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So cold, with

water in the air, even

the water heater wears

a scarf riveted 

around red pipes 

and yarn lines

shiver inside

the building’s skin

isn’t too thin—

lets the little sun in—

but it’s too thin

to keep the heat in

lead on, they said

keep on the lid

anger cooled is

pressurized 

depression

‘tis the season

bleaking dreams in-

side my head

seeing paint

on peeling lead

My only happy

holidays are

past and future

thread my newest

scarf with suture

stitch my joy

inside my heart again

give back my scarf

and pipes of red.
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​Laundry In The Rain
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Reflecting on the time my family lived in a converted garage on a Midwest campground

It’s nice to have an indoor laundry room.

For once.

We used to walk outside,

around the house,

and in the back

to wash our clothes

Dodging racoons drunk on some

fermented mushroom,

leaving the puppy inside

quaking at barred owls’ cries

yipping for our return

It wasn’t bad on the way there.

We just hoped the rain would stop

before the dryer was done.
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​My Mother’s House Plants
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its roots wherever it can bloom

no need for water—

her love sustains all

the pots have moved seventeen times

never cracked or chipped, at home

in box and home and moving truck,

just like her unwavering love

Thorns wisp fronds of jade,

spill potted pottery in green

limes round their bending branches

wait for aloe’s soothing mother-touch

clean air in corners crooked

for heads and hearts

join branches with the family tree

that brought you to new roots.
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​Advice My Dad Received As A Young Pastor
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Pack your bags

to stay forever

ready for the next move

Within a year,

Attend at least

A single strong strategic funeral

Stretch your patience

dodge the politics

of carpet color and Kool-Aid

Remember your call

to this human flock

and love them all the same.
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​Children Don’t Pray
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They sit quietly in the pew

Better yet, they’re shuffled off

from holy toils

stuffed into Sunday School boxes

out of mind

so the adults can access heaven. 

They do not pray for themselves

They do not pray for others

And they certainly do not cross the sanctuary 

to hug a weeping stranger

Lest they make me feel callous,

cribbed, confined within my self-selection

for heaven’s comfort

I could not deign to touch a suffering soul

For fear their grief might wake my empathy

or worse, their grief reminds me of my own

stacked like bones behind my closet door

never to be mentioned anymore...

No. Children should not pray. 

The world is far too full of suffering 

to let their love attempt to heal a bit.
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