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  "creativity is magic. 


  when we create something,


  we add a little bit of magic


  to the universe."


  -avijeet das 


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


  "this world is not made of shades of gray. it is made of colours like azure and coral and emerald and marigold. but it insists on painting everything in black and white and fitting it into boxes that it understands. do not do that to yourself. paint your personality a million different colours. leave them scratching their heads, unsure of how to handle the magic that you are." - nikita gill 
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  the barn owl 


   


  one day


  i didn't feel


  as if i 


  were enough,


  suspended


  in this limbo of


  wondering what to


  do with my existence


  and wondering if i deserved to;


   


  that's when i saw the


  barn owl—


   


  they've always seemed the


  most magical of owls


  to me,


  and they looked at me and


  i looked at them;


   


  and then i realized


  i was magic—


   


  didn't need to ask the world


  for the right to exist,


  simply the space to;


   


  and so i will not apologize


  if i am too much for i have


  swallowed down too much of


  myself for far too long.


  -Linda m. crate 


   


  stepping into my magic 


   


  if you ask me to be anyone less than me, then you simply won't be given a seat at my table; it's personal—because all my life people wanted a certain version of me rather than the whole of me, and i will not be ashamed of containing multitudes simply because not everyone else does; and just because i'm not your cup of tea doesn't mean that i don't deserve to exist and be myself—i am magic, i am dreams, i am light, i am love, i am crow song and moonlight, i am lilies and wildflowers; i am everything and nothing all at once—i will not apologize for taking up space any longer because i deserve to be my true self, not everyone will like it or agree and that's for them to decide; but i am done dulling my sparkle and cutting myself into shapes which are not mine simply to be accepted by people i'm not even sure i even like let alone want to be around more than i need to be—i am kind, but i won't let the ruthless tear apart everything i like in myself so i can be the trophy of another person they tore from themselves; i will always be me and in there i find my freedom from the cruelty of this world—to ask anyone to be anything less than themselves is simply monstrous, and i will not stand for it; if you cannot accept every part of me then don't think i will stay or shape shift into someone else for your pleasure—if you don't want my usagi, then you don't get my sailor moon; if you don't want my crescent moon then i can frequent other skies—there are some who appreciate my light, my love, my dreams, and my magic; and they are the ones that will have my heart—i don't want to be cherished or half-loved by people who ultimately will not accept me, i deserve better than to be used by anyone in this universe; so i am choosing to become and i love every step i take in my own magic too much to surrender myself to anyone.


  -Linda m. crate 


   


  they can choke, disrespectfully 


   


  not all monsters have fangs, in fact most of the monsters i have met have been humans i was told were good people; but their actions proved they were the worst sort of people, in the end—my heart has always been filled with love, but now knows rage because of all the monsters who've torn and clawed at me my entire life; trying to rip me into the fabric of someone new—i spent years hating myself, misunderstanding myself, feeling disconnected from myself because they said i wasn't good enough; but in all reality they were simply saying i was being too much of myself—well, they can choke; because i am no longer ashamed of myself, my magic, my heart—i am no longer ashamed of my soul, my songs, my light, my darkness, my dreams, my thorns, my thistles, or my swords; i contain multitudes: i am both warrior and peace maker, writer and reader, dreamer and nightmare, goddess and monster; i apologize for none of these for they all make me who i am meant to be—when you ask someone to be less of themselves or to be someone else, you truly are a monster; because to be one's authentic self is freedom—but maybe you know that, if so, that makes you the most unforgiving sort of villain; the one i cheer for when karma slaps them in the face so hard they are never able to catch their breath—i am kind, but i am fierce; my kindness is no weakness and my peace doesn't mean i have not known war—you may remember me differently than you see me now, but i am no longer that rabbit hearted girl; i am the phoenix always rising from the ashes and i will burn my enemies in my flames.


  -Linda m. crate 
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  going to keep shining 


   


  spent a lot of my life


  trying to swallow


  my shine so others could


  be comfortable, i am 


  no longer dimming


  my light;


   


  wear glasses or go blind—


   


  i am finally comfortable in


  my own skin,


  and i am a daughter of


  the moon;


   


  i was never meant to hide


  and i will make waves when


  necessary—


   


  you don't have to like me,


  but i don't have to care;


  i am worthy and i always was—


   


  had too many people making me


  think i wasn't simply because


  i gave them a discount when i should've


  charged them double for having access


  to me,


   


  but now i know better;


  so either enjoy your spot at my table


  or leave if you're a hater because


  i am going to keep shining.


  -Linda m. crate 
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