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Dedication
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For the hands that held me steady, 

the storms that woke me up, 

and the quiet blessings found along the way.

Thank you for keeping me alive.
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Connecting
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With ink-stained fingers, the poets weave,

Threads of emotion, tightly interleave,

In the tapestry of verses, vibrant and bright,

Echoes the essence of the human plight.

Through valleys of metaphor, mountains of rhyme,

We traverse the landscapes of space and time.

Words become bridges, spanning the chasm,

Connecting hearts with the energy of enthusiasm.

For in each stanza, a universe lies,

A universe that within every reader ties,

A reflection of hopes, dreams, and fears,

A bond forged through the river of tears.

So, reader, take this journey with me,

In the realm of poetry, where hearts roam free.

Let the metaphors be bridges, strong and true,

Connecting my world to the world of you.
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Ecosystem
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Guard the tangled vine, 

the earth heals exactly like 

a quieted mind. 

Clear the heavy smoke, 

complex souls require the same 

deep, unbroken roots. 

Tend the fragile leaf, 

protect the wild world inside 

to save all that breathes.
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The Line
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I pulled off the pavement just as the sky went black, 

tucking my heavy truck into the gravel shoulder. 

Outside, the woods began to splinter, 

branches and debris scratching against the metal doors 

like fingers asking to be let in.

The wind took the chassis in its hands, 

rocking it back and forth, back and forth, 

a violent cradle I could not escape. 

I crouched down in the cab, the world shaking around me, 

and dialed a voice that could anchor me to the earth. 

Through the static and the roaring air, 

I held the phone to my ear, crying into the speaker, 

trying to catch the pieces of their voice. 

They were talking, I knew they were talking, 

but the storm was a wall between us, 

turning their comfort into a faint, distant signal.

When the funnel finally hopped the highway and left us behind, 

the frantic strobe of the lightning stayed all night, 

illuminating the camaraderie of the stranded. 

We squeezed our vehicles together in the mud, 

watching for fire, clearing the fallen pines so the help could pass. 

But the storm didn't leave when the wind died. 

It moved inside, settling deep under my skin. 

For months and months, my nervous system remained parked 

on that highway shoulder.

Even now, when the weather turns, 

I can still hear that line through the static. 

A whisper trying to break through the roar, 

reminding me how hard it is to finally come home.
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Prog·ress 
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/ˈprä-ɡres/ noun:

Moving forward at the speed of a snail on a rainy Tuesday, which is still vastly superior to staying exactly where you were.
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The Forgotten Road
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There was once a road that connected everything.

Not by being remarkable.

Not by being beautiful.

Not by appearing in paintings or attracting tourists.

It simply connected things.

Villages to villages.

Farms to markets.

Children to grandparents.

Friends to one another.

Lovers to promises.

The living to the dying.

And the lost to wherever they were going next.

For generations, it carried the weight of human longing.

Boots crossed it.

Horses crossed it.

Bicycles crossed it.

Entire lives crossed it.

The road learned that every traveler was searching for something.

Some searched for fortune.

Some searched for forgiveness.

Some searched for work.

Some searched for home.

A few searched for themselves.

The road welcomed them all without asking questions.

It listened.

That was its gift.

Roads hear everything.

The excited footsteps.

The exhausted footsteps.

The hesitant footsteps.

The footsteps that stop halfway 

because a person is no longer sure where they belong.

The road held them equally.

Years passed.

The world changed.

New highways appeared.

Larger. Faster. Straighter.

People praised efficiency.

They praised speed.

They praised arrival.

And gradually,

without anyone intending harm,

they stopped using the old road.

At first, the road did not mind.

Every path deserves a season of rest.

The grass grew.

Wildflowers appeared.

Birds nested in the ditches.

The silence felt peaceful.

For a while.

Then the road began forgetting.

Not where it was.

Roads always know where they are.

It forgot why.

The stones remembered the pressure.

The dust remembered the laughter.

The trees
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