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My Ashlar

ABOUT THE BOOK

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

My time in poetry workshops became a way to survive and restore my path.

I share this journey so that we can all find the strength to reclaim our own. 

​

​Preface:

​Reclaiming the Poetic Self 

This collection of counter-intuitive poetry serves as a metaphoric obelisk: a monument built from the resilience of the human spirit. My goal is not to rewrite history, but to allow it to unfold with clarity. As a multidisciplinary artist and writer living with disabilities, I believe true strength is found when we move beyond rigid codes to center authentic human values.

These verses offer a practice of restoration—a journey from the physical body to a higher ground. By combining digital collaboration with empathic insight, I provide a craft for mending both body and spirit. This work utilizes poetic forms as a foundation for the lyrical transformation we all need to "get out of our own way."

Through this creativity, we refine a legacy of unity and balance. This is an invitation to build inclusive communities and allow an honest record of human dignity to emerge. While this book stands alone, it is part of a larger mission to leave the world better than we found it. I invite you to read and review this work online.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​I

​FOUNDATIONS
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​The Body Memoir

This mind feels the immediate tragedy. 

The effects of the silent traumas of life. 

As we honor the survivors of military families,

As children live through our histories.

If the past was ever her mystery,

My mother has never forgiven them. 

Yet it was something else the body forgot

As we carry something, we never forget. 

The aimless aches of our progress

Or the pain we strain when opening up.

As I trip over another step in the pavement,

The plantar fascia tendons are stable, creating a limp.

While carrying a 25 lb bag of groceries 

Our arthritic shoulders are attached to the spine

I would say the poet was a painful prophet

If I thought we were meant to be just demons. 
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​A Heart Within A Crystal

The sky is heavy, thick, and gray—nineteen degrees of cold,

The news of twenty-six begins as a harsh story told.

Memoirs of people stack their wisdom, aged and bold,

Like an Ashlar—a foundational hearthstone, squared and carved.

The artist builds a sanctuary for the soul within the yard,

A poet paints the bone, carving glass for winter’s craft.

From the Galaxy, fire flying, falling like a seed of snow,

Panspermia—ancient life-seeds made from silent glow,

Giving birth to gratitude for our electric homes living within this quartz rose stone.
​Finding Love
 

From every scar,
You tell us who we are.
Shame and bravery
light the heart.

You are my distant star,
a constellation there.
Wherever we’ve gone,

Love brings us home.

For all the sisters lost,
Your memory remains.
You bring life home,
I like friendly laughter.

You are my distant star,
a constellation evolving.
Wherever we’ve gone,
We create a community.

​I Will Find You

I will 

Find you again
Within this love
I may
find you again
I will 
find you again

Fill me halfway
With the wisdom
of your love
Help me learn
Help me
open up

I may

find you
In a romantic affair
Like somebody
Who doesn’t care

I will find

you again
I will find 
you again

I heard your poems 

my friend
I hold 
love within

I will 

find  

You

again


​With Me - Now

I saw you across the pond, within a quarter to seven light. 

You breathed me to life, mourning the polluted gray clouds. 

You showed me a world I could never hold. As we stood beside fear and ageless night, becoming holier than ever before.

“Go on,” you said to me. “You are enough. You are here now; you are forever, forever whole now.” 

Stepping on stones, you steadied my heart, with echoing sounds of bones, leaning into our kindred soul. 

“Go on,” you said to me. “You are enough. You are here now; you are forever, forever whole now.” 

Our hopes are stronger to carry their voices, as we lay rhymes with rhythms into their poems - now.

​

​Bone Witness

Behind the glass, the Witness tracks a frequency shift: nine times of golden bone rising from frost. A five to seven-year-old white-tailed sovereign, he sits regal and rooted in silver grass, holding a radial view of the doe and the pond—a reprieve anchoring the weight of the body reflections.

The dawn yawns wide across the walls,

where the silver morning softly falls.

Between five and seven, a quiet light

stills the frantic pulse of night.

A crown of bone, nine tines of gold,

sits rooted as the mists unfold;

In his aging years, his steady breath

holds the line ‘tween life and death.

In radial response, the doe lies near, 

The frequency is crystal clear.

From passivity to an organic grace,

An ancient ritual of silent growth. 

​

​

​Amaryllis Season

The artists born in 1968 stand as a contemporary sight,

disabled witnesses watching by the crypts of night:

The burial vaults where bulbs wait for the light.

They track the Ars nova: the fourteenth-century pulse,

a "new art" rhythm that no winter can repulse,

as green stalks push upward in a silent, steady beat.

They observe the sheaths now unfurling to the eye,

revealing variegated colors where the shadows lie:

vermilion, scarlet hope, and stark white.

