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​Chapter 1 

​When You Feel Small
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Nobody is

perfect. That is what

everybody says anyway, but

do you believe that? We all expect

ourselves to measure up and keep the 

delicate balance we conjure in our own 

insecurities. Take me for instance. I pride 

myself in thinking outside the box, but let 

me tell you, that can be tiring. Boxes are

safe, organized, sanitized, predictable,

and easily tucked away. But corners

corner,  and containers contain,

boxes block such thoughts as

uniqueness.  Perfect?

Nobody is.

It’s Okay to Feel Small
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It’s okay to feel the urge

to curl up in a blanket on the floor

and melt into a speck of dust.

It’s okay to feel melodramatic

or stiff as a board.

It’s okay to scorn hugs and hunger for them

at the same time.

It’s okay to look up at shiny, tall towers

and wonder what you are doing.

It’s okay to watch from the outskirts of a party

or realize someone’s smarter than you. 

It’s okay to feel small.

That means

there’s room to grow.



Glamour





I want you to know that glamour is an illusion.

The obscured stars,

fathomed so far beyond our reach,

are assumed to be ideal.

The problem with the picturesque

is that even sunshine and daisies

require shadows and cold roots.

Even diamonds can gather dust,

and for every dollar there is a price.

The finest silk comes from worms,

and the most prodigious people in the world

still get toe jam from time to time.

This revelation can either instill

disillusioned disappointment, or

enlivened empowerment.

Even walking on the moon was a Sunday stroll.

So who is to say that you are somehow disqualified

from living beautifully?

Glamour isn’t worth the hype,

but wonder?

You can be full of it.




It Will Happen When it is the Right Time
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Do you tell the flowers

when to open?

Do you instruct the whales

in voice lessons?

Do you set reminders

to schedule falling leaves?

Do you manage flight itineraries

for the butterflies?

Do you wind up the world

and keep it spinning?

No?

Neither do I,

and I’m glad

for we are in much better hands.

You are Not in a Rush
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If you don’t have all the answers,

that doesn’t mean you fail.

There is no syllabus for this,

and not all learning gets a grade.

Your teachers

may not give lectures.

They may not speak at all,

but take time to listen.

Watch.

Learn.

You are not in a rush.

Take this gifted time,

to soak it all

in.

I’m Sorry They Left
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There is a quiet corner

of your heart

that plays on repeat

that day when you were

only 13 years old,

and they left you.

The knotted up heartstring

is tugged again

when you don’t see

a reply text,

and when you’re alone in the snow,

and when the barista

doesn’t get your name right.

That little 13-year-old-you

has something to say

if you begin to untangle

with a hug & a listen.

I wish I could send a hug too <3 

Little Old Me
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Hello there!

I’m sorry we haven’t played together in a while.

Maybe tomorrow we can change that.

I like when you smile and laugh and make up crazy

ideas and have dance parties in the kitchen.

I’m proud of your gumption in the face of our wild world.

It’s scary to live in this time right now, and it’s even worse

when people argue about things that grown-ups aren’t supposed to argue about.

It’s hard work just being a person.

It would be good of us to be softer.

Kinder. More gentle. Gracious.

It’s okay to be brave

and tell people how you really feel.

I like what you have to say.

People will misunderstand, but you don’t have to prove anything to them.

You don’t have to get all prickly and offended

when people do and say things differently than you do.

It’s okay to be yourself. Yes, you

are different, but you are good to have around!

We need you.

Oh hey,

I just remembered

I read somewhere the amusement park princesses

don’t pull away first from a hug, because

you never know how long a child might need to be held.

I’d like to hug you like that.

And maybe you could hug me back.

Love, Little Old Me. 

You Are Strong. You Are Worth It.
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“Strong” doesn’t always mean

holding weights at the gym.

It means holding them

in your heart

at the grocery store

when you have to decide

between old habits or new steps.

“Worth it” doesn’t always mean

paying full price with card.

It means paying early

each morning

in the dark

when you’d rather do anything else

than work on yourself.

After much practice,

you build strength to see

what is worth it,

and you see worth

in the strength you’ve built.

But you can’t walk alone for long.

That’s why we are here.

We see you.

You are strong,

and we know

you are worth it.

Moon
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I just realized

that against the moon,

clouds are black.

The gossamer spaces,

the gray & the white,

that’s open space.

Open. Space. 

The moon’s almost full.

A porch light

casts my hand in stark shadow

against this page.

Theatre kids’ voices are

echoing, bouncing off buildings

in the dark.

Art can reach

dark places.

“The hills are alive,”

They laugh. I laugh.

I wish I felt like singing.

I’m not blue.

I’m empty.

I don’t know if I want to talk 

or not.

Sometimes I feel less alone by myself

outside in empty places

than in crowds of chattering,

pushing, leaning, waiting,

walking, hustle-bustling people.

I don’t know what I need right now.

The moon is hidden.

I know her face is behind those clouds,

but I can’t see.

Remember that time,

I realized the first one 

to touch the moon,

other than God,

was a man from Ohio?

It brought tears to my eyes.

I wonder if Edison

ever thought that

electricity would cause 

whole cities 

to lose sight of the stars?

The clouds around the moon looked

sky blue for a second.

Somewhere the sun is rising.

Setting too.

Every moment is simultaneous

dawn, dusk, midnight, & midday.

Someone just died.

Someone was just born.

We all share the same moon. 

Manna From Heaven
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Fresh corn chips from Fiesta

Kentucky sunsets

Toyoko Inn white sticky rice

North Main Café doughnuts

Picked wildflowers without water

Dewdrops held by tips of grass

A kitten’s first step in snow

The last piece of boxed Italian chocolate

A forehead kiss goodnight

Have Mercy
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Do you swear

to tell the truth?

The whole and nothing

so help you?

You do?

Then why do you point

accusing daggers

at the mirror?

The private eye

forging ahead 

all the evidence

against your good name.

The judge, jury,

executioner, and victim

of the crimes against

your own humanity.

Since when did you sanction

the order that you should be

the perfect, divine form,

spotless and incapable of flaw?

Don’t try to pretend

you expect nothing less of yourself.

No wonder you feel

guilty.

So help me God,

I’m guilty of this too.

Defenseless we

take the witness stand

hammering our (basket)case:

the wicked wicker jail

that’s full of holes,

yet we stand by

our prosecuting testimony.

We’ve done enough

collateral damage.

Next on the docket,

do you ever

bail out like this

on your friends?

Do you expose

the naked truth

of their blemishes,

crooked teeth,

freckles, nose, skin,

or hairy toes

and condemn them?

Heaven forbid!

So, why don’t you give yourself

a little mercy?

Take a stand,

habeas corpus.

The interrogation is over.

Pro bono.

The verdict?

You are free.

No objections,

Your Honor.

Asking for a Friend
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What do you do

when someone you love doesn’t quite love you back,

or they’re making terrible choices

that break your heart?

What do you do

when you get the news that your body is malfunctioning,

and everything you eat 

has to change?

What do you do

when your co-workers treat you like royalty one day

and dismiss all of your questions 

the next?

What do you do

when you’ve always been the good kid putting out fires

and keeping the peace, but now 

your grown-up eyes see issues?

What do you do?

Psalm of a Sweater
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When you crocheted me

in the belly of the earth,

why did you choose

this yarn?

And this stitching pattern?

Didn’t you already have enough

sweaters?

You knew I’d shrink in the wash.

How are you not embarrassed

to be seen with me in public?

I’ve witnessed your wardrobe.

Who am I

that you keep picking me?

When the moths

plagued
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