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      For my Family and friends,

      

      thank you for being there,

      through thick and thin

      

      Heather
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      2022

      After living through a time when the world stuttered, stopped, and continued on, life looks very much the same despite being irrevocably changed.

      As a mother, daughter, wife, doctor, writer, and human, I still struggle to fit everything in.

      Life was simple when I only had myself to look after. Despite the years of hard work, in many ways, the time I spent training to become a physician were some of the easiest I’ve known because they were so focused.

      I could dedicate all my time and effort to studying. I had no kids, no spouse, and could (and did!) pack up my car and move on a dime if I had to.

      The hardest work I’ve ever done is to try to carve out time for living a full life while practicing medicine.

      Which brings me to balance.

      I know I’m not alone in my fascination with the idea.

      When everything feels like it’s happening all at once, asking Santa for a unicorn for Christmas, then getting one, seems a more realistic goal than achieving balance.

      So what is balance, and why do we continue to struggle so much to find it?

      Is it something that happens after we complete everything on our list?

      Is it not forgetting to do things, and never being double booked?

      Or is it something entirely different?

      It’s clear to me balance is a difficult concept, especially in the real world, where things inevitably spiral out of balance more often than not.

      And yet, somewhere along the way, I internalized the notion balance was something I could achieve—if only I was more patient, smarter, kinder, faster, or improved myself in some other way.

      If only I was more of something I’m not, I’d finally find that perfect place.

      But if striving was all it took, more people would be there.

      If social media has taught me anything, it’s that often those who appear to “have it all/all together” who are the furthest away from balance and struggling to maintain our crazy, unrealistic expectations.

      So, what does this have to do with 2022?

      2022 was another year of changes where I continued to search for equilibrium.

      Just when I thought I could start to decrease all the extra hours of work I’d done to make it through Covid…we lost more staff.

      And in an instant, the plan I had to cut back at work vanished into the reality of ongoing shortages.

      2022 was a year where I struggled to keep up with anything outside of work, but in the end, it was also one where I began to dream new dreams.

      Balance isn’t a noun. It’s a verb, like running or walking.

      Like running, it takes a lot of practice and dedication.

      I’m not a very good runner either, but that doesn’t mean I don’t reap the benefits of practicing.

      We all swing in and out of balance in our lives.

      Some seasons are heavily weighted toward work, others are necessarily spent caring for family and friends.

      While I haven’t arrived at a desired equilibrium, I’m think I’m becoming better at recognizing and shoring up my boundaries.

      It’s important to understand we can’t do and be everything for everyone, but we can look to the future and plan the best route for us to move forward.

      Now, instead of looking at the mountain in front of me and getting overwhelmed, I’m concentrating on the road two feet ahead, and taking the steps I can to keep moving on in a way that serves my values best.

      Now that, I think, is the kind of balance we all can shoot for.

      

      November 15, 2025

      H. M. Gooden
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            January 2022

          

        

      

    

    
      January 2022

      

      January 1st

      no matter what

      we’d prefer

      life happens

      every day

      it fills up the margins

      and the seams

      inevitably coming our way

      the river of time flows

      into every nook

      and crack

      despite our best attempts

      there is

      no money back

      so I’ll be as intentional

      as the pace of life

      will allow

      because each day

      I’m given a gift;

      the present I’m living

      in right now
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      January 2nd

      

      2021 or 2022?

      I need to practice

      writing 2022

      it should be easy,

      but because it’s new

      I’ll start out fine

      but it always goes

      22 ends up 21,

      as if it chose

      to hijack my hand

      to do it’s will

      and even though

      new memory

      soon will kill

      old habits

      with practice

      and repetition

      I’m not ready

      for this edition
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      January 3rd

      

      Less and More list

      I need a less and more list

      because of the finite amount of time

      to help me be intentional

      and not commit the crime

      of trying to squeeze

      too many things into each day

      and add a dash of reality

      (despite what my inner critics say)

      nothing helps as much with clarity

      as a simple two box list

      to keep me on this mortal plain

      where other people still exist

      because, although I love magic,

      and see it everywhere I go

      it helps to keep me grounded

      when I walk through

      the crunch of sparkling snow
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      January 4th

