink
of changlng plnces
ko mast this okbker creaktare
Fromm ke foralgn land,
who spoke bo i and beld kis hand -
to kalp him make tha jmRp
and then -
ke frog sktapped oak
ke creatare tonched kis henrt,
the carse wos goue
and ke becnmma n o,
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LR

Silence...

silence between the fa”inﬁ rain drﬂpﬁ
t'\i'H'ing the window |ed5e.

Splish, splash, splish, splash,

an E;ﬁ.pluﬁinn nf a million molecules
rolling off the window sill

into a sea

c:f fa“ihg rain clrnps...

Huz'.h silence,
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Realization
He never knew the meaning of greed.
He grew up poor, he was cold and had nothing to eat,
but he never felt greed.

He was unhappy, was mad and angry at the world and himself.
He stole and lied, became a bum and slept in the ditches.
The worst was the rain, the ice and the snow.

When the wet crept into his clothes and his fingers were frozen,
his bones were stiff, he cursed the world and everyone in it,
but still he felt no greed.

One morning in spring he dug himself out from underneath,
stood up, smelled the air and looked at some people -
no friendly face was turned towards him.

He started to walk instead of crawling.

He cleaned up his coat, he washed his face
and when he saw it in the river like in a mirror,
he stared at it and looked for an answer.

He did not hear a sound.

He looked at the sky and his feelings were clear.

He started to hum, he began to smile.

He looked for work, he became successful and then -
he felt the greed from others.

He shared his fortune, remembered the ditches
and realized

The only happiness is happiness within yourself.
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A “rmusuml SE0S

'D{ EFL]S*EII I'"E-EI rs

fill My eyes.
My, feaes

having been

trapped within
spill over

CIHCI [inu“q

I am {-FE‘E.
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The space hetweell N 8rew b‘ggerl

Respecting yOU

rneed

l moved tOWardS the edge

and ﬂeW off
Into aﬂOther Wor

0
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iAo

"What is it?
he asked.
"Nothing!"
| said.
Nothing
is Nothing.
When | said,
"Nothing!"
it was
Something
and it meant
Everything.
When
Nothing
becomes
Something,
Everything

changes.
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I opened the gates to your soul
and a sea of emotions flooded me;
your fears and desires,
your wishes and dreams.

I discovered your feelings
and for a moment
I shared your thoughts.

We remembered the beginning
and then
there were my fears and desires,
my wishes and dreams.

You opened the gates to my soul.
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Sympathy

No words

can ever describe

the sadness,

nor will it lessen

the pain

about your loss.

Allow me

to hold your hand

and share your sorrow -
you are not alone.
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The Vaice

I float and float.
I keep on floating.
"Swim, it's time to swim."
The nagging voice keeps coming back.
"It's time to swim."
"I want to swim, I do, I don't know how.
I'll sink!"
"Swim. Now!"
I try some strokes.
I swallow water, I sink like a stone.
I come up gasping for air.
I sink again.
This is not fair.
I pray for help, and then I just pray.
I hear the voice, '""Swim, swim!"

I do more strokes, my body lifts.
I swim and safely reach the shore.
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TIME

Time's up
no more dreams
those times are over
time out
| don't want
that time goes on
while | cry over lost time
but we did have
some good times
it is time
to have the time of my life
but now
| have no time
for a helpless cry of a lonely woman
so time goes by
until the right time
rolls around
and | have time
to think
then time stands still
this is the wrong time
to think of past times
there is always
time ahead
for happy times
which are timeless.
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INSECURE,
rigid And Tough!
Fear of gerring hurr.
| hunger for ATTENTION,
yer - | seek provecrion
by being
rigid And Tough.
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DANSICHMATION

Bathed in A pool ol swear
| awaken 10 1HE pain
I alflicred o mysell in some silly game.
I sufler and cry,
then | fall back
into deep sleep
for moRe Of ThHe same

until | can't ke it
My body is iN shambles,

my mind Has gone amok,
and | screasm Aloud:

"Enough, enxough,
| give up!”

A small light gers My ATTENTION...

Thank you GOD.
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Universal

Teach the people -
Show them how to love,

it will give them happiness.

Give some people power,
it will teach them
to want more

and they will go to war.
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We had to cross

narrow streets
and empty bridges
to reach the road
to happiness -
where success was
planted
like wild flowers,
which spread across
the meadow
and spread
and spread

and all the world
was One.
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WE,
YOU and I

A conflict of a diffevent kind.
A different person with a different mind.

_~

_ﬁ
<
Anger and {rustration ‘
and then some more |
of yet a different situation. \
Do we believe in |
equal liberation

for colow, race, religion?
What are we really standing fov?
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WORK

Cash How, CD's,

A lerter has 1o be Typed

and my boss wants it fast.
Everyone around me is hyped
"Hello, Good morning,

whar can | do for you?"

I'm listening 7o my words
and Then purt the caller through.
Working in a daze

I hope thar | will make ir.
Thinking if nor

I sure have vo fake iv

and Finally

iTis 2:30.
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One Commercial
will iNnNFluence
A whole NaTtion.
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