
A Book of Modern 

Posts, Poetry, and Stories 

Bunny Trails

&

Marshmallow Skies



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BUNNY TRAILS & MARSHMALLOW SKIES

    

    
      First edition. June 25, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Jodi Chow.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235940550

    

    
    
      Written by Jodi Chow.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Bunny Trails & Marshmallow Skies

Let’s Talk Financial Freedom!

The Bouncers of the Blue

Arc and Captain

Fighting the Great Battle

The Silence Whispered

Running from the Truth

The Happiness of You

Joy

Everything in One Room

The Art of Christmas Baking

Christmas Awoke

The Prism’s Chase

A Star’s Whisper

The Amazon List

A Laid-Back Christmas

Time’s Crossing: A Love Beyond Centuries

Rudy’s New Recruit

A Crypto Christmas Journey

The Skater’s Spell

Blanket's Warm Embrace

Autumn in Luxury

The Waiter

Winter’s Lantern

The Math Adventure

The Ice Between

Santa’s Ride Through Tacoma

The Tok-Weilding Queen

The Quantum World

Pancakes and Carols

The Author's Odyssey

The Gift of Understanding

Angel of the Vatican

A Christmas Eve Prayer

A Christmas Mirror

The Living Page

A Prayer Beneath the Weight

The Clockmaker's Timepiece

The Jester’s Love Triangle

Mukbang Tonight

Reading Cottage

Movie Date

Happy Trees and Pink Lenses

Cart Before The Heart

The Galactic Cupid and His Love Potion Slip-Up

Resolutions

Cast Your Worries Aside

Neuron Love

Tik, Tik, Tok- Boom

An Actress Before Me

Vibrations of Life: The Reimagined Proton's Embrace

Luna's Cosmic Adventure

Bouquet

Mugs of Steam

The Gilded Cage

A Mother Like No Other

Forty Years to Speak

Fading Echoes of Eternity

Symphony of Life: The Helix of Sound

Mom Love

Anticipating the Fall

Perspective in Pages

Through Hoops of Fire

The Hidden Prize

Sunshine Stroll to the Zoo

Living by the Sea

The Fighter, the Warrior, the Knight

Fated From the Start

A Valentine’s Poem for My Reluctant Love

Skyborn Savior

Celestial Answers

From Blood to Light

America is Me and You

The Case of the Missing Clue

Golden Days with My Doodle

A Love Without Conclusion

From Plastic to Purpose

Whispers of Spring on the Porch

The Fall and the Calling

Through the Library Window

The Only Steel Knight

The Barest Good

Cosmic Voyager

Whiskers & Words

Nestled in Nature’s Lullaby

Cherry Blossoms Over Magnolia Street

Looking Down

Loner

Breath of the Wild

The Landing

The Flight of the Cookie Birds

A Thought Between Us

The Spine

The Treasure Chest of Dreams

Starstruck and Starloved

Tito

Sharing the Glory

Bondo’s Throne

Ashes to Rising

PNW

The Cat with Teacups on Her Head

Parallel Hearts

Easter Without You

The Boy Who Left the Pool

Easter Prayer of Love and Learning

The Cozy Way

Crypto Dreamers

The Great Rebalancing

Sweet Belly Bliss

Cake Watcher

The Foxes in the Tree

No One Told Me

Community Pool Bliss

We Don’t Do Beige

Leash in Hand

A Squirrel Settles In

The Angst and The Cringe

Wards of the Nation

The Glow Up of the Soul

The Slow Machine

Buried by Time, Crowned by Love

Ode to a Peanut Butter Lava Cake

Toward the Light Within

Bright Enough Still

The First Supper

In His Hands, A Joy

An Estimation on Peace

Long Road, Bright Steps

The Reason

God Loved

Space Mission

Lift Your Fork

Tulip Fields

Neat Boxes

Brick by Brick

Cooler Than Cool

Code and Creek

Clover Kisses

The Nestling Fairy

She’s Seven

Pickup Game at the Park

Summer's Gentle Hands

The Cat and the Frog

3 a.m.

The Luminous Thread

Skylines in My Mind

The Bribe

The Skin of Stone

The Unwed

American Housewife

The Girl and Her Scottie at the Lake

Lazy Friday

Second Splash

Trump in the Cubicle Jungle

Breeze in the Summer

The Midwest Chapel

Hope Between Heartbeats

The Shape of Strength

The Way We Grow

The Girl with the Book

Sunday Stillness

The Pink-Necked Green Pigeon Parade

Market-Watch Mom

Truth and Love

In A Garden

The Joy of Knowing

The Cincinnati Boys

The Man Who Stayed the Course

The Quiet of His Arms

The Disney Dash: A Summer Saga

Mary and the World Within Her Arms

The Hallelujah Bunch

The Modern Edification of Alice in Wonderland

Goddess Girl: A Poem of Power and Becoming

Ingredients

The Light We Cannot See

That Strong Woman

Across the Quiet

The Boy on the Red Bicycle

No Change

You Cannot Compartmentalize Forever

The Big Time Guy One County Over

Almost a Mermaid

Mary After the Madness

Frontiers of Code and Cell

America Wakes

Write That Down

The Girl Who Carried the Morning

The Immortal Wife

Ode to My Pocket-Sized Pal

Trail Song of Summer

The Writer’s Clause (A Fine Print Escape)

