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    For my mom, your strength and courage never ceases to inspire me.





For Ryan, without you I never would have finished.

      

    


Lotus
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Deep beneath the mud

she plants her roots to begin

ready to venture.

Dark waters blind her

currents thrusting her about

fish threaten to bite.

Still, she continues

climbing through the harsh unknown

persistently tough.

Reaching the surface

she breaks through the barrier

emerging at last.

Now basking in light

she blooms with striking petals

vibrant in color.

Her beauty now shown

an inch above the water

stretching for the sky.




With patience and growth

she proves her resiliency 

divine in her rise.



Much like the lotus

you hold the strength and courage

that longs to flourish.



So trust in yourself

determination within

humbly enchanting.



Aspire to grow

continue in your journey

prepare your petals.









Opal Moon
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I dance with the moon.

luminescent beams stretching

enveloping me.

Iridescent flecks

glittering in the water

silver waves crashing.

I drink in her glow

a sweet elixir of calm

soothing my drained soul.

Beautiful opal

reflecting great in the sky

against dark satin.

She listens to me

inviting me to lament

to shed my heartache.

I allow my tears

to spill into the water

washing them away.

I twirl in the sand

soft below my naked feet

stamping out my woes.

With each swaying leap

sorrow flows from my footfalls

airiness enters.

Her tender grin bright

comforting me from afar

telling me I’m safe.
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Timid Dog in the Window
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I first saw my soulmate in a tiny ad in the corner of the local paper. "This Week's Pets" it read. There she was; my tiny, scared little Zoey. Her profile said that she was found in the streets, approximately three years old, was extremely shy and took a while to warm up to people. Seeing her timid face in the black and white blurry photo, I knew I was meant to be her mom.

I talked to my husband through impassioned tears and we agreed to go visit her at the shelter the next day. I ran to the closest pet store and bought the basics. A dog bed, stairs so she could reach our bed, tons of treats, a collar, leash, a variety of toys, and more. I wanted her to know the second she walked through the doorway that she was our family. I spent that night staring at her photo, imagining taking her on walks, cuddling up to her the minute I got her home. I barely slept because my heart was so full.

The morning came and we took off to the shelter. As soon as we entered the building we were greeted by the loving barks of about 40 dogs, small and large. As we walked to the small section, a wall of happy yipping faces looked at us full of hope. All except one. One small brown dog was curled up in a tight ball, ignoring the noise. My heart sank. My beautiful girl looked as if she had given up hope a long, long time ago. "We're here for you!" I said, my voice cracking from fighting back tears. She lifted her small head and locked eyes with me for a moment, then lowered it like she was being punished.

The caretaker entered the other side of her clear plastic kennel and picked her up. She carried her into a small room where my husband and I were able to be alone with her for a bit to see if we would be a good fit. But I didn't need a testing room, I knew I was going home with this perfect little dog. She sat in the corner of the room, afraid to look at us. I slowly inched my way toward her and lowered myself to the ground. She allowed me to pet her, and I felt a jolt of love shoot through me. I've heard about love at first sight, and that is exactly how I would describe my instant connection to Zoey. My soulmate took the form of a fragile young dog.

We sat in the room for a while, letting her get used to us. After a few more minutes my husband went up front to tell them we were ready to pay for her. I sat there with her, loving every moment of it. But as my husband reentered the room, my smile left. He looked upset and quietly told me, "she's infected with heartworms. It cuts her life in half. The shelter can't afford to give her the treatment. They said they understand if we don't want her since she's sick."

My head was spinning. I looked at Zoey again and this time I couldn't stop my tears. They flooded my eyes and fell with no sign of stopping. How could anyone dream of leaving her behind? She was sick and left in the street. My poor girl needed to be with a loving family who showed her what being a spoiled pet was like. I wiped my face and told him sternly that we would be leaving this shelter with her, heartworms and all. He looked a little apprehensive, but knew I wouldn't be changing my mind.

I carried her to the front desk where my husband filled out the proper documents and paid her adoption fee. I slipped a slip lead over her neck and she again lowered her head as if she were about to be physically harmed. I tried not to pull on the leash too much so she knew I was a gentle mother and the most I would ever do would be to raise my voice. I couldn't believe how sad she was. I wanted to shout from the rooftop that she was going to a warm home where she will grow plump from treats and cuddles. I wanted to stare into her eyes so she could feel the love I already felt for her.

My head was still spinning as we walked outside. Spinning, spinning, I nearly fell over as my vision blurred. My hearing went out and next thing I knew my husband was helping me to sit on the ground. The caretaker had seen me stumble and came outside, already on the phone with first responders. I felt ridiculous that I was causing such a scene. I looked around for Zoey, seeing the caretaker holding her lease, her brown face looking confused and concerned. After the EMTs checked my vitals and I was able to walk again, we took off for home, Zoey sitting uncomfortably in my lap.

