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Chelsea (Chels) Taylor is a passionate mother of  two who believes that giving yourself  “Pleasure 
Permission” is fundamental to life happiness and that self-care should be taught in schools.  

Chels is a Certified Body Ecology Health Coach and businesswoman who has worked in corpo-
rate Australia for over 20 years. She believes that regularly doing things you are passionate about 

is one of  the keys to healing and achieving vitality and in line with that, loves to write poetry 
which she posts on her blog www.chelstaylor.com 

http://www.chelstaylor.com
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This poetry book is dedicated to all soul teachers, of  which there are many, near and far. You know who you are. Thank you for 
introducing me to the light and guiding me on my path. 



& 

It could be argued that all poetry has some kind of purpose, whether it’s to amuse, inform or to help cleanse the soul.  
The poems in this book are written from a deep connection with what I like to call “Source” and personally, I think their 
purpose is to help to improve your day, stimulate healing and the cultivation of consciousness. 

You will gain the most from this book if you can remain open and let the words speak to your soul. 
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I’ve always written poetry and proudly penned my first song “Springtime” at age seven. From memory, 
the key lines were “Springtime, springtime, oh how I love springtime. When you are with me I feel so 
happy. Oh how I love springtime”. Well, I like to think I’ve made a little progress since then. 

As a teenager, most of my poems were dark; either about unrequited love or the supernatural.  At the 
time, I thought my best work was a poem called “The Great Devil King”. The only words I can recall now 
are “The water I pail makes no difference, this ship is sinking fast”.  Hmmm, the uplifting words of a brood-
ing adolescent! I think we can leave those well alone.

My 20s saw me absorbed in career-building in the corporate world. I worked long hours and largely for-
got about poetic verse, except when things got really bad or funny, producing such titles as “Hit ‘n’ Miss, 
A Night on the Piss” (an ode to my dear husband and his mates), and a song titled “Stab You in the Eyes!” 
after one particularly long, hard day in the office. In my early 30s, motherhood, combined with my corpo-
rate career, almost swallowed me whole. In amongst all of the things I was “doing”, I had forgotten to do 
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anything that fed my soul. Bottom-line: I was devoid of passion and sadly I had actually forgotten what I 
was even passionate about.  I’d lost myself somewhere between mashed pumpkin and corporate spread-
sheets, and it didn’t feel nice.

After this realisation, I searched, soul-dived and peeled back more layers than exists in a bag of onions. 
My biggest “take-out” of all of this work was the need to express myself through my writing in some 
shape or form. I also found a need to show deep support for other people, particularly women. On Valen-
tine’s Day 2014, my Purposeful Passion Facebook Page was born (since renamed Chels Taylor). At the 
time I didn’t really know what I was doing, but I knew I needed to have a voice. So for the first few months 
I simply cheered other women on, raving about their achievements to my mini-handful of followers. One 
day during meditation, I had this idea come to me to post a poem. I was scared, but I did it and soon I 
could see that it seemed to be of far more interest to my audience than any of my prior posts. Buoyed on 
by this little bit of success, another jolt of inspiration saw me come up with the idea of a weekly poem and 
“My Monday Muse” was born as a regular Facebook feature. I soon had a nice little following amongst my 
friends and other people who had discovered my writing online. 
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Happily, my writing had moved on from the dark days of teenage angst and the variable thoughts of my 
20s, and become more uplifting. My Monday Muse usually saw me write the poem on the same day it was 
posted. I’d find a quiet 10 minutes at some point in the day and see what would come to me. Writing this 
sort of thing has never been an effort because in an odd way, it actually doesn’t feel like it’s me writing at 
all. I’m simply the vessel for whatever the Universe wants to convey. Usually there will be a topic or feeling 
that I am either pondering or grappling with and before I know it, I’ve just got to write something down. 
Many of the poems in this book are from the “My Monday Muse” collection. It’s no accident that there hap-
pens to be 27 of them. Three, nine and 27 have always been my lucky numbers.  I trust that you will bene-
fit from reading them as much as I benefited from writing them.  