Stretching Through the Sirens

The Noble Art of Doing Nothing

One Year in the Water and Hills

Father’s Day Poem: The Guardian Who Found Us

The World Behind the Glass

Early Morning Wake-Up Poem

Packing for the Wild

At the Wedding Feast

I Am Bitcoin

The Light That Knows

The Billionaire’s Lament

A Cool Head in a Burning World

Vacation Bible School Girl

We Build Together

The 3D-Printed Jellyfish

Pack Your Snacks

Sworded Sons

Ribbons in Her Hair

In Their Own Lane

The Midlife Woman

My Mother, the Saint, Took Me Home

Fourth of July Without Them

The Essence in the Flame

While the House is Quiet

Rails of Grace and Grit

Reading? No, Thanks.

While It Heals

Bringing Home My Daughter

The Department of Complaints

Protecting His Heart

Sweat Together, Stay Together

Sanctuary in Another Tongue

Write-In Revolution (AI for All)!

No Gilded Robe

Fit at Forty

Summer "Drama Queens & Scene Machines"

After the Long Day

Crown Tilted

The Garden of Users

Unbreakable

The Dump Truck and Me

The Honest Hero’s Spotlight

Quiet Hustle

The Art of Slow Sculpting

The Spiral and the Wing

Prayer of a Wife and Mother on the Feast of the Assumption

The Discipline of Being American

Tap Shoes

Climate Changed

The Prance

Queen Rosa

The Great Frontier Matchmaking Company

A Silent War

Rain Down

Cul-De-Baines

The Nightingale and the Needle

How to Earn Style Points When Everyone Has the Same Nightingale

The Epic Ending (In Which Philosophers Pause)

The Saga of the Sage

The Soldier at Home

The Evolution of Modern Man

The Town That Became a Squid

Snubby Nose & Soft Toes

Spidergate

The New End of the World Revelation

Dream Mobile

Furnace

School Bells

Tacoma

Bullies

Litmus Test

Suspended Cognition

The Market of Mirrors

To Care

Prayer for Fasting

The Windsor Simpsons

The Saga of the Saltwater Queens

A View From Her Window

Preconceived Condition

Elise and the Concession Stand

Hyperbole & Hypocrite

The Warrior’s Heart

Threads of Strength

Between the Shelves and the Stage

The Indie’s Climb

Why She Dyes It Red in Fall

Blindness

Becoming the Demon

The Last Spin

Run the Race (Inspired by Corinthians)

Married Folk

Face Paint

Digital Vaults

One Man

Dignified Humans

Doorways

Galway’s Harbor

Lizzo

The Prophet of Push Notifications

Ideal Military

The Hunchback of Instagram

A Quick Death

Coded Not Branded

Champagne Spirits

A Knight From Another

The Traveling Rumor

He Let Her Light Shine

Sign up for Jodi Chow's Mailing List

Further Reading: Keeping Up With The Classics Anthology

Also By Jodi Chow



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To My Mystery

      

    

Jodi Chow

Bunny Trails & Marshmallow Skies  by Jodi Chow is not told in chapters—it unfolds in moments. Tiny, glittering, scrollable moments. The kind you think you’ll skim... and then suddenly it’s 2 a.m., and you’re still here, smiling.

Across two years of posts, poems, and short stories, Jodi invites you into a life that feels both beautifully ordinary and quietly magical. One day it’s a full-length poem about rain tapping Morse code on her window. The next, a short story about a girl who befriends her own shadow. Then a simple post—just a sentence or two—that somehow lands exactly where your heart needed it.

Her autobiography doesn’t march forward in straight lines. It loops, it dances, it doubles back for late-night thoughts and early-morning revelations. You watch her grow not through grand declarations, but through small shifts: the way her words soften, the way her humor deepens, the way she learns to sit with herself—and then gently laugh about it.

There are grocery lists that turn into poems. Commutes that become quiet meditations. Strangers who flicker briefly into stories and somehow stay with you. And threaded through it all is Jodi’s unmistakable voice—playful, tender, a little mischievous—reminding you that life doesn’t need to be extraordinary to feel enchanted.

