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This small book of poems is dedicated to the dreamers of the world, to the friends I’ve gained along the way, and to those who time has taken.
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“Sometimes, it’s nice to have our pain seen. Other times, all we desire is hope for the better days.” 

~L . M. Sanguinette
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As my introduction into the world of publishing, it would be remiss of me not to thank those people who have assisted in the process of turning a dream into a reality. Firstly, I’d like to thank the two editors whose trained eyes offered insight into areas in which the poems needed improvement, Anya Jimenez, and Cara Flannery. 

Next, I’d like to thank my family, who have always supported me and my various–sometimes outlandish–choices in life. Most of them are still unaware that they are mentioned in these books, and I’m sure a handful of them are unaware these books exist. 

Finally, I’d like to thank my friends who not only inspired many of these poems but have helped me become the person I am today, allowing me to grow, and seeing the beauty in my messy mind, even and especially when I didn’t see myself. 
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This book is a collection of poems and reflections born from deep introspection and self-discovery. It is an amalgamation of thoughts that surfaced during moments of personal struggle, where I sought solace through writing. However, it is not a book solely about darkness and despair, as it also explores moments of joy and lightness that we experience in life.

The poems within cover a diverse range of topics, from simple everyday pleasures like sipping on a cup of coffee, to grappling with the complexities of grief and loss. They offer insightful commentaries on life's challenges and provide a means of reflection for those seeking a deeper understanding of their own experiences. 

BEGINNINGS 

Beginnings are beautiful things. Sometimes, they mean the promise of something new. The journey into the unknown. The first. 

Other times, they are simply the grand opening to a previous close. The chance to start afresh. Not the journey into the unknown but the new transition into an already known. 

Many beginnings we take for granted, like that of daybreak or the first page of a book, even–and almost especially–that first sip of coffee in the morning. These beginnings, these crucial moments, mark the way you react to whatever is to come next.
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CAFÉ LATTE
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Made with espresso, steamed milk, and milk foam, the Café Latte, or Latte for short, is the quintessential breakfast drink. For those who need a large pick me up before starting their day or simply wish to indulge in something rich and decadent, this coffee has you covered. 

In Italy, customs state you are only allowed to have milk in coffee at the start of your day, which makes it the perfect drink to kick off our story. Luckily, poetry doesn’t abide by such strict protocol. 

The following poems take on warm, welcoming, and sometimes whimsical tones. Great for light introspection and easy reading. Recommended for consumption at the beginning of the day. Accompany with something sweet and pleasurable. 

THIS DAY IS FOR COFFEE

this day is for coffee
for the sharp smell of beans in the morning
for that first sip of bitterness
for that shock to the system
for the sleep that lingers in my eyes
this day is for cold hands holding warm mugs
for focused inhales
and steam-cooling exhales
for those brief moments of stillness 
before the world wakes
this day is for mug stains on wooden coasters
for the blissful silence
as the sunlight trickles in
filtering through my windows
to welcome me again
this day is for blank pages and unopened books
for new ink from old pens
for vivid dreams from the night before
that kept me up ‘til odder hours
waiting to come to life
this day is for coffee
before the chaos creeps slowly in
so I take another sip
and let the day begin.
OPEN THE DOORS

Today I open the door to imagination,
the gates to a world I cannot comprehend
but feel the need to share on paper
and laugh about with a friend.
Today I pull back the curtain that hides
the insanity within my mind
to shine a light on the anxious thoughts
wedged in all the crevices they can find. 

BE THAT SUNSHINE

Be that sunshine
the kind that twinkles in the morning’s dewdrops
and plays at the gaps where my eyelids don’t close
as it nudges me awake.
Be that sunshine
the kind that makes me think of summer
and smells of coconuts and salt water
even if only to me.
Be that sunshine 
the kind that reminds me of the many yesterdays 
when I felt helpless, whose many tomorrows 
proved I was strong.
Be that sunshine
and I too will be yours, sun and moon 
and sky full of stars, let shine from us a blinding light
to bathe the world in our glow.

LET IN THE DAWN

Let the dawn creep slowly over
the hillsides and the mountaintops
and spread through the valleys wide
so that it may remind us all 
of what it means to be awake, alive
adrift though we may be but still
we find a way to make it work,
to guide us through the waves of life
by the light of the breaking dawn.  

WALKING THE SILENT STREETS 

Here I walk the silent streets 
of the city that never sleeps and yet
all is quiet in the morning air
and I think to myself how lucky I am
for this brief moment of stillness before 
I truly start the day.
Here I walk the silent streets
alone but never lonely am I
when the sun’s rays shine beside me
and the cool breeze tugs me along
while the grass dances up to meet my feet
and the trees bend to wave hello.

MARSHMALLOWS IN MY CHOCOLATE

My little eyes had always seen 
marshmallows in my hot chocolate.
Fluffy white clouds to cover the rich brown lake,
the one that tastes like heaven on earth, 
and makes my little mouth water.
I watch them melt, licking their sugary foam 
from my pinky plush lips, as I spy on people 
who cringe at the drinks they force down their throats 
without remorse. 
I’d pity the image they have of themselves 
which I think must be strict to stop them too
from licking chocolate off their noses.
But nowadays I look from over a smaller cup,
the one you use for bitter espresso
that makes me shiver as it touches my tongue
and I wonder when I became one of them.

SITTING IN SILENCE

My mind is a constant whirling and whirring 
of gears that tick and cogs that squeak
while a bundle of buzzing bees buzz outside
away from whizzing wasps 
that chase a creeping curious cat that cries 
in meow to the cow that moos and munches 
through the swishy scratchy scrunchy grass
that bends and blows with the busy breeze 
that whistles through the swarming streets 
where people’s papers take to the skies
like rockets gurgling and hurling upwards
into the dark and silence of space,
when I remember I too should be silent,
in a contemplative meditation that 
I am dragged from by my phone’s alarm
and because of this I know for sure
I will not be still today.

PEN TO PAPER

It’s time for me to start afresh 
and mar this paper with my pen
to sully its blankness with scribbles that somehow 
form words in one language and tales in another.
The possibilities are endless;
the empty page waits to transform
into something that maybe children will read,
of the knights on horseback that slay the damsels
while sea monsters dine with kings...
...wait, that doesn’t sound right...

Maybe this page will be filled with mystery 
and love tales for adults who wish to escape 
from day jobs and night shifts 
in favour of spaceships that wish to be real boys
and policemen who seek out the golden snitch...
...no, still not quite...

The point of the story, if I’ll ever get there,
is waiting to be written down
on the page beneath my leaking pen
holding out for the storm of scribbles 
that were destined to become stories...
...well, if only I
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