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August 14th, 2025

This book is my survival.

This is me ugly crying on the page in public.

The context, stated in the simplest, most universal terms for the privacy and comfort of those of us who are still here: this year - 2025 - I have lost two of the most important, central, influential, loved and loving people in my life. One through choice and one through death. Especially inside a constellation of other losses, but even standing on its own, the unexpected, unwanted change in my relationship with these two people who left in different ways less than two months apart, has impacted my life beyond any words.

And then there was poetry. 

In this book you will find images, ideas, and experiences that carry my love and my grief. Some of these will probably be triggering in one way or another. But please know that Ugly Crying is, in fact, an inner movement. The small, sometimes annoying voice inside of me that believes all of this matters and that it can be a gift. 

This is a story without a happy ending. A story told through poems of two losses and the interplay between them, of the joy and safety these cherished people brought, and of the gaping hole that they leave behind. It is written to hold the power and significance of all the faces of my grief - the biggest love, the shock, the fear, the loneliness, the doubts, the guilt, the relief, the anger, the pain as a constant companion, the regret, the gratitude, the hopelessness, the nostalgia.

These are very specific to me and at the same time there is a universality to them. My hope is that readers will find small or big pieces of themselves reflected here and validated as human experiences that can be held even when it feels impossible to do so. This is a book where your own pain can be validated and accompanied or where you can simply find permission to be where you're at right now, to be on this mysterious journey of life and love and loss without rushing yourself along. 

At the same time, all emotions and thoughts expressed here are snapshots of different places along the way and strictly belong to me as reactions, responses, interpretations, and metaphors. Experience changes constantly even when overwhelm makes it feel static. 

With this book, my deepest wish is to say that these people's presence is an enormous part of what has given my life its color and texture. At different times, in different relationships, perhaps in ways that weren't so different, they both forever have my heart, my appreciation, my love, and my respect. The intensity of grief and my longing to see both of them as well as myself as full, imperferct humans has never changed that, and I hope you, dear reader, will keep that in mind as you navigate this sometimes scary emotional roller-coaster with me.

Welcome. I am so grateful that you are here.

Please read these poems at your own pace. Pause or stop if you need to. Take a breath. Return whenever you need to know that you're not alone.
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mountain river woman
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December 18th, 2010

... flows between life's boulders

with a murmur.

the firs

she catches 

in her ripples -

evergreen 

even when she still has

a fog droplet in her eye.

mountain river woman

carrying the sky in her blood

and in her clear quartz heart

doesn't know that

deep inside 

she is

an alpinist's

biggest dream.
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equinox lady
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September 22nd, 2017

when the moon is reborn and howling at wolves,

equinox lady remains even with the day.

she connects autumnal dots on a sheet of soul

as thin as the darkness, as resilient as the light 

inside a dewdrop 

which transforms all the cold into life -

she finds the sun needle

in a haystack covered in red leaves.

to the equinox lady, I wish

clear enough sky to distinguish 

stars from clouds

so that she may always know

where her night ends

and where the whims of some storm

that doesn't belong to her

begin

and the rainbow, yes, I wish her

an ocean's worth of rainbows

for every single drop of thunderstorm 

that she has made her way through 

in order to arrive here, next to me.
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in the flesh
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February 24th, 2020

born with the war.

survived with the droughts and young deaths

and famines and scarce foreign aid.

witnessed two shattering earthquakes

from the outside in, watching herself

through a window of tolerance long cracked

and bent out of shape.

this lady of elegant hats and helping hands

had to capitulate before she was three years old -

became and remained a country with blurry borders

easy to cross on foot.

her children ran away from home

in every conceivable way

in a world of instant messages and video calls.

her back hunches like a question mark.

her rough wrinkles don’t feel like

an answer.
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Whispered Heroes
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April 16th, 2021

Worries. We each hold one

sickly green stem with a sun on top

instead of a flower. We stand together

when we'd rather run, freeze

our bodies until they find a cure

for despair. But we stay.