Chels xxx
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What’s your definition of success; is it suits and ties,
Corner offices, cars and houses and things that money buys?
The shiny obs that make us feel a little bit spesh,
The material stuff that makes us forget we’re more than bones and flesh.
How do you rate your happiness on a scale of one to ten?
And if you had your time over, would you do it all again?
Only you can answer and let the truth be known.
In the end what really matters is how much you’ve grown.
I’m not talking about your height, and certainly not your girth.
What I want to know, is what your spirit’s worth?
Have you travelled far enough along your chosen path,
To be of service to others and forgive the past?
For living life’s a journey, a privilege and an art.
What matters at the very end is how well you’ve used your heart.
So spread the love, don’t hold back, be kind and never cruel.
Use your passion like you would use high-octane fuel.
Let your joy light you up and it will be contagious.
That’s the secret that’s kept the human spirit alive through the ages.
It’s your turn now so relax and bring a smile to your lips,
Knowing that an open heart is at your fingertips.
All you really need to do is let your radiance out.
So banish all the fear and shelve any doubt.
Release your truth into the world without inhibition,
And in doing so, give yourself divine pleasure permission,
To be the person that you know you are meant to be,
Full of heart, love and soul; vibrant and free.



, EB EB - CC

Passion is a virtue,
Not to be dismissed,
But cultivated and caressed,
Nurtured and nourished.

Feed your passion,
Earth, water, sun, air,
Give it love,
And life, if you dare.

And if you do
Allow it to grow,
It will reward you
With exuberant glow.

But if you forget it,
Do not heed its call,
Dried out and depleted
You will stumble and fall.

So, take my advice,
And listen well,
Feed and fuel your passion,
And enjoy life you shall!



, G EB B C

Sometimes it takes some delving,
Planning, shifting, shelving,
A bit of nous, a whole lot of guts,
To pull yourself up out of the ruts.

With passion in mind and the end-game in sight,
It’s time to shine, turn on your light.
Never shrink or play small,
Stand up straight and walk tall.

What you’ve got is what we need,
Take your time and take some heed,
Knowing that somewhere we all had to start,
Follow your dreams and stay true to your heart.



, D D B D

When passion and determination meld together,
Synchronicity steps in and begins to deliver.
The fire in the belly, and a will of iron,
Is a combination that’s truly divine.
For they say “talent’s a dime a dozen”,
But it’s motivation and determination that will get you buzzin’,
So draw on your gifts and give them light,
Hold steadfast your focus and watch passion ignite.
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Take time to share,
If you dare,
Your talents and your dreams.

For if you do,
You’ll see it’s true,
That you help others unlock theirs.

Don’t be shy,
Or ask why,
Just go ahead and shine.

Dispel your doubt,
And let it out,
It’s well and truly time.



&
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What’s the recipe for feeling good?
It’s not doing everything that you think you should!
Ticking every box, here and there,
Will only lead you to despair.
Relentless striving to get “it” all done,
Will zap your energy and mute your fun.
Because as soon as you complete all your to-do’s,
Others appear to give you the blues.
So celebrate that you’re in demand,
Step back, breathe and take command.
Decide what’s achievable for you today,
And let the other things enjoy delay.
Cross out the tasks that do not serve,
And learn to say NO, with plenty of nerve.
For being all things to everyone,
Is a sure-fire way to come undone.
For burn-out awaits on the other side,
Of pushing too hard and continuing to strive.
Delegate, be done with and seek support,
And you’ll soon realise how hard you’ve fought,
To stay afloat for far too long.
It’s time to sing a different song,
That includes some notes to soothe your soul,
And make FEELING GOOD your number one goal.