This is a book made of captions and confessions, of fragments that somehow form a whole. It’s an autobiography that doesn’t ask to be read in order, only to be felt as it comes—like scrolling through someone’s soul, one honest, luminous post at a time.

By the end, you won’t just feel like you’ve read Jodi Chow’s story. You’ll feel like you’ve been sitting beside her for years—laughing, wondering, and learning how to find small sparks of joy in your own everyday pages. 

––––––––
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Chilling Through Life



I move like sunlight drifting on a lazy afternoon,

No hurry in my heartbeat, no rushing to the moon.

Let the world spin frantic—I'll stroll, not race,

Keeping peace like a secret tucked softly in place.

I sip my days slow, like warm tea at dawn,

Let yesterday fade and tomorrow roll on.

Clouds may gather, but storms don’t stay—

I breathe, I smile, let worry slip away.

The hustle keeps calling, but I barely hear the tone;

I’m building quiet kingdoms in a calm, unrushed zone.

Life blooms better when you loosen the grip—

When you float with the current, do not fight every slip.

So here's to the wanderers who move at their own pace,

Who find joy in simplicity, in soft moments of grace.

We’re not idle—just steady, in a world full of strife,

Feet up, heart open... just chilling through life. 
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Let’s Talk Financial Freedom!
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Hey everyone — I’m excited to share that I’m now offering a full range of financial services to help individuals and business owners reach their next level!

Whether you’re looking to:

Start or grow your business with custom business loans (including 0% options)

Repair or rebuild your credit to open new financial doors

Explore crypto opportunities — from crypto bots to crypto Visa cards and crypto-backed loans

Or just need a trusted referral or strategy for your next financial move including contacts for investors.

I’ve got you covered. With my background in technology, payment processing, and an MBA, I combine data-driven insight with real-world financial tools to help you make smart, sustainable decisions.

DM me with any financial questions — whether it’s about improving credit, funding your business, or navigating the crypto world. Let’s find the right solution for you.

Financial confidence starts with the right connections — let’s build yours today!
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The Bouncers of the Blue
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They call it “Earth,” though no one has ever truly agreed whether it’s more of a rock, a pet, or an accident that learned rhythm.

It tumbles through the dark—

but the dark isn’t empty.

It’s filled with gossiping starlight and leftover thoughts from forgotten civilizations.

On its surface, humans bounce around in their zones.

Zones of comfort.

Zones of Wi-Fi.

Zones of "please don’t talk to me before coffee."

Each one believes their particular patch of this rolling orb is the realest part.

They build fences, borders, philosophies, and flavored waters to prove it.

They say things like “My zone, my rules,”

and “Your energy doesn’t match my frequency,”

though they are all, scientifically speaking, riding the same spinning marble in space pajamas.

Still, they manage to relate—sort of.

They send messages through invisible wires,

wave politely at each other’s avatars,

and fall in love through rectangular portals

as the planet does cartwheels beneath them.

Every so often, someone looks up and says,

“Wow, it’s so dark out there.”

And someone else replies,

“Yes, but isn’t it funny how full it feels?”

Because the dark isn’t empty.

It’s heavy with mystery, light with laughter,

and faintly humming with the sound of eight billion humans

trying, awkwardly and earnestly,

to find each other on a bouncing ball in the sky.
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Arc and Captain
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In gilded glow the Arc was made,

By hands that trembled, hearts that prayed—

A chest of promise, light untold,

The breath of heaven bound in gold.

Beneath its wings, the cherub stare,

Guarded truths no mortal dare;

Yet through its silence, thunder spoke—

The bond unbroken, sacred yoke.

And years away, another hall,

Where words, not stone, shook every wall.

A captain stood—no crown, no rod,

Yet led with verse, with fire, with God.

“Arise,” he said, “to think, to see,

The soul’s own Ark is liberty!”

No temple veil, no tablet’s mark—

Just hearts alight, the living Ark.

For every seeker, young or worn,

Who stands on desks and greets the morn—

Both Arc and Captain call the same:

To honor truth; to kindle flame.
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Fighting the Great Battle
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Not every soldier bears a scar,

Or marches neath a flag afar;

Some fight in silence, deep inside,

Where faith and fear are multiplied.

Their war is waged in thought and prayer,

A battlefield of light laid bare;

Each doubt a bullet, each hope a flame,

Each whisper of truth a holy name.

They fight the Devil in disguise —

Not with the sword, but with their eyes;

Their trenches twist through sleepless nights,

Their armor built of sacred sights;

Of love unbroken, mercy’s call,

And strength that rises when they fall.

These veterans of mind and soul,

They hold the line, they keep the goal;

To shape a world their hearts can trust,

From fragile thought, from ash and dust.

So on this day of flags and tears,

Let’s honor those through unseen years —

Who fight with faith when shadows loom,

And plant tomorrow’s quiet bloom.