We make a bouquet the size of a forest.

Third degree burns on the thin skin

of our eternally unprepared souls,

their intense light begins to echo.

Beyond the edges of the universe.

Within me.

I didn't know what continental climate was

in good hearts sticking together.

I am a fire hazard to everything that knows me -

to orchards, to temples, to jewelry stores, to bookstores,

and to the benches in the park where if I ever set foot

again, it will only be my own two feet, because I have also

held suns in the eyes of other people's storms

and sometimes that was enough and other times I had to learn

a lesson of fire.

Thank you, fellow human, for still holding

this dandelion of a sun in my wilting bouquet.
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After Wounds
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April 18th, 2021

In the land of your smile,

where in the infertile soil

of bitter life

diluted with too much tap water,

rays of sunlight catch root,

the guilt of barging into heaven

with my whole body plus a little bit more

implodes.

I arrived to this place 

by train with tragedies for passenger cars

and estrangement for wheels. I arrived here

because I had enough tears to cry

to leave a trail of pain crumbs

to remember my way back home,

for the pigeons to nibble on 

and for me to righteously complain

that I screamed for help before I wasn't heard.

But no. There are places 

such as the space between you and me,

warmths which light up difficult paths

until doors spring up where I used to see only mountains,

inside of me feathers grow and mirrors appear

in which - like the tree in a seed - I see my wings.

There is something brimming with life inside of you,

such warmth in the way you reach out to your cold,

that I almost believe god cubs are born inside of us

in each instant of authentic encounter. 
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Welcome
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May 29th, 2021

welcome

each time

clock hands holding

and counting

my blessings

on your tongue

my language settles

a built home

a garden that waited for decades

to be planted

a music softly landing

as if we'd never been tone-deaf

the orchestra of our pasts

becoming a present

of warmth

to be acknowledged

in each other

and still I wonder

do you feel at home

in this heart of mine

millions of minutes behind

with too much sand to give

and requiring too many tides

to wash her confidence clean
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of Hearts
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June 11th, 2021

I took steps - hard-worked, half-worded

at first, carefully placed

steps toward you - to see you

through the fog of everything they've ever taught

me through teeth that only smiled to threaten,

small dance steps to avoid the lava and still land

on the same side of this sun bursting in both our chests,

one foot in front of the other, repeat, repeat, repeat

to meet you halfway

and so I found myself -

in honest search of another.

I set aside the burden of the world's wants

coming into my own peace

in a forest I wouldn't have walked

barefoot and open

all the way to the other side

for the sake of naming

my ever-enough self.
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Our season in the ashes

[image: ]


July 5th, 2021

It's the proof 

that we have been moved by fire.

It's the sense of having burned down 

to nakedness. 

So we mourn: a choir of ashen wings

to fly over the chores of daily forgetting.

To remember to look the big picture 

squarely in its sunny eyes

from the shaken underworld of our bones. 

Our soot-covered clothes are the holiest

we have ever worn. 

Our darkest hours teach us

how to touch the stars in each other.

When the sky seems to have dried up, 

a shower of tears washes us clean

and when we return,

our silence will have a different voice,

a healing shade of shelter 

for those just packing new heartbreaks

to start a journey into their own 

season in the ashes. 

Thank you for walking with me. 
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The slow dance of healing 
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January 15th, 2023

One heartful and then another.

Love on an empty stomach

feels wild 

like deer running 

deep in forest lungs

used to predators, now 

defenseless 

on the tamed pavement

of the highway.

Another heartful. Just one more.

They fill up the hopeless spaces

built into me by default

by drunken architects and jaded construction workers

who never took a minute to believe

this container made of cold bricks and hot sweat

might be inhabited by living folk someday, much less

become a home.

My flesh tries to digest a different reality. 

Bit by bit, it enters my bloodstream.

Growing stronger 

roots in the light

of a fresh pair of eyes.