, - CEB - B CC

It’s time to give “Pleasure Permission”,
To love-it-up, this is your mission.
Banishing boredom and getting back in your groove,
Getting your mojo on the move.
Allowing joy and a whole lotta fun,
It’s your time to dance in the sun.
So come with me now and don’t hold back,
You need it, you want it, you’re on the right track.
A little bit of self-lovin’ will see you through,
Together there’s so many things we can do.
Pleasure comes in so many forms,
Be brave, be bold, let’s explore.
Make a list, then do it twice,
Really get honest about what FEELS nice.
No limitations, no laws to abide,
Love-it-up Sister, this is your ride!
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Do you have a place inside which welcomes your retreat?
Somewhere safe, just for you where you can get some relief?
A destination of nurture, love and joy, where you can just sit and be,
To ponder, wonder, dream and dance and let your mind run free.
Mine’s a crimson chamber full of velvet and silks of red,
It has a golden chandelier and a luscious, big day bed.
It’s where I go to have a rest when I know that I am done,
Tucked away in my mind’s eye for my own pleasure and fun.
You can imagine your own oasis as whatever you’d like to see,
Somewhere inside that allows you to rest, recover and just be.
Choose colours that you love and let creativity run wild.
There are no limitations on what you create inside.
And when the day gets too much and you’re feeling all undone,
Close your eyes, retreat within and find your pleasure and fun. 
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When I was young I was taught “Self-discipline’s the key”,
And to this day I still concur, oh yes indeed, siree.
But what I’ve come to know is it’s not all about hard yards,
Sometimes self-discipline dictates a rest is on the cards.
For me it’s easy enough to work a 24-hour day,
What’s hard sometimes is making time to stop and walk away.
So I’ve turned my SD model completely on its head,
Sometimes I even let myself take a break and go to bed!
It doesn’t matter what you do to give yourself a rest,
The key is to take some time to help you be your best. 
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Sometimes some introspection is what you need to do,
A deep, heart-felt exploration of the inner workings of you.
Not a glossy surface examination of your emotions today,
But an in-depth, honest look at why you feel this way.

To trawl the depths of your psyche and mind,
Is fascinating, who knows what you’ll find?
Focus on love and keep it real,
And you’ll soon figure out how you want to feel.  
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A little bit of pleasure,
Is what we all should treasure.
A rest with a book,
A pause, an inward look.
A walk in the green,
Or by the sea’s shimmering sheen.

Remember, “busy-ness” won’t set you free,
But will dry out your essence, stifle your “She”.
So, take some time and go within,
Reconnect, regroup and ignore the spin.
Listen to your heart and sit awhile,
Switching off from the noise is so worthwhile.
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Sometimes I get all edgy about where I am at,
And start berating myself for this or for that.
My Monkey Mind takes over and boy is it cruel,
Chastising and fraternising with my inner fool.
It loves to have a field day, discussing all my flaws,
And has no hesitation, in getting out its claws.
Eventually I decide I’ve had enough of the flack,
It’s time to stop listening and take my power back.
Reflect and remember that I really ain’t that bad!
In fact, inside I’m very kind and for that I’m glad.

Why is it that we berate and belittle ourselves so?
When really we should encourage and give ourselves a go.
This human frailty, so it seems, affects everyone.
It’s the main reason why so many come undone.
Love yourself as you would a dear sweet friend,
Forget the critic, practise compassion and allow your heart to mend.
Nurture, honour and care for that little child within,
Enjoy the good fortune that self-care will bring.
And when that nasty monkey rears its ugly head,
Starve him of attention, ‘cause he’ll fade if he’s not fed.
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When frustrations get the better of you,
Here’s a recipe for just what to do:
Switch off your computer and Wi-Fi too,
And go and get your walking shoes.
Seek out nature and take a stroll,
Let in some pleasure, for it’s like gold.
Free your mind from the turmoil inside,
Breathe in and out and flow like the tide.
When you’re calm and ready to begin,
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Beauty’s in the eye of the beholder, they say,
So why should it matter anyway?
What pleases your eye may be indifferent to mine,
What I find unsightly, to you may be fine.
 
Why do we pinch and pluck and nip,
Torture ourselves about the size of our hips,
Plump our lips and still our face,
To win the anti-aging race?
 
If we could only remember we are enough,
We’d have no need for that kind of stuff.
Real beauty shines from the heart and soul,
Radiant and contagious, it’s like gold.
 
