
Phone Notes 

Poetry has been my way to processing through my feelings since I was a teenager. 

Through my teen years I kept notebook after notebook of poetry. 

In this modern era, I started writing poems in the Notes App of my phone. 

These are some of my favorites from the last five years starting in first days of the pandemic until present. 
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To The Empathetic Heart
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Even in ordinary times to have

an empathetic heart

means to cry easy.

To blush when others are 

embarrassed.

To wince when others are 

struck. 

The empathetic heart 

is heavy to carry, 

like a weight in your chest.

A darkness 

that you cannot shake.

You want to look away. 

The suffering.

The pleas for help

that you cannot answer. 

You want to look away. 

But also,

you feel sometimes

all you can do

is be a witness.

Perhaps if you feel the pain

the pain will be less.

You cannot look away.

But

the heaviness in your center

can make it hard to get up

like being pressed 

into the dirt.
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The Woman With No Family
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My mom passed away and 

I cried.

Not just because I loved her,

but she was the last person 

who put me first.

Who loved me best.

I don’t even know if that is true.

I want to believe that.

I want to believe she loved me as much 

as I love my kids.

Other times it seems more like

my parents loved the image they created

of me.

When me and the image matched 

they were pleased.

And when we did not

they were disappointed.

They are both gone now.

And I can think of no one else 

that I can pretend

I am the most important. 

My husband loves the kids more 

(as do I). 

My kids love each other more. 

And every other person 

has a priority

that is not

me.

I wish, I could cease 

to exist.

To stop feeling all the time

I am not wanted.

When there is no space left for me

I wish to let go of every

entanglement 

and just be 

solo.

Maybe all alone 

I would not feel so 

left 

out. 
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Pile Up
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The problems pile up. 

But I don’t talk to you.

Because 

the time is not right,

I am tired,

I am still too upset,

I don’t know what to say,

and finally, 

too much time has passed.

Even though

the problem keeps pricking me

I decided 

that the statute of limitation has 

run.

I am carrying all of these things 

that hurt me

But I assume I have missed the deadline.

I have the conversation 

without you.

Me and me pretending to be you,

we hash the whole thing out. 

Me pretending to be you

never cares, 

is defensive,

dismisses me.

By the time I am done 

there doesn’t seem to be much point

to discuss it further.

Another problem comes along.

And I add it to the pile.

Procrastinate the conversation. 

Talk to the mirror. 

And the pain deepens. 

If you could just read my mind.

Guess that I felt this way.

Even though I would probably deny it,

then it would be mean 

you cared about me.

At least that is what part of me thinks. 

And another me knows 

I should talk to the real you. 

that delay is the real problem

on the top of the pile.
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To You
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I love you so much.

I am embarrassed by it.

I am constantly looking for you. 

After you are asleep

I wish for another you

that I could keep talking to.

When you have other things to do

I wish I could slip in your pocket

and go with you.

If I am away from you

I wish you would suddenly appear

and I would slip my hand into yours.
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I Pray For You 
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I hear the things you say 

about our God.

I have to believe

you have only seen God from 

afar.

Like a celebrity you only see on TV.

You ascribe characteristics to God.

Reflecting your feelings on to God.

But I have dwelled in the embrace of God. 

Had to accept though I am imperfect,

though I fall short 

God loves me.

God calls to you too.

Even as I distance myself from 

you

like a jealous sibling that does not want to share

the love of a parent.

But God has 

love enough for 

both of us.

Calling to you too.

Wanting you to see God is not as limited 

as you.

Wanting you to know 

God does not call us to exclude,

but join together, protect each other

Love each other

as 

God 

does.
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Scarce 
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They tell us things are scarce.

There isn’t enough for all of us.

They pick a group and tell us

“they” are taking these limited things. 

You need to turn against 

“them”

or else there will be none for you.

It feels real

until I see the dumpster behind a store

filled with things being tossed. 

Things that could be had.

They are the ones makings things scarce.

There is plenty

but 

they hide it.

Because if we think things are scarce

we worry 

more about survival than

figuring out

we don’t need to turn against anyone

but those 

In 

Power.
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Dear Child
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I always hoped I was doing right by you.

I was fighting the good fight.

That I was shaping the world to a place 

I would want you to live.

I see that there was so much more that 

I did not see.

Evil disguised. 

I left more work for you than I expected.

I realize

I won’t live to see the promised land. 

I understand that now.

But I will not give up.

I will continue to fight. 

I will continue.

While I try to teach you to as well.

It’s not going to be the way I hoped.

When I hoped.

But may it still can be

someday. 
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