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From the Author
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As the author of Shaping A Tideline: Selected Poems and Prose, I'm excited to share this book with you. Each word, each line, has been carefully crafted with the hope that it resonates with you, provokes thought, and stays in your heart and mind. This collection isn't just my voice but a vessel for the changing tides of thought and emotion that shape us all.

In these pages, you'll find verses and prose that are both simple and layered with meaning. Figures of speech dance across the lines, inviting you to see the familiar in new ways and the abstract with clarity. My hope is that these writings encourage you to pause, ponder, and discover truths that aren't just mine but yours too.

Some pieces are like whispers, delicate and fleeting. Others may challenge or provoke, reflecting life's contradictions. Yet each piece aims to connect—to be felt as deeply as it was written. They are offerings, not answers, inviting you to explore your own interpretations and find a personal and universal conversation in their rhythms.

As the final lines echo in your mind, I hope they leave you with a sense of peace, wonder, or a yearning for more. It's in the space beyond words where the most profound connections are made. And if my words inspire even a glimmer of thought or feeling within you, then my purpose as a poet will be fulfilled.
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Why I’m Not Seeing Fireflies Anymore
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They used to light up the night, 
a flicker here, then gone—a dance 
we took for granted, little green-gold 
stars close to the ground.
Now the fields hold only silence, 
a shadow of their old glow, 
like the earth forgot the dance, 
or the sky stopped calling.
Maybe we pass on 
the memory of their soft light, 
a lantern we keep for kids 
who’ll ask where the lights went,
and why we never learned to love 
what shines without needing to stay.
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What If Flowers Don’t Fade


[image: ]


What if each petal 
stayed sharp and never bent, 
never changed with the seasons, 
each bloom the same red, the same shape, 
lined up like mirrors in the sun?
And what if, under their unchanging petals, 
they spoke like rustling leaves, 
telling stories not of growth or loss 
but words on repeat, petals with no memory?
Would we still stop to listen and look, 
if their faces were always the same— 
if they told us nothing about time passing, 
if they never knew how to let go?
Maybe the beauty is in the fading, 
in the total surrender to the wind and soil, 
in knowing that what blooms 
must find its own way to silence.
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Letting Go
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We carry so much, 
bright distractions piling up, 
full of little things we think 
will make us feel complete.
Our eyes get tired, 
blurred by the noise we create, 
forgetting the silent shine 
of stars above, the whispers of grass below.
What if we let it all go, 
each unnecessary weight, each empty sparkle, 
until we are light enough to see clearly, 
bare enough to feel the world’s gentle rhythm, 
and maybe, learn how to really listen?

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Home
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How far is home from here? Sometimes it feels like an impossible question, like “home” can’t be measured in miles or time. It’s as if the distance is hidden, somewhere between what we know and what we hope to remember.

Home might be the stretch of a familiar road under the same stars we watched as kids, back when the night seemed endless and full of possibilities. But roads change, stars move, and even the skies we trusted have shifted. What we thought would stay the same has changed little by little, leaving us to wonder if “home” was real or just how we once saw the world.

Maybe home is the familiar voices that know our name, a comforting scent we carry without noticing. But people leave, voices fade, and those scents that felt like anchors become memories. When we go back, it's not the same house, the same room, or even the same us walking through the door. We wonder, did we change, or did home move while we weren’t looking?

Maybe home is just a mutter inside, calling us toward something whole but unknown. It guides us forward, moving to a rhythm only we can hear. And we follow, hoping the ground beneath us will change, and we’ll finally know when we arrive.

So how far is home? Maybe it’s closer than we think, or maybe it was never meant to be reached at all. Maybe “home” is not a place, but how we move through life—holding on to the reflections of our past, the dreams of what might be, and the thread that ties us together even as everything else changes.
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Creed
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If the road ahead gets blurry 
and you can't see the way forward, 
turn inward where paths are waiting. 
Look for the places inside you 
that light hasn't reached yet, 
and soften the walls you've built, 
brick by brick.
Learn to stand still with strength 
and gather the pieces you've set aside. 
In time, you'll grow into yourself, 
each moment a step toward 
what was always yours. 
When you look up again, 
the way forward will be clear,
or maybe it was never hidden at all.
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What We Know
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We read the soil like it's a message, 
trace rivers like veins, connecting promises 
between mountains and oceans. 
Stone remembers, but it stays silent.
We say the land is ours, 
draw lines on maps, give it names 
it never asked for. 
We build, break, dig deeper, 
hoping roots will reveal 
something sacred under the rock.
But the land is patient. 
It watches in silence, 
ancient and unchanging, 
holding its truths like seeds 
waiting for a wind 
that doesn't need our approval.
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