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Once Upon a Time
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There once was a time she didn’t feel she was enough

She was told she was too sensitive and too much

because she felt the emotions of others

She gives her heart freely

And she tries to see the good in everything

She felt misunderstood and unsure of where she belonged

Relying on the opinion of others, 

she disregarded her needs

Little did she know,

she only needed her own approval to thrive
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A Man who Feels
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She’s tired of hearts that flex but never feel,

of charm that glitters, hollow as glass

She craves a soul who knows that wounds can heal

By listening first, not letting judgement pass

She needs a man whose strength is grace,

whose pride bends low to meet her teary eyes

Who doesn't flinch when shadows cross her face,

but stays until her inner storm subsides

For empathy’s the fire love must defend

It warms what time and tempers try to chill

Without its light, desire meets its end,

and bodies touch while hearts are standing still

So let him come well aware,

a man who feels and shows her he is there
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A Man who Stays
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I do not ask for riches

or a name that rings beyond these walls

I do not seek grand gestures

or promises wrapped in silk or gold

I ask for hands that build,

not just roofs and walls, 

but laughter at the dinner table,

stories shared at bedtime,

shoulders steady beneath the weight of love

A man who lingers—

Not because he must, 

but because there is nowhere else

he would rather be
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A Simple Life with You
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I don’t need much—

Just a quiet place where the sky opens wide, 

where mornings are slow, wrapped in your presence, 

where the sound of your breathing is the first thing I hear

Let’s leave behind the noise, 

the rush, the weight of what we’re told we need

Give me hands calloused from building something real, 

soil beneath our nails, 

the rhythm of seasons shaping our days

I want coffee on the porch, 

your laughter tangled with mine,

a garden that grows because we do,

dinners made from our own kitchen,

love stitched into every small moment

No grand plans, no chase for more, 

just you and me—

Our days slow as a river, 

our hearts light as the leaves that dance in autumn air

And when the moon rises in the sky,

we will rest beneath the stars,

whispering dreams not of riches, not of fame,

but of another tomorrow

Just like this one

Simple, and ours 
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A Soft Place to Land
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I only ask for this—

The act of kindness,

a place where words do not cut,

where silence is not a weapon,

but a sigh of relief

I have walked through days that felt like storms,

where even the air pushed too hard against me

Where I forgot the weight of my own name 

because the world spoke over it

I need softness—

In the way of rain kissing the earth,

of arms that do not grip too tight, 

of voices that know how to soothe instead of sharpen

Let me rest where understanding lives, 

where I am not asked to explain why I feel the way I do,

where I am held without question,

without demand, 

without the fear of breaking

I only ask for this—

A place where I can breathe, 

a quiet room in someone’s heart,

a moment to be seen and not judged

for needing gentleness at all
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A Song Unshaken
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I want to sing without a trembling breath

Not muffled by the weight of doubt—

To let the notes rise, raw and bright,

from the hush I’ve built around my mouth

I crave the sound of fearless chords

Not perfect, but achingly true, 

where my voice is not a fragile thread, 

but fire spilling through the blue

No judgement waiting in the wings

No silence thick with mockery

Just the drumbeat of my honest heart

Unfolding, newly born

Let the melody break like morning,

clearing all the haunted air

Let me sing as if I’m in the sky

and I’ve forgotten how to care

For every word I could not say, 

for every time I stood too small,

I’ll sing with all the ache I’ve held—

And rise and rise through it all
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Among the Makers
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I long to be where restless dreamers dwell

Their laughter hums like fairies flying in the air

Among the makers, I would make as well

They weave new worlds and stories that sell

Their sparks ignite the evenings with talent

I long to be where restless dreamers dwell

Their thoughts shimmer, twist, and tell

Of beauty born of courage laid bare

Among the makers, I would make as well

Alone, my fire dims inside its shell

But near their light, it burns beyond repair

I long to be where restless dreamers dwell

In a writer’s community, noise breaks their spell

And every soul feels seen, beyond compare

Among the makers, I would make as well

I need to join their orbit, where they excel

To share the beauty of words, imagery, and feelings

I long to be where restless dreamers dwell

Among the makers, I would make as well
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