For courage wears a thousand forms,

Not all in steel or battle storms;

And victory, when truth is near,

Begins within — and ends in clear.
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The Silence Whispered 
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Nora lived in a city that hummed through glass. The culture online wasn’t just where people were anymore; it was where they proved they were real.

But Nora had stopped proving.

At first, she had tried to keep up—posting morning coffee pictures, pretending to find meaning in viral phrases, laughing at the right moments. It was a language of approval, and she spoke it well enough to be unnoticed. Until one day, she didn’t.

She had closed her accounts quietly, without ceremony. Just a small, private act of refusal. It wasn’t anger—it was exhaustion. She wanted to see what silence would feel like.

At first, it was peaceful. Mornings came without the static of comparison. Evenings belonged to her again. The quiet stretched across her life like sunlight through a dusty window.

But soon, the silence began to whisper.

Conversations slipped past her. Invitations were sent through the platforms she had abandoned. Friends stopped checking in, not from cruelty, but from convenience. The world moved faster than words, and she was no longer tagged in its motion.

Sometimes she went to cafés where people sat side by side, each living in their own little broadcast. She would listen—half to the murmur of actual voices, half to the soft clicking of digital ones. And she would wonder if maybe she had exiled herself too far.

Still, when she reached for her phone, thumb hovering over the blank icon where her accounts had been, she couldn’t make herself return. The culture she’d stepped away from was a carnival—bright, loud, endless—and every invitation back felt like an open mouth.

In stillness, she could hear something she hadn’t heard in years—her own mind, unscrolled and unfiltered. It spoke softly, unsure but true.

And though the loneliness ached like a missing limb, she began to understand: sometimes the pain of isolation is the price of keeping yourself whole.
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Running from the Truth
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They run through shadows, chained by their own hands,

hearts clanging like iron, no rhythm—just demands.

They call it freedom, this flight from light,

but their eyes are prisons, closed to sight.

The truth stands still—a mirror, patient, bare,

but they flee its gaze, can’t stand what’s there.

They wear their wounds like crowns of flame,

then curse the world for calling their name.

Every footstep breaks another soul,

Every lie they tell digs one more hole.

They clutch their shame, call it pride, call it gold,

but their spirits are young and their hearts are old.

The chains they forged now drag and sing,

a chorus of guilt that truth would bring.

Still they dance in circles, bruised and blind,

fleeing the grace they’ll never find.

And somewhere mercy whispers low—

"Stop running, child. Just let it go."

But the echo fades where the darkness wins,

and they keep on running, shackled in sin.
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The Happiness of You
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A small girl sat beneath neon skies,
Counting stars like coins in disguise.
Her jar was filled with clinks and dreams,
Allowance saved in silver gleams.
She whispered, “Earth is nice, it’s true...
But I’ve got bigger things to do.”
With pigtails bouncing, bright and bold,
She mapped out routes through space untold.
“Hey you!” She called to passersby,
“Why stay here when we could fly?
I’m building something—bit by bit—
A rocketship!” 
They laughed at first, then leaned in close,
She showed her charts, her grandiose
Plans for lunar lemonade stands,
And stardust trades in far-off lands.
“My allowance grows, just wait and see,
But moons aren’t cheap—invest with me!
We’ll ride past Mars, wave at the Sun,
And make some cosmic crypto-fun!” 
She drew a coin with rings so wide,
“A galaxy token!” She said with pride.
“Get in now—don’t be late—
We’re heading for orbit, we’re leaving at eight!”
So if you hear a young voice call,
With plans both tiny—and yet so tall—
Don’t just smile and pass her by...
You might miss your chance to fly. 
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Joy
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Joy, I’ve learned, is not my own—
it grows where your light has shone.
Not born in me, but multiplied
in every place your smiles reside.
It’s happiness, but gently raised,
compounded in your softened gaze—
like interest paid in quiet grace,
returning more when I see your face.
I do not bloom for me alone,
my roots have twined around your soul;
and every laugh that leaves your lips
comes back to me in deeper gifts.
There was a time I turned away,
ashamed of all I couldn’t say—
but love has made a sacred art
of standing bare with an open heart.
With you, I do not have to hide,
nor cloak the truth I hold inside.
I am both humbled and made right
within the mercy of your sight.
Not perfect—no, but somehow whole,
reflected clear within your soul.
You look at me, and I become
both quiet peace and steady drums.
So let the world define its bliss
in fleeting sparks and stolen kiss—
my joy is simpler, fierce, and true:
it is the happiness of you.
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Everything in One Room

[image: ]


