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    To my parents,
Thank you for all the support when I was having the hardest of times.
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A Path in the Road
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I walk forward to the fork in the road.

Tired and sore.

There was a stone, worn smooth from

Others sitting and resting

Sitting down, the stone seems comforting.

There are two forks in the road.

One heads to the left and around the bend.

The other heads to the right and around the bend.

The one on the left, has paving stones, liter all the 

Signs of civilization

The one on the right, a well-used and worn dirt path. 

Signs of nature.

Putting my pack down, leaning back, the stone seems

To take my stress away.

Which way to go? Where will I fit in?

To the left I can hear a town.

Civilization, responsibility, dealing with people.

To the right I can hear nature.

Children laughing in the distance, a healthy sound.

Listening to my heart, the choice made

Without though I pick up my pack

I find the path going to the right feels so right.

As I walk down the path, my stress lessens. 

My jacket is taken off.


A gentle breeze goes through my hair.


Then not thinking, my shoes 

Are hanging over my shoulder as well.

Rounding the corner there is another stone.

Calming and comforting, it is well worn.

It feels like it has absorbed many problems.

An old-style mining cart was sitting there. 

A glass bottle of water sitting in it.

A neatly written note said.

“Welcome home my child.”
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An Angel in Flesh
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There is an angel in the flesh.

Walking among us.

Feeling what we feel without us realizing it.

Not understanding how people can deal with others.

When the pain that people feel is so strong

There is an angel in the flesh.

Who is very close to me.

The one that defied the odds.

Surviving the world when the doctors said no.

Every breathe she takes reminds me 

That even though there is pain. 

There is also beauty and love in the world too.

There is an angel in the flesh.

One that I love and know well.

She is my beautiful daughter.

The youngest and strongest of my kids.

Her strengths are in her heart.

She is a true angel, as she has a beautiful smile.

While she doesn’t have all the skills, 

people often think she is an easy 

Target but she has a secret.

Me. 

I show her the way to be strong. 

When the pain gets to much, we talk and get rid of the pain.

Her armor is her faith

Her passion is wanting to please.

She is my dear daughter.

My Delia.

Sleep little one

Sleep little one

I will be here

Protecting you through light and love

Sleep little one

The light of my love will show

The way of love in the darkness

What I have done to protect 

Learn to fly in your dreams

Learn that you can do anything

Running free and being strong

Sleep little one 

You can do anything in your dreams.

The Tree

The tree stood for as long as she could remember.

Shaking its leaves to hear children’s laughter.

The old fort that had been built

The ladder still sitting at her base.

She remembered Sara’s first rope swing.

The laughter, the joy

Sara had grown up.

Then James had come

Hiding his pirate booty, still under her care

Now a new family had bought the house.

The old tree could hear the wonder in their voice.

A familiar voice called out. “James are you OK?”

“This is the same oak that I buried my treasure, Sara.”

The kids came home, with kids of their own.

Shaking her leaves she could hear the laughter again.
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What am I?
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The child stood at a temple.

“What am I?” she wondered looking at the statues.

A person pushed passed.

“What am I?” she asked the person.

“A brat that is in the way.” The man huffed.

Going to the grass she sat down.

Looking up to the sky she asked, “What am I?”

The silence was deafening.

Getting up, she walked down the street.

A homeless man was sitting there.

“What am I?” she asked the man.

“Someone’s child who has a home.”

The girl walked on, depressed as ever.

Sitting down on the edge of a building

Tears ran down her face.

“What am I?” she cried softly.

A person walked by a soft glow coming from them.

Turning around they sat next to her.

“Dry your tears, young one.”

“You are one of the special children. 

The ones I love the most.”

The child looked up. 

A young woman sat next to her.

“I am Gia, and you are part of me.

Beautiful and smart. Come with me and 

Will show you.”

Tentatively the girl took her hand and they

Seem to fly through the air.

“I am the trees that need cared for

I am the rivers that need your care.

I am the world, and your love is special.”

They returned to their bodies.

“You have the chance to help me. There is a family.

At the orphanage waiting for you.

Go my child.”
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Brothers and Sisters
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I have brothers and sisters.

That I have never met

We may disagree politically.

Yet if we got the call

We would defend the United States

We all took the same oath.

If we are needed and able

We will defend this great country.

We may be disabled, overweight, or have families.

But we are still soldiers through and through.

I have brothers and sisters I have never met.

The one thing we have in common. 

We all have served in the 

US Military.
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Who we are:
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We are Charlie.

The mighty, mighty Charlie

Going all the way

Time and time again

All the conflicts

All the wars

We have been there.

Army

Navy

Air Force

Marine Corp

Even the Coast Guard

We are Charlie,

The mighty, mighty Charlie 

We are the citizens who signed the contract.
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The Armor
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Some tell me that my armor 

Needs to come off. 

But I know that if I do

Then people will see the truth

I don’t exist.

I have always been the shadow in the room.

Worn down and beaten up 

I retreat to a bath.

Taking the hooded cloak off means 

The bow is too far away to reach. 

Looking in the mirror, I am caked in muck and grime

What happened to the young kid with so many dreams?

Belt and pants come next.

The comfort of the leather showing in the softness 

Yet a hidden secret.

My quiver of arrows and throwing knives 

Now out of reach.

The little girl hidden inside slowly revealed.

Mithril amour head to toe

I freeze for a moment looking inside.

If I take it off, the bath will be waiting

So will the threats of being no one.

Shaking hands remove the arm guards

The scars and bruises appear

Making sure the door is locked 

My sword now my only defense from the ones

The pants come next and so do the memories.

Violated, tortured, told untrues

My hands shake as I take the mithril shirt off.

Looking down I see the scars and the memories.

Slipping into the hot bath,

I pull the curtain.

Ashamed of what I have become

Not even a person but a wisp of steam

Broken and battered from the pain I feel.

Looking at the amour on the floor,

I feel like I am in
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