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  Section 1: Inspired Courage
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"God is our refuge and strength,
    an ever-present help in trouble."


—Psalm 46:1






      ***

“Courage doesn't always roar. 

Sometimes it's the quiet voice at the end of the day saying, ‘I will try again tomorrow.’”

 — Mary Anne Radmacher















  
  I Lift My Glass


I lift my glass to 
my imagination.
You bright, wild prism of color-light
            streaming through,
filling me up with ideas.
 
I imagine
words flowing
            together
to make a toast,
            burned or bubbly,
always a texture on my tongue.


      ***
Footnote
"I Lift My Glass" came from listening to a song by Pink and then imagining what I might lift my glass to in my life as a toast, something that I could say I felt proud of, or felt worthy of toasting. My imagination is a gift I thank God for every day. 








  
  To Speak


I stand collected 
but falling apart,
my breath connected
with fears in my heart.
 
I hold onto my words
under my breastbone,
caught in a mind storm
whipped in a maelstrom.
 
That’s how I yearn to speak.
 
With words yet unspoken,
truths I can’t hold onto,
inside what’s been broken
for too long to hide.
 
I told a truth once,
under safe promise,
but shame fell, not once,
but twice, thrice, foolish me.
 
I learned not to speak.
 
Yet, I yearned to speak.
 
So, I spoke
in words halting—
like I loved commas,
inside falling
into soul rhythms.
 
I found inner voice,
wrote ink on paper,
captured silent noise,
wind-storms abated.
 
So, I speak.
 
I taste the words first,
feel them build on breath,
teach my voice to thirst
for syllables demanding
 
to speak.


      ***
Footnote
This poem is rooted in my experience of speaking up about abuse as a child and being shamed for telling the truth. For years, I believed my voice had caused only harm. I later learned that intervention had occurred and that speaking had mattered, even when it came at great personal cost. I share this as a reminder that speaking the truth, especially when it is costly, still has power.






  
  Fears


I yearn to speak but 
fears
strangle
me
cold.
Fears
caution:
undertows,
deep
fears.
But I yearn to speak. 


      ***
Footnote
This poem revisits the themes of To Speak within the "skinny" poetry form, known for single word lines with repetition. While I enjoy conversations and public speaking most of the time, the fears I have about speaking still resurface from time to time. 







  
  Stating My Name


I’ve never been good at 
stating my name simply
in introductions.
I feel a need to discuss, 
describe,
explain,
give history,
both personal and actual,
and historically factual,
until most people
shift their eyes
and step away.
But despite all that,
I love my name.
It’s the sound my parents gave me,
the syllables that shaped me,
it's meaning personal to me,
and the people I love
don't walk away. 


      ***
Footnote
"Stating My Name" captures a feeling I return to often. Having an uncommon name has shaped how I move through the world and how I understand identity, voice, and belonging. I have written and spoken about names before and will again, as they remain a source of reflection, creativity, and meaning in my life.







  
  A Voice


Having a voice isn’t the same as using one 
boldly,
knowing
words
dance
boldly
into
heart’s
rhythms,
boldly
using a voice isn’t the same as having one.


      ***
Footnote
We each have a voice. During my years as a teacher, I sought to encourage students to use their voices with purpose in their writing and in their lives. This poem grew out of that belief.







  
  Considerations


Am I like an ant? 
            Possibly, but no.
I don’t like colonies.
 
Am I like a dolphin?
            Free to leap and dance?
I would like to be.
 
Am I like the ostrich?
            Flightless and aggressive?
Sometimes.
 
I think of the owl, waking at odd hours,
Hooting lively, chuckling over dinner,
Swooping across the dusky sky
To hunt, nest, wing home to rest.
 
More so, I am an owl, yes.
 
Or am I like a dragon,
            With a book hoard.
Or a phoenix,
            Rising from the ashes?
Yes, and yes, again.
 
I am
an owl-dragon-phoenix creature,
Living wild in my mind.
 

      ***
Footnote
This poem grew out of an imaginative consideration of which animal—or creature—I might most resemble. I’m not particularly drawn to the idea of spirit animals, but when I think in terms of symbols for myself and for my writing, I struggle to settle on a single one. This poem reflects that tension and playfulness: the attempt to name something complex, shifting, and layered, using images that feel true rather than fixed.







  
  Words Dance


I open my notes 
to find poems and lists.
Somehow,
the two
smash together in synchronistic rhythm,
and I wonder if lists are poems
in disguise.
 
Storage cubes
Bananas  
Cucumbers
Peppers, red and gold
Earl Grey tea
Energy drinks
New jeans
Art for empty walls
 
To speak
of the heart
under and over
the matter,
soul patterns found
in pottery shards,
dug up by dusty hands.
 
Specificity,
syllables in motion,
list or poem?
Both?
Neither?
Does it matter?
Words dance.


      ***
Footnote:
"Words Dance" stared in line at Target, as I gazed at my list and wondered if lists could be everyday poems all by themselves. 







  
  Sleeper Wakes


She hears the thirteenth clock strike noon. 
No prince breaks the bramble gate.
Instead, a whisper cuts the curse:
“Rise, child of dust and dawn.
Storms need singers, not silence.”
She stands on shaky ankles,
brushes off a century of hush,
and speaks—
one word,
bright as brass.


      ***
Footnote:
What if Sleeping Beauty woke, not by prince's kiss, but by a whisper? Who would wake her? And why? Maybe she has a purpose, maybe she has power, and that was why she was silenced, but it's also why she needs to wake.







  
  Sticks and Stones*


Sticks and Stones, 
Words and Bones,
once hurled, they dig sharp
roots under our skin, branching
into veins of memory –
Pulse of our inner lives.
We walk wounded,
scarred beneath the skin.
When I hear of another suicide:
I remember my mother’s plans shared at the kitchen table after school—so many ways to die.
I remember the man standing on top of the bridge—
taking his last step.
I remember her. My mentor. My inspiration. My first and last idol.
How do we live with these?
How do we simply be?
We cling to faith.
That is all.


      ***
Footnote
My life has been marked by some hard experiences, both publicly and privately. This poem holds those realities alongside my ongoing faith in God’s goodness, which has remained a source of grounding and hope.
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