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​Author’s Note

I believe we all have notes for the Universe, those little moments when we rail at the stars for perceived unfairness, or we thank the gods for unexpected blessings. We all have our wishes, our wants, our prayers.  Our own stories and our own...... Margin notes...These are some of mine. I hope you enjoy them ... and if you don’t—that’s groovy, too. Either way, remember that your universal reflections have value and may light the path for another soul along the way.  It’s an honor to share these with YOU.  ~ Dusty 
​Amuse Bouche

I find it interesting that the Universe delights in dangling impossible intangibles, billowing ethereal winds into our psychic sails—a way to distract us from our journey ... or perhaps to nudge us back on course.

We are all galactic tatterdemalions, knocking at unknown doors 

in search of sustenance for our souls.

Bring forth your traditions, kindnesses, and passions.

We will conquer and surrender ... 

merge and reemerge ... 

dancing on a butterfly’s wing.

We sing ourselves into creation, only to self-destruct

before completion and are left 

to wonder why. 

​
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​Slight of Hand

You hold me captive in invisible bonds

Allowing me the perception of control

Laughing in my ear as I lay out my plans

Others cannot see how you pull my strings

Taking me out of the ring at the peak of my fight

Do not think you own me

Do not think you will win

Endurance is a powerful tool

Deadening one part of the mind

While sharpening another

You hold me in your right hand

Never knowing what I’m doing to your left

I will rise, evolve, and defy your transparency

If I am unable to cut you away all at once

I will just keep cutting until our pains are equal

​Gunpowder Revolution

Tangible nerve ends dance

Bullets, firing at my feet

Tick-pop, tick-pop, tick-pop

Cowboy Time shooting slugs

Of Gunpowder and Shame

Another day on the eggshell stage

My mortal coil, recoiling at close range

He targets indecision

With toxic lead and attrition

Tick-pop, tick-pop, tick-pop

​A Mother’s Love

Guilt as a weapon

She wields it well

Ruling her masses

Like the Devil rules Hell

Each word honed

A cunning bite

Hidden from sight

Bourbon over ice

The way it can slice

Lighting fires and

Tripping wires 

Of Uncoiling Anger

Awakening it

From languid sleep

With every cut that

Cuts too deep

​

​A Reflection on Mother’s Reflection

​

Was it my broken brain

Or yours?

Great protector

drier of tears

What a crock

Mother dearest 

Teaching fear 

I see you now

Hiding behind

Your wrinkled 

Cowl-neck

You are the cancer

That you carry, Carrie

Narcissism caught up to you

But you’re okay

Your poisonous

Guilt and manipulation 

Are the only reason he stays

I disappointed you

So you took my girl

And claim her successes as your own

You bitter, bitchy cow

On your way out

I count down the days

No remorse clouds my gaze

​Indifference

You criticize with your sighs and

The way you roll your eyes

My cries are met with lies

As I scream into the void that 

Stands between us

All the words that would never free us

Falling to the floor as you sailed out the door

Indifferent to the grievance of my bereavement 

For the bond of blood you never bore.

​2:27 a.m.

I find my calm by starlight

Quiet lessons taught

In the depths of night

Visions of what may come

Telling me I’m not done

“Carry on, carry on”

The moon whispers

Not all is as it seems

As my eyes trace the Milky Way

I resolve to fight

Keep my sight

On the rising of a new day

​Shrapnel

Soul shrapnel

Invisible wounds

Bleeding

Seeping my will

Dripping

Across frozen earth

Life force pouring out

Draining

With each beat

Of this shattered heart

​Mud Pies

Playing alone in the gravel drive,

Making mud pies,

I see her clearly

If I hold my breath and close my eyes.

Once blurred edges shift sharply,

She was “that child.”

Not bad,

Not wrong,

Just different.

“Something’s not quite right with that kid.”

“She’s not all there.”

“She’s too sensitive.”

Playing alone in the gravel drive,

Making mud pies

Overhearing grownups’ lies

Gaslighting her existence

Wrapping her up 

In guilty insistence 

Crying alone in the gravel drive

Making mud pies

Chastised by my mother’s sighs

This persistent small memory

Car door closing

Tires crunching down the drive

No glance back 

To me

As I sit in the rain

Crying over mudpies

​Grandma’s Old Shoe Box

​

Brief love notes

Carefully penned script

Tucked inside vellum

Just below

An aged photograph

Of Aunts, all dead now,

Lined up in a row

Showing off their casseroles

1 dozen eggs

And a pound of sugar

2 cakes of yeast

3 pounds of flour

Written on the back

Of a bill from old Ma Bell

Torn out pages of a Ward’s catalog

Clipped to a Butterick pattern;

MiMi’s spring dress

Jimmy aced his last math test

5th grade, Mrs. Stack

7 playing cards

Lost from their pack

A thimble and an empty spool

Every item holding

A Memory of You

​
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​The Tease

Incessant are these creeping thoughts

Distracting me from my daily 

grind 

Pleasingly ...teasingly

Your gravelly voice whispers in my 

mind 

I struggle to remember the color of your eyes

Or your rough scent

Remembering only the way my name 

Slid from your infinitely...  kissable...

Lips

​Love Songs Stalking Me

I’m so sick of love songs

On the radio

Everywhere I go

Taunting me

As I wade through the sea

Of everyday living

A ride in the car is

Riddled with reminders

Love lost, forlorn

Haunting me

Strolling down an aisle

Shopping for corn

Black tea

Sugar and cream

Each chorus and verse

Cuts deep

Or so it does seem

Dire thoughts stream

Hunting me

Daring me to dream

Of a tomorrow

Where love songs

Don’t hurt

​Monsters Embrace

Sing to me

Not of love

Brightly shining

But of monsters

Scarred and worn

Afraid of the light

Lurking tenderly

In our souls

Finding comfort

In shadows

That dance

In the moments

Between each breath

​Suffusion

She was more than 

a breath of fresh air

She was a hurricane

Taking my breath away

Leaving me overjoyed

With my suffocation
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​Into The Fire

I ran from the fire licking at my heels

Straight to your pan - 

The heat of a man out to save me

You read the same scripts 

But they fell differently from your lips

Familiar words with a heavy history

You said the right things

And smiled your smile

Reeling me in with cheeky guile

It made my heart sing 

When you slipped on the ring

Leading me down the aisle

But your teasing soon turned sour

I spent hours perusing your face

In a race to guess your mood

So I could fix my face 

While I picked out an attitude

That wouldn’t lead to bruising

​Drowning in Your Fire

You light me on fire

Get pissed when I burn

Lay tinderf

Match strike

Fan the flame

Douse me in shame

For drowning 

As you hold my head 

Beneath the water

Under your reflection

Of selfish introspection

Nothing but a stepping stone

For your ego

​Dousing Your Fire

Little bubbles

Pop

Pop

Popping in my mind

Images of yesterdays

Different ways

Breaking bones

Hand-print bruise

Tear-stained hues

On peeling paint

Buried hate

Breaking through

Remembering you

In all shades

Anger fades

No longer worth my time

Little bubbles

Pop

Pop

Popping in my mind

​Infinite Ripples

I am strong enough to endure

I am sand and grit and stardust

Held together with soul and sweat and inspiration

I have lived and laughed and cried and died

Time and time before

In suffering, I recognize the importance of joy

In joy, I recognize the significance of suffering

Infinite ripples in an eternal pond flowing by

Time and time again

I will live and laugh and cry and die
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