I led my sweet pup up the stairs to our apartment. "Welcome to your new home Zoey." She carefully walked inside, sniffing the air. I let her off her leash and she walked around the small apartment, looking at each corner and sniffing every wall. She went into the bedroom where I showed her the dog bed bought just for her. I told her she was more than welcome to sleep in our bed if she wanted to, but that I understood if she needed some time to work up to that. I gave her a couple treats and let her wander.

It took two weeks before she would come cuddle with us. Two weeks of her sleeping in her dog bed, looking like she didn't know if we were tricking her in some way. It was as if she were on guard in case we decided to return her to the shelter, or worse, hurt her. But we were patient. I let her keep her distance for as long as she needed, even though I was dying to hold her in my arms and tell her how special she was. Finally, she came up on the bed and curled up on my pillow next to my head. This beautiful girl was finally able to trust me, and she was finally understanding that she wasn't ever going anywhere without me.

An Afternoon in Autumn
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Crunching through the chilled streets

the cold dark concrete covered with the fallen leaves of autumn.

Kicking up the crisp fiery hues as I walk,

tucking my head down, shielding from the wind.

The crunch makes it hard to hear the soft padding in my mind.

The cozy softness of your coat

is etched into me being traced over and over beneath my fingertips.

The pitter patter as you walk echoes in my ears

as I glance back, wondering if you followed.

But there's only a lonely road trailing behind.

Drifting gently from a solitary branch

two leaves dance in the breeze, their colors blending into one.

Sudden sunlight breaks through the clouds

and touches my skin

reminding me of your warm grin that filled me with hope.

But as the days grow colder, the quieter it seems.

No longer do I hear your soothing sounds.

Closing your light brown eyes,

you drifted asleep, suddenly letting go.

Some low barks in the distance make me shiver.

April Mornings
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The curtains flutter as a pocket of wind comes in wisps.

The smell of freshly cut grass and the rain

wafts into the room.

A bird chirps his morning song

as the sun breaks through a crack in the sky.

I stretch, feeling the night slide off me.

I lick my paws as I do every dawn

preparing for the lazy day ahead.

I smell fresh coffee from the kitchen,

the sign that my human is up.

Slinking from the back of the couch

to the seat,

I scratch at a pillow to fluff it.

Laying down I curl my tail around me

to keep warm.

My human sits next to me, coffee in hand.

She turns and smiles at me.

I meow back to her, saying good morning.

She reaches over to me and pets me softly.

I love Sunday mornings in April.
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Sweetest Taste
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I noticed him the moment he entered the restaurant. His striking features matched that of the description my sister had given me. Sandy blond hair, piercing ice blue eyes, and a smile that would make any woman melt. He was handsome for sure, but it was his outward confidence that really caught my eye. I watched as he swooned the young hostess, her face flushed as she pointed in my direction. He gave her a devilish smile and headed my way. I sat up straight, fixing my satin black dress as I adjusted my seat.

“Hello gorgeous, you must be Addison's sister,” he stretched out his hand across the table and grinned.

“Vanessa. Pleasure to meet with you tonight,” I said as I took his hand. It was soft, yet strong. He pulled out his seat and sat as I poured him a glass of the Merlot I had been nursing during my wait. He picked up the glass and examined the legs, sniffing the open top before he took a small sip. He set it down and looked at me again. His icy eyes made me dizzy.

“Vanessa, that's a beautiful name. Matches such a beautiful lady. Tell me, do you feel odd meeting me for dinner this evening?” I knew what he was getting at. It's not everyday your ex's sister reaches out to you for a semi-blind date.

I leaned forward, gently pressing my arms against my sides to accentuate my breasts. He took the bait and looked down. “I don't find it odd at all. You two simply didn't work out. Who's to say we won't?” I gave him a quick wink and sipped my wine. It tasted of black cherry and cedar, a sweet yet full bodied taste. It danced across my tongue and glided down my throat. Such a beautiful taste.

He smiled once more as I set down my glass. He grabbed a breadstick from the bowl between us and broke off a small piece. He popped it into his mouth, washing it down with another drink from his Merlot. “So,” he began, “what do you already know about me? I hope it's not all bad coming from Addi. She's a peach, but I know I really hurt her when I left her. But it's like you said, we just didn't work out. I knew I needed to cut ties sooner rather than lead her on.”

He seemed so sweet, really. My sister had told me many things about him, mostly with harsh words and cruel intentions behind them. But I didn't care. I wanted to know about him. Something about him had caught my attention and I couldn't shake the spark of interest I felt for him. I remember the first time my sister had brought him home to meet the family over the holidays. It was a shock, as none of us knew she was even seeing anyone. I was out of town, so I didn't get to hear her gush
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