In a quiet room of steel and light,
Where breath is counted, thin and white,
A father lies with folded hands,
A rosary slipped through silent plans.
He’s built a life on sacred ground—
On whispered prayers, on love profound;
A husband’s vow, a father’s grace,
The steady calm in time’s embrace.
And now he yields—no pride, no fear—
To one whose path feels far, yet near.
The surgeon stands with practiced sight,
A different faith, the same long fight.
He washes hands in ritual care,
A quiet, unspoken, inward prayer.
For years they’ve met in moments stark—
When flesh is frail and futures dark.
No sermons shared, no doctrines pressed,
Just trust laid bare within the chest.
And there it is—the fragile art:
He holds, between his hands, a heart.
Not just the muscle, red and true—
But all the man has lived and knew:
The cries of children late at night,
The wedding day, the candlelight,
The weight of sins, the grace he sought,
The quiet wars his spirit fought.
The surgeon pauses—just a breath—
Between the edge of life and death.
Not as a stranger, nor apart,
But guardian now of this man’s heart.
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The Art of Christmas Baking
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In the heart of December, the oven hums low,

Its warmth is a contrast to the frost and snow.

The counter’s a canvas, dusted with white,

Where holiday magic springs into sight.

Golden yolks tumble, rich and round,

Whisked into ribbons, a silken sound.

Vanilla spills like a fragrant spell,

While powdered sugar falls, a winter farewell.

Cinnamon whispers with clove in tow,

Mingling with zest from oranges’ glow.

Almonds are toasted, their fragrance deep,

Melding with honey in caramel’s sweep.

Shortbread is rolled to a buttery sheen,

Stamped with stars and a festive scene.

Parchment cradles each delicate piece,

Ready to bake to a golden release.

Elsewhere, chocolate melts in a glossy stream,

Swirled with cream, a confectioner’s dream.

Peppermint shards are sprinkled with flair,

Turning humble bark into festive fare.

Gingerbread armies march in their rows,

Buttoned with icing, bright as they pose.

From fruitcake soaked in spirits bold,

To sugar-dusted stollen of stories told,

Each treat, a tradition, a labor of cheer,

Shared with love in this season so dear.

So let the oven blaze, let the mixers sing,

Let Christmas baking make the season ring.
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Christmas Awoke
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In the quiet halls of my mansion's keep,

Christmas awoke from a bookish sleep.

No carolers here, no jingling bells,

Just the whispers of stories the library tells.

A tree stood tall by the fireplace’s glow,

Its ornaments are crafted from tales we know.

Golden scrolls and chapters' seams,

Hung like schemes in a scholar’s dreams.

Dickens rose from the pages to share,

The ghost of Marley, with frost in his stare.

Frost himself smiled from a snowy scene,

While Austen poured tea for the Bennet queen.

A waltz broke forth from a music tome,

Tchaikovsky danced through the grand reading dome.

The Nutcracker twirled as words took form,

A ballet of ink in a paper storm.

Children’s laughter rang from the loft,

Peter Pan flew where the lighting was soft.

Alice and Dorothy, their paths entwined,

Explored the shelves for wonders to find.

Even the cats, with their velvet paws,

Basked in the magic of library laws.

They curled on tomes of myths untold,

Guarding secrets more precious than gold.
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The Prism’s Chase
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Love captures light—
not to hold it,
but to let it pass through trembling hands,
bending brightness into meaning.
Light captures ideas—
or perhaps ideas are what light becomes
when it slows down enough
to be felt.
And the whole thing—
this glowing exchange,
this endless translation—
is far too vast for any one mind.
From you to me,
from silence into word,
from thought into touch,
from inside to outside
and back again.
But who carries it?

Is it the lover,
eyes reflecting something they cannot name?
Is it the thinker,
chasing shapes cast by unseen fire?
Is it the space between us,
where meaning flickers into being.
A current without owner,
a flame without a single source?
Love does not keep the light.
Light does not keep.
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A Star’s Whisper
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Beneath December’s velvet skies,

Where snowflakes dance and starlight lies,

A little girl, with dreams aglow,

Rehearses lines she yearns to show.

Her voice had graced a yellow road,

Where lions roared and friendships flowed.

In Oz, she found her shining part,

A speaking role to fill her heart.

But now, beneath the Christmas star,

Her dreams take flight to lands afar.

St. Patrick’s pageant calls her name;

A speaking role—her tender aim.

She clasps her hands, her head bowed low,

Where candlelight and prayers bestow.

“Dear Christmas Star,” she softly pleads,

“Grant me the part my spirit needs.

Her mind, a stage, begins to play—

She sees the role the lines convey.

A shepherd’s call, a prophet’s cry,

A child’s belief beneath the sky.

The star above, with gentle light,

Seems to listen to her plight.

It whispers softly through the chill:

“Dreams find their way when hearts are still.”