Cherish your temple and treat it well,
On the mirror reflection, do not dwell.
And please be aware of how I see you,
Perfect and whole, with your light shining through. 



,

Sometimes there’s days when taking off feels too much to bear,
Don’t distress or give it up, it’s true we’ve all been there.
Just take some time and let love in until you’re ready to rise,
When it’s right you’ll find some wings that are the perfect size.
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A wise soul once said to me,
“You need to change the way you think, you see,
It’s your perception that’s bringing you down, 
Your thoughts will help replace your frown.
Open your mind up and you’ll soon realise,
That just being alive is the prize.
The things you seek come from within, 
When you trust your heart, it starts to sing”.

Sometimes I forget this grounded advice, 
Being back on the treadmill doesn’t feel nice.
I feel my mind and body getting tense,
And start looking through a darker lens.
The colour drains from my daily life, 
And I know I’m heading towards some strife.
The overwhelm starts to get too much, 
And I really feel like I’ve had enough.

But then those wise words come back to me,
I embrace and allow them to set me free.
For my mind knows that life’s but a game,
And in our hearts we are all the same,
Wanting sweet love over rejection,
Craving self-care and reflection.

Change the way you think today,
And let your fears be washed away.
Remember that you have a choice,
And give your heart back its voice.
Evoke the colour in your world,
And let all the goodness and light unfurl. 
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It’s time to rest your weary head,
The day’s but done, forget your dread,
Turn inward sweet one and rest awhile,
Let you lips curve into a smile.
Think not about a world of woes,
But focus on love, peace and flows.
Relax and let you mind roam free,
Dream, ponder and imagine what could be.
Take a holiday on the inside,
Release yourself from the bind.
Welcome peace and tranquillity,
Forget the “so-called” reality.
For your perception is what matters,
It can have your life in tatters,
Or it can see you floating free,
It’s all about the state of the mind, you see.
And you can choose what that is,
So opt for love, ease and bliss.
And even when times get tough,
You feel so tired you’ve had enough,
Remember, you can choose inner peace,
The bliss that you crave is always in reach.
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When you wake from slumber in the early morn, 
Do you feel the magic and know that you’re reborn?
Does your body sparkle and feel the way it’s meant to be,
Can you feel your essence, magic and full-force inner chi?
Is every cell a diamond, sparkling ever-bright?
Are you glowing, transcending and feeling oh so light?
But, in coming back to consciousness, does it dissipate,
As your monkey mind brings stories for your body to relate?
Do little aches and pains slowly creep their way back in,
Leaving you feeling astonished at what perception brings?
Sometimes the reality the mind creates is not where we want to be,
Our thoughts invite pain and stop us from being free.
But surely if we’re aware we can turn it all around,
Through supreme self-care and love, magic will be found.
For worry is a useless waste of time and energy,
That sucks at our life-force and drains our inner chi.
Focusing on the present and giving thanks for your life,
Is the key to feeling good and staying out of strife.
And if you want to bring sparkles into every day,
Then try to practise living, in a conscious way. 
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Some friendships are fragile things,
Held together with delicate strings.
We cling and we strive,
Just to keep them alive.
We pray and we wish,
For a hug and a kiss,
When really, we should let sleeping dogs lie.

It hurts at the time, 
Questions faith in divine,
Takes us to hell,
Holds us under its spell,
Messes the mind,
Feels awfully unkind,
And that’s just to name a few.

If we let go of the reins,
And deal with our pains,
Let real love grow,
Help magic to flow,
Open our heart,
And make a new start,
We’ll find friends much more like kin. 

Strong women and men,
Who give ten out of ten,
Are open and ready,
Stable and steady,
Love us today,
In every single way,
And stay by our side and thrive. 

So don’t be afraid,
Be bold and be brave,
Knowing that soon,
True friendship will bloom,
Your garden will grow,
From the seeds you will sow,
And love will light you up once again. 
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A bevy of beauties,
A gathering of gals,
A soiree of sisters,
Is more precious than pearls.

Uniquely crafted,
No two are the same,
All big hearted,
Playing life’s game.