An Amaryllis flower breaks the sheath to reveal the stamen and pistil. These plants form a monolith: a single, sturdy scape, rising from the soil in a tall, architectural shape,

holding dormant artifacts that no one's history can escape. It is a ballad of crimson prose, a floral choral,

rising from the metric mensural: the strictly timed notation,

Where every rest is measured—precise and floral, the flowers mirror the souls of the descendants' parade, of the brave soldier and the steady nurse’s aide—

The literal memoir of surviving blooms from the Menorah in a winter room. By late January, the stamen and pistil will yield their trumpets within.

Within a cradle of the musical box, a staff acts as the valiant bridge for inherent survivors to enjoy the birth that arrives this year. 

​

​The 9th Crowned 

The moon turns peach amber as the season fades, where royal maple leaves in final fire burn. The darkness rises, but the stars still gleam, A coat of sheep fur warms the passing dream. For this quiet pause, we find our grateful way, while the machine awaits its better day. The crowned reflection, triumph over pain, Nine points of growth, and begin to reign, 

​
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​Cutting the Stone

In the deep-cut seams of Sullivan County,

Where the New York Quartzite—that hard, ancient rock—

Holds the winter’s light in a frozen bounty,

The writer begins to chip at the block.

The Ashlar rises, squared and strong,

From four hundred years of a silent past;

The Tompkins and Van Duzer song

Finds its melody at long, long last.

But look where the heavy Quartzite breaks,

In the necessary cleaving of the bone;

The Empire of the Excelsior wakes,

Revealing the Opal within the stone.

The Opal, with its shifting, iridescent fire,

Is the individual found in the mason’s chore?

Transmuted now to something higher:

An ornament carved for a spiritual door.

The voice has answered the final call,

Reclaiming the light of the inner oeuvre;

The syzygy aligns for the good of all,

As the New Year stands firm in the hands of the living.

​

​My Needless Heart

They want what they need.

They need what they want.

The poor woman stares 

at the rich woman's tears.

Let's be cheerful and fearless 

through the year.

I needed you, I needed you.

Strive to be rich with my spiritual prayers,

Chasing the person I can not praise.

I needed you, I needed you.

I've been thinking of you,

I'm thinking of you too. 

As I pray for my truth.

For I need you here.
​Lights of nights

We have believed in the 

hangery​[1] dreamers.

In the darkest homes

starving and striving.

My plight brings healing 

for the heroes’ striving.

Struggling as a survivor 

As spiritual souls. 

Surviving on fragments 

With strength in arms

As the harvest wields

timeless leaders goals

The darkest of homes 

Starving and striving 

As a spiritual dreamer
​Your dreams

In the night 

This dream is beaming.
as the futures are  
breaking.  

You might be right,

as we reach out

My pulse just might

like a lit sky.

While we wake,

Something is beating

and shifting the distance
Chasing a mythical mystery
In the night 

These dreams are beaming 

as the future is 

breaking.
​Cards for the belated

I had to send you

this message to

I wish you happiness.

Sent with laughter and cheer

I wish you a better year.

You lit up my days and nights,

During the Festival of Lights.

May you enjoy every meal together 

Even when we are miles apart.

Lights,

Tissues, 

And bless you.

This card

Reminds me of you.

I didn't want to email you.

This card I am addressing. 

I wish you the best

This New Year gives.

These are the memories

messages and letters 

I send you, especially.

During the holidays together,

I want to let you know, I remember.

You're invited and welcome to stay.

For the holidays. 

I will remember the time, 

We exchange treasures.

I wanted to tell you,

You are the best presence. 

I don’t know where to start.

May all your dreams sparkle.

May this card embrace 

the way I hold our memories. 

Happy New Year, Sister.
​Someone knows 

How does it feel 

to hear the loneliness

The ill effects 

of wrongfulness

How's it feel

To care for the people

Instead of the individual

That longs for your service

We have been here

Waiting on suitcases

Abandoned dream

Commiserating in misery

How does it feel

For the baby

For the child

For the boy

The girls hear the screams.

In the distance

Though it seems

Within them

It is somewhere else

Wondering and wondering

Where are we going

Where have we been

Between the maple

In the games

That politicians play

Like the birch trees

Autumn has fallen

Into flakes of winter scenes

With little heat to dream

As the elderly lie awake

We remember how she used to be

Lying on the sofa Reading

About other people's unity

In the abundance of money

How does it feel

Where have I been

Lying

​Polluted Blessings






​Harvesting
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​All Small Voices Grow 






​Quiet and Shy








​Love is here






​A Veil of White







​An Anthem for Them 
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