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Before You Begin

These poems were not written to perform or impress.

They were written the way certain work gets done—quietly, repeatedly, often without witnesses. They come from lived experience. Some details have been altered, but the truth of them remains.

Much of what follows is ordinary: a house, a body, a schedule, a duty kept. Some of it is harder: love that cannot fix what it loves—and still stays.

You will find a life in pieces—hours, rooms, small decisions—and the cost that gathers when you keep showing up.

These poems do not argue. They do not explain. They try to tell the truth as closely as it can be held.

If you are looking for ornament, this will feel spare.
If you have carried quiet responsibilities, you will recognize the language.
Read slowly. Let the space between the words do its work.

And if something here feels familiar, it is not because we lived the same life.
It is because love—when it is real—leaves the same marks.
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Some work is real
because it stays.
Some work is real
because the one who carries it
is changed by carrying.
Some work is real
because something
does not happen.
Not everything that matters
appears.
Not everything unseen
is lost.
Not everything that counts
waits to be counted.
There is a faithfulness
that does not turn toward sound.
A meaning
that does not look back.
Good moves quietly
through the world—
unmarked,
unpraised,
and still holding.
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I walk without reply.
What leaves my mouth
does not return as sound.
My steps keep pace
with a quiet rhythm
I cannot place.
Sometimes the sky opens—
blue without effort.
Sometimes children play nearby,
their voices crossing the air.
And something reaches me
without words.
A knowing.
A warmth that does not insist.
Nothing is explained.
Nothing is repaired.
A single tear moves
down one cheek.
A smile follows.
I am not answered.
But I arrive.
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My heart leans toward reply.
It wants to set the weight down
where it can be seen.
There is relief in being heard.
In saying why
and feeling the room go still.
But not every easing stays true.
Some answers feel right
and still pull you away
from what must be kept.
The pull is strong—
to speak,
to be known,
to let the world nod
and believe it understands.
I feel it in the body—
that narrowing.
Two paths open—
one warm with recognition,
one quiet with cost.
One disappears quickly.

So I keep the answer
where it formed.
Not because it is delicate—
because it is true.
Because it knows
how to stay.
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We walk
with our hands held.
Like children—
not because we are small,
but because we trust
what waits for us.
Her hand is warm.
It fits mine
as if it remembers.
The world meets us
as it is.
I spend nights without sleep,
and her hand
never leaves my side.
What we have,
we give—
hand to hand,
without measuring.
When the road roughens,
we draw closer.
When it widens,
our steps learn each other.
I bear what comes
without display.
She steadies
what would tip.
Her eyes take the world in
and return it to me
clear.
Sometimes she leans toward me
without speaking.
Our shoulders touch.
The way steadies.
We keep walking.

What once frightened me
loosens its grip.
What I thought I had to hold
sets itself down.
Light gathers ahead—
not sudden,
not distant.
I do not ask where we are going.

I hold her hand.
She holds mine.
And we go.
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The first time I saw her clearly
was not romantic.
It was ordinary—
kitchen light,
late hour,
a day that had left its weight
in the corners.
She stood there
without rushing toward it.
Green eyes that held—
not gently,
accurately—
as if softness without truth
was just another way
to leave.
She listened
past what I said.
She heard
what I was trying
to protect.
Her kindness
didn’t sprint to rescue.
Her humor
landed clean
and left me adjusted.
She noticed
what others missed.
She noticed
what I avoided.
If someone pressed too far,
she stepped forward
without drama
and ended it—
not with violence,
with a boundary
that did not tremble.
If I was wrong
she didn’t pad the truth.
She said it plainly
and let the silence do
its work.
Not punishment.

Instruction.

And later—
in the parts no one sees—
she tended what failed.
A shirt set straight.
A plate rinsed.
A hand on the back of my neck
when the day had lodged there
and wouldn’t release.
She stayed
when pride had nothing left
to offer.
Once, after I tried
to make love into comfort,
she looked at me
as if I were a man
still learning the tool
in his own hand,
and asked—quietly—
why I thought love
meant remaining unchanged.
I wanted to make her perfect.

I learned
she had no interest
in being improved.
What changed
was me.
I learned where to place my hands.
I learned when not to speak.
I learned that no
can be an act of care.
We walked together
through the world—
not fused,
not separate—
sharing weight,
stopping when one of us
couldn’t go on.
And at the end of a day
that tried to bend us,
she would turn off the kitchen light,
leave one lamp on
in the next room,
and I would see it again—
not a lesson,
not a speech—

just the quiet fact
of two lives
kept upright
by what she did
without announcing it.
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