The sisterhood lives,
Alive and well,
What each woman gives,
Is hers to tell.

Secret women’s business,
Is ours to share,
Amongst our sisters,
Who want to hear.

Sweet love and devotion,
To our cause,
Freedom in motion,
To open closed doors.

Support and passion,
To see others succeed,
Love and compassion,
For those in need.

Together we stand,
Divided we fall,
Without our band,
We wouldn’t be here at all.

So let us embrace,
The sweet sisterhood,
May divisions erase,
And everyone feel good.
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Until you’ve stood in another’s shoes, to judge just isn’t fair,
Unless you’ve lived their struggle true, you can’t say that you’ve been there.
So pause and ponder and think awhile about their very plight,
Step outside yourself and move away from the fight.
You never know what’s going on for someone day to day,
Assumptions in any form are a dangerous game to play.
Take a breath and see the view in a different light,
Understand that things are not always black or white.
Choose to love, not despise, and let the light shine in,
If you open up your heart and act with grace, then we all win. 
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Making an assumption is a dangerous game to play,
Pretending that you know why others feel that way,
Will only lead to heartache, anxiety and sorrow,
A downward facing spiral is what you will follow.

Before leaping to conclusions and deciding on the facts,
Go within, practise compassion, walk in another’s tracks.
Remember, facts can be allusive, but assumptions are a free-for-all,
But just because they are there, doesn’t make them a good call.
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What if there’s enough room for us all,
No competition, no rise and fall?
Just our uniqueness that shines through,
And connects us divinely with what we should do.
Love and collaboration between sister and brother,
A genuine compassion for the plight of another.
Walking together, over pulling apart,
Will always make for a happier heart.  
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Do you have a “Gratitude Bag”,
Full of “please” and “thankyou” tags,
Ready to be hung on display, 
To help you use your manners each day?

Mine is big and wide and deep,
Inside, many “thankyous” I like to keep,
For you never know when you might need,
To thank someone for a kindly deed.

So keep your gratitude close at hand,
Be generous with thanks, in light you’ll stand,
For it doesn’t cost to say the word,
But, the difference it makes will change your world. 
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It’s on a night like this that I gaze at the sky,
I look up above and it answers my “Why?”
The sheer beauty, the stillness and sound of the bush,
Take me back to my core and reset the “push”.
The striving, the doing, all fades away,
When I reconnect with nature in this very way.
To honour just being alive here and now,
To sit under the stars with my head gently bowed,
In deep contemplation, gratitude and love,
For all that there is, and the wonder above.
The stillness, the quietness, may it always live on,
As my essence, my peace, my love and my song. 
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Creative inspiration will always come your way,
If you let your mind rest and invite a little play.
Sometimes we feel blocked when wearied with woe,
It’s time to take a break, sit back and let it go.
Meditations, visualisations, mantras and more,
It doesn’t matter what you do, no-one is keeping score.
Perhaps for you it’s walking, running, swimming or the surf,
That helps you arrest the “Monkey Mind” and connect with the earth.
Maybe you need yoga or a stroll by the sea,
Or perhaps you crave others and need great company.
The “How” is not important, it’s the “Why” that matters here,
Because finding stillness and presence helps love to banish fear.
It’s always hard to do when the mind is racing ahead,
So find “your” way to reel it in and let joy replace the dread.
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The past, like a movie, plays in the mind,
The future’s ahead, yours to seek and find.
But the present rests in the here and now,
Its stillness is your peace, your love, your how.
 
When lost in idle thought of things long ago,
Or predicting the future, how it will go,
It’s time to look for beauty, this very day,
Enjoy the here and now, before it slips away.
 
Take time to find your peace as it is now,
Go within, forget the why, when or how.
Let the day unfold, invite beauty in,
Sharing your love with strangers, friends and kin.
 
The world will open up before your very eyes,
When you’re in present time, less your disguise.
Be still a moment, let peace come to you,
Being here now is all you need to do.



 

I hope you enjoyed my 27 Poems for Loving Living & Healing. Please visit 
www.chelstaylor.com and signup to receive new works as they’re written.” 
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