A soft breeze. A gentle touch

of an idea 

that perhaps 

there is a way forward 

around the thick breath of these headlights.
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Kintsugi
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July 9th, 2023

You found me broken on the cold sandstone tile floor

in shards of sobs 

and a shell-shocked stream of vase water

that hadn't been replaced in days

because my bouquet of poppies had dropped all its petals 

and I couldn't hold the emptiness ...

You took those sharp-edged pieces of sound

and saw stars in the way they reflected your light;

you sewed them together with threads of music

and my body slowly remembered 

that there's welcoming room for it all

in my heart song.
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Heard
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April 30th, 2024

Embraced. 

His soft presence 

ready to catch

the entirety of mine

as I become the unfiltered poetry 

I was before I learned 

I had to hide behind 

metaphors and mind reading.

There's not a single corner of who I am

without a safe place to land

in his heart.
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the Glue that holds my world together 
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May 13th, 2024

Floating in a sea of emotion

the metaphors stick to me

My fingertips 

are doors

I let it all out 

in waves

of language

I let it into

your body
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Sucked into the rabbit hole of a single song 

I know this energy from the inside out 

I trap myself in the decibels 

I trip over my own heartbeat 

I stick to joy like label to jar

I embrace the freedom 

in the tightest of spaces

we build whole worlds

unstoppable 

full of light

whether others see it or not 

love it or abhor it

*
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Faces that look more like home

than anything else my eyes have ever seen 

Waves of safety

back and forth 

predictable tides 

for us to float 

I could be a rock one day

and they still wouldn't let me sink
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Blooming in Gentle Light
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September 29th, 2024

Feel the brightness 

of a sun thinking itself 

the moon's reflection

or a fire hazard.

Meanwhile, my rosebud heart

sheds its thorns

and becomes a garden

under the sun's attentive gaze.
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Wounded Voices 
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January 27th, 2025

Can wounded voices meet

to create beautiful things?

Not just thunder, but rhythm.

Not just crying out in agony,

but a melody of leaning on each other. 

Learning each other.

You've met vulnerable 

bits and pieces of me

that nobody knew existed before 

(not even I).

I've met your growth and your flow

in ways you were never seen before 

(the art of more than silence).

But we are flightless birds

faced with open skies that never loved

our connection to the earth

and the sharp edges of our past

further wounded each other

in those places we were both 

so honored to be allowed to touch.

It was always a duet

but sitting here alone 

with the end of the world in my breath,

guilt welcomes me as an only friend –

why couldn't I find 

a golden cage for my wounded voice

and let my song be more of an echo

to support yours on the trembling notes?

What is it about my voice

that makes it so prone

to shattering the most sacred things?
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Terrified
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January 27th, 2025

When I say I'm terrified, I mean

there's a bullet richocheting in my stomach 

and after all the damage it's already done

tearing through precious things inside and out,

the wait for it to land, the guessing as to 

where the ending might begin

and how much it will hurt

is worse than what comes afterwards. 

There's a loud void where my joy used to be

and I dread the moment you'll decide

to take all of your melodic footsteps 

and leave fully

our voices that couldn't harmonize enough 

to live fully.

There's still a soft place here

with your name on it.

Please don't take the bittersweet

presence in your absence 

away.
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Grace
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January 28th, 2025

You see me

through the thick, unbreathable 

layers of silence.

You see the face

that's raised you up

and let you down.

You hear the fire voice

that forgot to protect

the flower buds growing in your heart

as a lingering echo 

of the explosion

in your bones.

You have good reason

to kick me when I'm down 

hurrying to save yourself 

and fly away on what's left

of your lightness,

but instead 

you keep your feet on the ground,

lend me wings

and time to digest before taking flight

and a precious touch of warm gentleness

in the careful way you brush past me

to safer land.

It doesn't fully tame 

the monster of pain

hatching in my rib cage

but it's a kindness. 

It's enough. 