And so she dreams, her spirit vast,

A child of faith, her hopes steadfast.
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The Amazon List 
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I’m making my Amazon list, and checking it twice,

For gifts that are thoughtful, for naughty and nice.

From gadgets to toys, and books that inspire,

To cozy warm blankets for sitting by the fire.

I’ll add in some games for laughter and cheer,

And treats to enjoy as we wrap up the year.

A mug for the cocoa, some candles that glow,

A scarf for the chill of December’s white snow.

Click, click, and it's done, the cart’s looking grand,

The gifts will arrive just as I planned.

With each little package, I’m spreading delight—

Merry Christmas to all, and to all a good night!
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A Laid-Back Christmas
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The bins come down from the attic high,

Tinsel and garlands in a tangled supply.

No rush, no fuss, we’ll take our time,

Decking the halls with a lazy rhyme.

The tree stands bare, no pressure to start,

Its branches wait for our creative heart.

Lights spill out in a messy heap,

But tonight, they’ll twinkle while we sleep.

Shopping lists scribbled, half-thought out,

“What should we get Aunt Sue?” We shout.

A mug? A scarf? Or maybe just cheer?

She’d love a hug and a glass of beer.

The mall can wait, we’ll stroll with ease,

Hot cocoa in hand, we move as we please.

Window displays, a sparkling show,

But we’re here for joy, let the snow blow! 

Ornaments placed with no set plan,

One’s on the floor, thanks to little hands.

It’s not a contest, it’s not a race. 

No perfect picture, no staged delight,

Just love and laughter on a cozy night.
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Time’s Crossing: A Love Beyond Centuries
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In the whispers of the forest where the ancients tread,

A Native man stood tall, by spirits he was led.

Through the veil of time, his purpose was clear,

To heal a broken Earth and dry her tears.

The stars murmured wisdom, the moon cast its glow,

To centuries past, he was destined to go.

He stepped through the mist where the past still thrived,

To a land of Pilgrims, where he arrived.

Her name was Grace, a maiden so fair,

With eyes like dawn and sunlight in her hair.

She wove him a smile, curious and kind,

Unraveling his heart, his mission entwined.

He spoke of his quest, his people’s lore,

Of healing the Earth, of peace restored.

She listened intently, her heart in his hand,

A bridge between their worlds, their love unplanned.

Her father, stern, with mistrust in his eyes,

Saw only a stranger cloaked in disguise.

“Why would you claim my daughter’s hand?

Your worlds are too vast; you won’t understand.”

But the Native man knelt, with dignity and grace,

And told of his journey through time and space.

He spoke of respect, of life intertwined,

Of a love eternal, not bound by time.

“Your daughter is light, and I am the flame,

Together we rise, never the same.

To heal this world, we must be as one,

For only in unity is true peace begun.”

The old man’s heart softened, his fears undone,

He saw in this man a wisdom hard-won.

“If you vow to protect her, her spirit so true,

Then take her hand, and I’ll give her to you.”

Under the stars, they pledged their bond,

A love that time could not abscond.

The forests sighed, the rivers sang,

As their union blossomed where hope once sprang.

Together they toiled, their worlds aligned,

Sowing the seeds for a future refined.

Their love became legend, a tale to unfold,

A bridge between ages, a story retold.

For in the crossing of time, two hearts found a way,

To save the Earth and let love rule the day.
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Rudy’s New Recruit
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Beneath the northern starlit sky,

A young reindeer gave flying a try.

Her name was Pip, her hooves were small,

But her dreams soared higher than them all.

She watched as Rudolf led the sleigh,

Guiding Santa on Christmas Day.

"Teach me, please!" She cried with glee,

"I want to help spread joy, you see!"

Rudolf chuckled, his nose aglow,

"You're eager, Pip, and it sure does show.

But flying takes heart, and practice too,

So let’s see what a little grit can do!"

Through the snow, they dashed and pranced,

Pip's tiny hooves spun as she danced.

Her leaps grew higher, her bounds grew wide,

With Rudolf smiling by her side.

"Remember," he said, "it's not just speed.

It's kindness and courage that reindeer need.

For on Christmas Eve, through storm and chill,

The spirit of giving is what drives our will."

Finally, on a frosty night,

Pip soared with the sleigh, her heart alight.

She flew with cheer, her nose aglow—

A sparkle that rivaled the moonlit snow.

Now every year, when Christmas nears,

And the air is filled with festive cheers,

Look to the sky for a reindeer new.
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A Crypto Christmas Journey
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Beneath the glow of twinkling lights,

A crypto Christmas comes to life.

With wallets warm and dreams in hand,

The season sparkles, bold and grand.

A transfer starts—a journey’s tale,

Through blockchain tracks, it weaves and sails.

The station waits, my heart aglow,

Will it arrive in time for snow?

The gas fee’s light, a modest toll,

A ticket punched, my spirits whole.

