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for hearts that collide

this was written for us

for those who believe in the healing of broken hearts

and for anyone who has ever shattered,

may this be a constellation to help guide you back to yourself.

for those who need a way to begin again.
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i. lessons in frailty
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I have to tell you something, I said.

I’m not going to lie. I have to tell you.

I have this God-shaped hole in my heart,

and I think you do too.

—RICHARD VAN CAMP, THE LESSER BLESSED




dear moon

hollow out my memory to a tree trunk

turned canoe so I may sail away from

the sea of you, waiting, ready to burst

into Milky Way. indistinguishable pieces

every time my mouth opens to encircle

your name but my lips dare not form the shape.




reflections of the moon

in the beginning, Earth yearned for a companion, the Sun,

someone to share in the gifts: land, water, and

life. even light needs balance, darkness, death

to understand the push pull, days

echoing continuously. so, Earth gave an offering

to the sky, to become the Moon.

ever since, the sun dreams growth

believing we would know—love intertwined

with loss if only we would look up each night.

but, we buried Earth’s sacrifice, caught in

our own wayward wanderings.

the stars aren’t the only ones capable of falling




the weight of water

I

When I first arrived into this world, I flew

on ancient winds. I was born into a creation story.

II

Long ago, my great-great-great-grandmother met

her other half. He, too, flew on winds, then as one of

many grains of sand—each split in half looking

for the other. Back then, humans were only spirits

searching for connections. Long ago, a single grain found

another, my grandmother. So, they asked the Creator

for bodies, to know what it was like to touch each other.

They did and foresaw their child would die in birth.

So they prayed—Save her, each sacrificing

something in return. The man entered the spirit world

as a horse and the woman opened herself up

from the center to give him a piece of her

to remain connected.

III

In the middle of the desert

there is a lake created out of tears. Long ago

there was a mother with four daughters:

North, East, South, and West. Once they grew up

each daughter left to follow her own direction.

Saddened by this loss, the mother cried

so intensely the skies envied her ability to create

such moisture. Days turned to months, months to

years and tears gathered in salty pools that gravitated

toward each other’s weight. Unable to release

her bitterness, the mother turned to stone.

Today, the Stone Mother waits.

Come back to me my children.

Come back to me.
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