Your actions, a mirror

in which I hope you may find 

the beauty of your starlight heart.

Thank you

for this unspoken 

gift.
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Year of the Snake
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January 30th, 2025

I knew it would be cursed

because I am the snake

and I've got away

with slithering around

slipping off people's skin

and being venomous 

too many times to count,

I knew this year

would break something in me

that felt more solid than bones

because I recognized the patterns 

of poetry in the stars

and because I knew I was carrying the curse

deep inside. 

Yes, I imagined a hurricane might come,

but I wasn't prepared for it to turn the whole earth

I'm made of upside down, I couldn't foresee

that taking a breath would become

such wasted luxury, I thought I might

be torn apart by a whim of the wind,

but I never believed it could be you.

Laws of nature no longer apply.

The year's just begun

and it feels like time froze, but in fact

there may still be others to come undone

and I knew that we all die starting the day we are born,

but this decades-slow death has never felt

quite as earth-shattering before

and whether or not this was written in the stars,

it is my fault.

Sun rises. I breathe. 

Again, what a hopeless word.

Again, but next level.

I knew this year would be cursed

in the stardust beneath my breaking bones,

and it already hurts too much 

to find comfort in the fact

that the reason why everything that's precious

is bound to come off as if I were being skinned alive,

is that I was blessed in the first place.

Right now there's just 

misplacing a thought and spending hours in search of it,

getting through moments of joy like trying to 

stay grounded and walk deep underwater 

without holding my breath. 

I sensed it in the air, in the stars, in the silence 

that pain was coming, but I didn't think it would

arrive so early without knocking first

and make itself a home in my belly

constantly hit by wrecking balls

and impossible to tear down. 

I knew there was no way out,

but I kept telling myself I'm not claustrophobic 

simply because my body can exist in enclosed spaces,

but my life without you is a wasteland 

that got to be a lush rainforest before

and being confined in the space of this contrast

makes me want to disappear along with the glaciers.
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Parallel
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January 30th, 2025

For today I had already planned

to renew my petals, remember 

my true colors and the many times

my nectar nourished you.

I went in, the poetry that was always 

ready on my lips, put out. The voice

like a balloon soaring into the freedom 

of being myself, finally quiet.

I went in and wore my mask

with more grace and precision than ever before.

Midway through, I had an anxiety attack

like I used to every year for a couple of months

around the anniversary

of my grandfather's sudden death.

It took me a while to recognize

what the tsunami of dizziness

was trying to tell me.

Back then my head would explode

into a panic that I might die like him.

Today my head burned

and I closed my eyes

in fear that I might live.

This poem is a muddy road

after the rain.
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Choice Fatigue 
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January 30th, 2025

There is a space

between two breaths

where I pull my power back

from the pain -

align with my values

like planets that hold their own

gravity

and act from the spot of selfless wisdom

that flows like a river in us all.

There is a space

and a sky-high toll fee

to get there from this other place

where the road is paved

with punches in the gut instead of tiles

and a black hole to go through

and hope you still have the strength

to hold on to yourself

when you do the right thing on the other side.

Between agony and action,

there is a space where I can choose to be kind

and every single cell in my body

is begging me to lie down

and rest my racing heart on a poem pillow

instead of dragging it once again

through the hell that leads to that space.

I'm exhausted trying to hold my breath.
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Collecting regrets
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January 31st, 2025

Collecting regrets 

like stamps

unable to stop

comparing the cost,

arranging them

in sterile albums

to be displayed

as red flags.

Valuable resource

for rainy days

when the rain and my tears

feel the same on my face.

Collecting regrets

like glitter,

a touch of them spills

e v e r y w h e r e

in small, hidden places

I wasn't aware existed

in my home or in my body,

it makes everything 

not quite what it was supposed to be,

but I can't help spreading it around 

in every space I own

just in case nothing else will sparkle again 

in my world. 

My bowed head

is how I keep the stars in my eyes

from becoming black holes.
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