Each block confirmed, the train moves near,

A rhythmic hum I hold so dear.

Through digital hills, past nodes that gleam,

A landscape born of code and dream.

A whistle blows—the funds arrive,

Just in time for joy to thrive.

Now cash in hand, the market’s bright,

Gifts to buy on this wondrous night.

A token here, a treasure there,

For loved ones waiting everywhere.

A crypto Christmas, sleek and new,

A modern twist, yet timeless too.

As carols play, I raise a cheer,

For blockchain blessings far and near.
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The Skater’s Spell
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Beneath the glow of twinkling lights,

On Christmas Eve, in frosty nights,

I watched them glide, a graceful stream,

Like whispers spun from winter’s dream.

The icy stage, a crystal lake,

Held stories only skates could make,

Their edges carving loops and swirls,

A dance of boys and laughing girls.

Their scarves like ribbons, red and green,

Twirled with the joy of the festive scene.

A tinkling tune from a carol played,

While snowflakes sparkled, unafraid.

I felt the pull, a gentle nudge,

To leave my mark upon the fudge,

Of mirrored ice so cold, yet bright,

Reflecting all the Christmas lights.

But fear held tight, my feet stayed still,

While courage whispered, "Feel the thrill!"

The skaters spun with faces aglow,

Their laughter chasing falling snow.

"Next year," I vowed, "I’ll join their art,

And skate with all my merry heart.

I’ll lace my boots and dare the ice,

To twirl beneath the starlit skies."

Until that day, I’ll watch, I’ll dream,

Of joining in that joyful stream.

Christmas brings the strength to try.
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Blanket's Warm Embrace
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Your hand in mine, a tethered thread,

The words between us gently spread,

Each book a journey, each line a shore,

We drift through tales we've read before.

The couch a ship, the fire our sea,

Two souls entwined in harmony.

The weight of life fades into air,

When books and blankets bring us there.

Your laughter hums, a melody sweet,

As stories weave and hearts compete,

To share the joy, to hold the thread,

Of every tale we've lovingly read.

No grandeur sought, no riches claimed,

Just us, together, unashamed—

For in this moment, soft and true,

The only treasure is me and you.
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Autumn in Luxury
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Golden leaves drift as the season turns,

In amber light, my spirit burns.

Wrapped in cashmere, sipping wine,

Fall’s finest hues and comforts entwine.

I wander gardens trimmed with care,

Where pumpkin vines and roses share

The crisp perfume of earth and spice,

A life of warmth, a touch of vice.

Velvet sofas by fires that glow,

With autumn’s stories whispered low.

Silk and leather, fur-lined grace,

In every room, a lavish embrace.

Crystal chandeliers catch evening’s light,

As cityscapes shine deep and bright.

Each day of fall, a royal affair,

Living in luxury, beyond compare.
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The Waiter
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In the quiet of dawn, he sits by the sea,

A man, steadfast, with a love solemn and free.

Year upon year, with a heart that won’t bend,

He waits in the silence that loneliness lends.

Her spirit a storm, wild and untamed,

Burning through cities, her heart unashamed.

She carved her own path through chaos and light,

Her radiance woven from darkness and fight.

He watched her flame blaze, then flicker and sway,

Yet never once did he turn away.

His love was the anchor, silent and deep,

A promise unbroken, the dream he would keep.

Through the thunder of crowds, her laughter like rain,

He held her in heart through distance and pain.

Though she soared to the stars and fell into fire,

Each trial became her, each wound rose her higher.

And so he waited, a shadow in bloom,

Until she returned, her light filling the room.

She came back one evening, all radiance and calm,

With scars on her hands and light in her palms.

And in his embrace, she felt the long years,

The quiet devotion, the salt of his tears.

Through her journey of chaos, she learned she was free,

But only in his steadfast gaze did she see

A love undisturbed by a lifetime’s demand,

The universe still in the warmth of his hand.
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Winter’s Lantern
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In the hush of December’s long, dark veil,

We gather where the light twinkles pale. 

Under blankets thick, in a cozy retreat,

A family's warmth, the cold’s defeat.

Pages whisper like winter’s breeze,

Tales of wonder, heroes, seas.

Pages smell of musty wood and spines bow, 

While outside falls a world of snow.

Voices weave through the frosty night,

Binding hearts in the story’s light.

Each word a spark, each line a thread,

Knitting dreams where the story led.

The hours stretch as the night grows deep,

But who can sleep when the words still leap?

Laughter echoes, a gasp, a sigh—

A shared adventure, the night slips by.

So let the long December stay,

With its silent stars and its silver gray.

For here beneath these woven nests,

We find the nights are truly blessed.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Math Adventure
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In third grade's world, where numbers play,

I met a challenge each school day.

