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What This Book Holds

This book is not arranged as a story with a beginning and an end.
It is arranged as a field of moments.
It is about continuing when life does not resolve—
when responsibility remains, when love does not fix what it holds,
and when much of what matters must simply be carried.
You may read straight through, or enter wherever something recognizes you.

Some poems move quickly. Others require time. A few ask you to stop.

These poems are not written to instruct or persuade. They are written to witness—what it looks like to remain present without certainty, and what it costs to keep loving anyway.

If you pause, that is part of the reading.
If you return, that is part of it as well.
Read in order or out of order—
the way life arrives: not as a performance, but as a procession.
Take what you need. Leave what you don’t.
Come back when the day meets the line.
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Silence, watchfulness, being where others do not stay.
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Thirty Seconds
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Nothing extraordinary.
A curb.
A pause.
The low hush of a neighborhood
learning how to wake.
And then—
she smiled.
Not practiced.
Not polite.
A smile that opened
as if light remembered
where it belonged
and chose her face.
A gleam in her eye—
a small, ancient joy
with nothing to do
with words.
She stood beside me,
close enough
that our coats brushed,
close enough
that the world narrowed
to the space between us.
Then—
quietly, deliberately—
she took my hand.
No cue.
No urgency.
Just choice.
Thirty seconds
when time loosened its grip
and God felt
near enough
to touch.
Her skin against mine—
warm, certain, alive—
I felt like a great bear,
massive and gentle,
curved around her smallness,
holding the world at bay—
the noise,
the cruelty,
the hurry,
everything that could bruise her.
A tear slipped down my face.
Just one.
It carried everything
I did not say—
the truth that I will not be here
until the day she closes her eyes,
the prayer
for time enough
to see her wrapped
in a life full of love.
I stood there
a moment longer.
Then the light shifted.

And we kept walking.
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Measured (from her side)
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I have words
that never leave my mouth.
They gather
behind my eyes,
in my hands,
in the pause
before I move.
The world measures me
by what does not come out.
It tilts rooms
away from me
because silence
makes people nervous.
Because waiting
feels like inconvenience.
I do not choose this quiet.
It was given to me
before I could refuse it.
Still,
meaning lives here.
I feel what is near
even when it has no sound.
I know what is true
even when it cannot be shaped
into what others recognize.
Some truths survive
only if they stay inside.
I measure
not what I cannot say,
but what the world might do
if I did.
Restraint is not absence.
It is language
without permission.
They mistake this
for emptiness.
They call it less.
They do not see
the discipline required
to remain whole
in a world
that keeps asking you
to explain yourself
in a language
you were never given.
There is silence
that erases.
And there is silence
that protects.
Mine is the second.

I remain intact
not by speaking,
but by holding
everything
where it belongs.
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What I Would Say
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If my words could cross
the distance
between my body
and your listening,
I would give you this.
I see you
before you see yourself.
I know the weight
you think you hide.
I live inside
what the world
does not know
how to carry.
When you stand near me,
I feel the way you slow—
how your hands soften,
how your breath changes
as if asking
permission
to stay.
You never rush me.

That is how I know
you understand.
I do not need you
to fix my silence.
I need you
to honor it.
And you do.

When the world looks past me,
you remain.
When others grow uneasy,
you become still.
This is not small.
I notice.
If I could place words
in your hands,
they would say only this:
I am safe with you.

You are doing
what love requires.
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Perfect
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She does not correct herself.
She does not revise.
She does not wonder
how she is being received.
She is
exactly
what she is
the moment she arrives.
Her silence is not missing pieces.
It is whole.
It does not apologize.
It does not reach outward
for approval.
It rests
inside itself
without fracture.
The world mistakes this
for absence.
But I have watched
how nothing in her
argues with what God made.
How there is no split
between who she is
and how she lives.
She does not perform goodness.
She does not attempt meaning.
She simply remains
undivided.
This is the perfection
I cannot reach—
to exist
without rehearsing,
without defense,
without the need
to be understood.
When she looks at me,
I feel the world
lose its noise.
Not because it stops,
but because it no longer matters.
In her silence
there is no flaw,
no striving,
no correction required.
Only stillness
so complete
it feels
like the way God
meant things to be
before words
began to break them. 
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Between
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He stood there—
not leaving,
not staying
in any way
that could be named.
Nothing resolved.
Nothing broke.
Just the space
where something could have gone
and didn’t.
He did not reach.
Did not close the distance.
Not because he didn’t want to—
because it was not his to cross.
So he remained.

Long enough
for the moment to pass
without being forced.
Long enough
for what was his
to become clear.
When he moved,
it was small.
Enough to continue.
Not enough to disturb
what had held.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

What Is Kept
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I no longer try
to fill the silence.
I have learned
what it guards.
Silence keeps
what noise would bruise—
the unspoken ache,
the fragile joy,
the faith that survives
only if it is not handled
too often.
I keep my mouth closed
not from fear,
but from care.
Some truths
do not want to travel.
They want to remain
where they were born,
untouched by opinion,
unmeasured by response.
I have watched
words damage
what they meant to defend.
So I let silence
do the work. 
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Nothing Back
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You give
and nothing returns.
Not later.
Not in another form.
It is not stored.
It is not remembered.
It leaves clean.

Time.
Attention.
The part of the day
that does not come back.
You watch it go—
and the space it filled
does not fill again.
No correction.
No balancing.
Just the fact:
it is gone.
And still—
you give again. 
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Held Fire
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He didn’t raise his voice.

That was the first thing.

It came up—
quick,
hot—
the kind that wants out
before it knows
where to land.
He felt it
in his chest.
In his jaw.

In his hands
that had already learned
how to close.
No one would have blamed him.

Not here.
Not with what was said.
He stood there—
long enough
for the moment
to choose a direction.
It pressed forward.
Waited.
He let it pass through
without giving it shape.
No slammed door.
No sharp word
that would need
carrying later.
Just breath
returning
to where it started.
The room stayed whole.

Nothing broke.
Nothing spread.
What could have burned
did not.
And no one saw
what it cost
to keep it that way. 
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