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The Upside Of Sadness
 

Like many poets, Christina Engela started writing poetry out of a
need to express her internalized teenage angst, gothic gloom, suppressed
desires, drama and emotional trauma. Unlike most of those poets,
Christina is also very good at seeing – and presenting – the brighter side of
sorrow, or if you will, the upside of sadness.

Christina wrote her first poem at age 12. Funnily enough, it was
called “Fear”, and since then, she has over the course of her life, written a
further 232 poems.

This collection presents a selection of 165 of them, covering a
variety of topics such as philosophy, love and heartbreak, her observations
of the world around her, her torment as a teen and adult living with gender
dysphoria – poetry she wrote in the face of prejudice and bigotry,
culminating in her transition from the age of 26 to her final procedures in
2006 – and some light-hearted fun.



The Early Years
 
“In 1986 I started high school, and one of the first things the English
teacher we had then, who was Mr. Lionel Heath, who was also the
headmaster – was to begin teaching us appreciation of poetry. Part of this
included learning how to write poems of our own in different styles. These
first few poems are the result – they were written by me, albeit with a little
help and a lot of encouragement during homework hour, from my mother
Yvonne (who was an accomplished poet in her own right).” – Christina
Engela.

 
Fear (1986)

 
Icy fingers touch my spine

Blood-chilling screams in the night.
What is that rattle in the dark?
That shadow at the window?
Is there a ghost in the house?

 
The Old Man From George (1986)

 
There was an old man from George,

Who fell down an open gorge.
He managed to grab a tree

But alas, the roots came free.
There WAS an old man from George!

 
Frank O’Toole (1986)

 
This is the grave of Frank O'Toole,

Who liked to play the fool.
He blew up his jeep,

And now lies six feet deep.
 

School (1986)



 
No time to rest,
No time for jest!

It's work, work, work
Which drives me beserk!

 
Snake (1986)

 
With flicking tongue,

And darting eyes,
You slide along,

Silent as the night,
To pounce upon
An unsuspecting

Mouse.



Philosophy
 
“After my initial foray into poetry, I didn’t write any more poems until
one day in 1989, when inspiration struck me like a lightning rod. I
considered “That Which Is” to be my “aha” moment in poetry, because
after that, I was able to write poetry virtually on demand. Between 1989
and 1992 alone, I wrote nearly 200 poems.” – Christina Engela.

 
That Which Is (1989)

 
What has been written cannot be unwritten.

Once the writing hand has written, it moves on.
It cannot unwrite that which has already been written.

History - once it has happened, it cannot unhappen.
Once the Hand of God has written and moved on,

It will not go back and unwrite
That which has happened.

The past is the present that was,
And the future is the present that will be.

All mortals as time travelers be,
Destined forever to go forward into what will be.

Mortals can only dwell on that which has happened,
That which is no more.

No one can go back.
What is written cannot be unwritten.

For if we could, the past would be the future
And what was written would be unwritten.
For then, what could have been, would be,

And what is would be no more.
Time is that which is,

Time is that which is not.
Time is that which was,

Time is that which will be.
Time is existence,
Time is destiny.



 
A Door Called Death (1989)

 
Death is a door, so it's said

Once you're in, you're in, that's all
And it'll stay open till we're all dead.
So if you live, stand strong and tall,

For the door's a small one, so it's said
And if you're careless, you'll bump your head -

But it won't hurt, much, if you're dead!
 

Defeat (1989)
 

Yesterday’s defeat
Is tomorrow’s victory

 
Father (1989)

 
When my father died
So many tears uncried
So much left undone
So much left unsaid;

Nothing that couldn't be said in life
Should be spoken after death.

 
Friendship (1989)

 
A friend is someone who cares,

Stands by you and shares,
Good times and bad, both she bares.

And if she stands by you,
You know she cares.

 
Mother (1989)

 
My mother, the unsung hero
Working from dawn till dusk



And from dusk till dawn
Yet receiving almost zero.

 
My mother, the perfect parent

Loving and caring and always near
When needed, yet she is never heeded

Yet she is always apparent.
 

My mother, tired and alone
Working her fingers to the bone

Just to pay off our home
Yet she is what makes it so.

 
Teacher (1989)

 
Out of times ancient and forgotten,

Comes a creature misbegotten,
Nasty and mean, hateful and cruel

Comes the Teacher, a horrible ghoul!
 

Yet sometimes, at times in-between
The full moon's silver sheen,

The creature, unfeeling and hard
Shows, underlying, its heart.

 
Poetry (1990)

 
Poetry

You will find,
Anyone can do.

Throwing words together
While keeping their meanings

In mind.
Yet behind the words and meanings,

Lie the true intentions.
So look not only at the rhyme,
But look also at the intention



That lie behind,
For they are what I mention.

 
Politics (1990)

 
The only person with whom you can discuss

Politics without receiving much
Hostility, or less than an unsavory cuss

Or even an unpleasant touch
- Is your dog.

 
Poverty (1990)

 
Poverty

Is a big word
For those who live in it.

 
Answers (1991)

 
Of time eternal
Waits the world

Of warriors, kings
And princes –

Forever waiting,
Yet always fleeting,

Always asking
Questions without

Answers.
 

Battlecry (1991)
 

The cry of the warrior, the cry for blood
The one who fights in air, sea and mud.

 
The one who runs, swims and flies
The one who unquestioningly dies.

 



The one who protects
Yet is full of defects.

 
The one who follows the philosophy of the will

Yet even though they may have to kill.
 

The thrill of the hunt, the glory of the kill
The ultimate triumph of body and will!

 
Yet who else truly knows, when a warrior destroys

How much of them dies.
 

Ego Est (1991)
 

Ego est imperator,
To be a self-made man

Who worships his creator.
 

Fate, The Demon (1991)
 

Death the destroyer never is late,
The deceiver of all, the demon called Fate.

 
The killer of love, destroyer of passions

Bringer of injustice, the stealer of rations.
 

From The Barrel Of A Gun (1991)
 

It is all said,
Yet nothing is done.

Such things may only be settled
From the barrel of a gun.

 
Genius (1991)

 
The trouble with being a genius

Is when you try to figure out the meaning of life,



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

You’ve Just Finished your Free Sample 
 

Enjoyed the preview? 
 

Buy:  http://www.ebooks2go.com

https://www.ebooks2go.com/the-upside-of-sadness

	The Upside Of Sadness by Christina Engela
	The Upside Of Sadness
	The Early Years
	Philosophy
	Love & Heartbreak
	The World Around Me
	Torment Of The Soul
	Gender Issues
	Transition
	In Advocacy
	Just For Fun
	About the Author
	Other books by this author
	Connect with Christina Engela