Multiplication knocked on the door,

A riddle to solve, a puzzle to explore.

"Two times three," the teacher would say,

"Count it out, find the way!"

Six appeared like magic's glow,

A tiny triumph, a skill to show.

Then came division, a brand-new quest,

Sharing numbers, putting minds to the test.

"How many groups of four in eight?"

I worked it out—two! What a fate!

The tables danced, a rhythmic beat,

Rows of numbers, oh, so neat.

I sang their songs, I knew their tune,

From morning math to afternoon.

Mistakes were made, but lessons too,

Each problem solved was something new.

With pencil in hand and courage inside,

I faced math with growing pride.

Now multiplication and division are friends,

A journey of numbers that never ends.

Thanks to third grade and the games we played,

I’ve built a foundation that won’t ever fade.
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The Ice Between
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She glides before dawn, in the cold, lonely glow,

Carving her name on a rink of snow.

The black swan, a shadow against the white,

Her dreams are feathers, dark and light.

The others skate in pastel and pearl,

Whispering of ribbons, a polished girl.

But she is silence, a quiet storm,

Grace is too raw, too far from their form.

Her blades sing sharp as she spins alone,

A song of ache in undertones.

When the clock strikes public, she leaves unseen,

Melting into the twilight, a ghost in between.

But when the lights rise and the crowd appears,

A prince of the rink, drawing cheers.

Tall and bold, his movements free,

A dancer on ice, commanding the sea.

He searches the faces, the laughing crowd,

Skating as if to break through the shroud.

His strides are questions, his jumps a plea,

Seeking the swan he’s destined to see.

Sliding doors, lives misaligned,

A tragedy etched in frozen time.

Both bound to the rink, yet worlds apart,

A shared stage, but not the same heart.

She never stays; he never leaves,

Two lives twined like wintered trees.

Her shadow fades; his echoes call,

A black swan, a prince—they never fall.

And so they skate, on ice so thin,

The quiet tragedy of what could have been.
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Santa’s Ride Through Tacoma


[image: ]


Through Tacoma’s streets, a bus does glide,

In winter’s chill, we take the ride.

Flashing lights in colors bright,

Cut through rain, a beacon of night.

The crowd, a sea of bundled cheer,

Smiling faces, voices clear.

Children point with mittened hands,

As music flows from marching bands.

The rain, it dances on the glass,

As neighborhoods and moments pass.

A sparkle, a wave, from Santa's sleigh,

Keeps the magic of the night in play.

Inside the bus, warm laughter swells,

As stories rise like chiming bells.

Steam on windows, hearts alight,

On this damp, enchanting night.

Through Tacoma’s chill, we proudly go,

Where joy and wonder overflow.

A fleeting glimpse of holiday grace,

In flashing lights and every face.
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The Tok-Weilding Queen
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Oh, the life of a mom to an eight-year-old,

Where chaos reigns, and stories unfold.

She’s a walking encyclopedia of random facts,

And her socks never seem to match.

She’ll argue like a lawyer, sharp and sly,

But melts into giggles when she spies a fly.

"Just five more minutes!" is her constant plea,

While brushing her hair feels like World War III.

Her mind's a black hole, her room a zoo,

"Mom, have you seen my glitter glue?"

She’s got dance moves straight from TikTok fame,

But bedtime? Oh no, it’s a losing game.

She’s mastered the art of dramatic flair,

One scraped knee? "I’m dying!" she’ll declare.

Her jokes are cheesy, her pranks a mess,

But her laughter’s a balm for mom-stress.

She loves slime, squishies, and things that glow,

And insists she’ll be a YouTuber pro.

But when she hugs you, arms tight and sweet,

The world feels small, the moment complete.

So here’s to the moms in the eight-year-old haze,

Navigating the quirks and the joy-filled days.

It’s messy, exhausting, and full of delight. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Quantum World
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Imagine a world where thought turns to deed,

Where answers arrive with unfathomable speed.

A whisper of code, a fraction of light,

And questions dissolve into knowledge outright.

The qubits dance, entangled, unseen,

In realms between what has and has not been.

Superpositions hum, their symphony vast,

Computing the future, unbinding the past.

Faster than speech, decisions ignite,

The weight of a problem dissolves overnight.

Complexity bows to algorithms grand,

A quantum leap crafted by human hand.

Cryptic puzzles, once locked with care,

Break open with ease in this luminous glare.

Weather unfolds, molecule by thread,

And cures bloom where illness once spread.

Yet, in this brilliance, shadows remain,

Ethics must guide the quantum domain.

For with power so vast, so boundless, so free,

Comes the need for a compass of morality.

Still, dare to dream of what lies ahead,

A world reimagined by what’s being said.

Where quantum computing, swift as a thought,

Redefines what humanity has sought.
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