      

      Early Morning Cats

      does it make you evil

      if you want to give

      your cat away?

      what if it’s because

      they wake you up

      multiple times each day?

      listen cat,

      here’s the deal;

      let me sleep,

      or else

      I’ll wring your furry neck

      and keep the treats

      all for myself
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      January 5th

      

      Journals

      I caught a glimpse of an old journal

      and traveled back in time

      to a place where I was younger

      and swore I heard a distant chime

      like the bells ringing on a Sunday

      old friends came marching home

      when I read the forgotten words

      my past and future,

      I was shown

      because I work through feelings

      in this safe and sheltered space

      I rarely need to sit and struggle

      with them, face to face

      and while my words are awkward now,

      like sitting with a younger self

      I’m grateful for the chance

      to travel through

      old words upon a shelf
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      January 6th

      

      Handwritten

      I bought a fountain pen,

      and it threw me back in time

      to my salad days

      when I was guilty of the crime

      of atrocious handwriting

      but now we know the reason why⁠—

      it’s because speed

      and procrastination

      means I rarely tried

      now that I’m older,

      not much has changed

      because when I’m rushed

      my writing still seems deranged
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      January 7th

      

      Gone, but not Forgotten

      was it the way

      the light shone down

      hiding the darkness

      with glittering dust

      painting the corners,

      it added highlights to the wood

      brightening the cracks

      the fading paint

      now seemed friendly

      instead of sad

      the colour of peaches

      now where red boards once shone

      home to kittens every spring

      still sheltering,

      as it returned in slow measure

      to the earth

      from where it came
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      January 8th

      

      Beginnings and Endings

      new beginnings and endings

      happen together

      everyday

      like salt and pepper,

      left and right

      they travel together,

      come what may

      as one door closes

      another opens wide

      we only need to step through

      with a beginner’s

      humble pride

      the wheel keeps turning,

      despite what we’d prefer

      but we can always

      pick our attitude

      a truth of which I’m sure
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      January 9th

      

      Lazy Sundays

      it’s a lazy Sunday morning

      where I didn’t see the dawn

      I can’t remember the last time

      I wasn’t already up and gone

      but something about a blanket

      of freshly fallen snow

      makes it less appealing

      to get out of bed and go

      despite my need for activity

      today feels very nice

      to stay inside

      and do nothing

      except stare at the scenery

      sparkling with ice
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      January 10th

      

      Kindness Counts

      kindness costs so little⁠—

      in fact,

      it’s nearly free

      a thought I keep close at hand

      when long days become

      fraught for me

      with so many running on fumes

      and patience

      in short supply

      walking through a COVID haze

      doing what we need to get by

      but when the best we can do

      feels like not enough

      each and every day

      gets a little harder,

      and more rough

      I realize when someone snaps

      it means they need a break

      so I do my best

      to breathe

      and give my head a shake

      because if I respond

      with kindness,

      a smile instead of rage

      I’ve given a gift

      that’s positive

      to help them in their cage

      because I believe in something

      more contagious than viruses

      and pain⁠—

      loving each other fiercely

      is the way we can get back

      to ourselves again
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      January 11th

      

      Calligraphy pens

      it’s funny how little things

      can thrill one oh, so much

      it can be something simple

      if you give them a special touch

      it only takes a yearning

      to make something

      beautiful in the world

      and when someone sees you completely

      like a flower,

      your dreams become unfurled

      my Christmas gift is wonderful,

      though it came a little late

      I got a set of

      calligraphy pens

      and now I must create!
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      January 12th

      

      Watching them Grow

      every stage of life

      has its ups and downs

      times when we rejoice,

      moments of tears and frowns

      my little ones are growing fast

      and one day,

      they’ll all leave home

      while I’ll be sad

      to watch them leave,

      I’m happy they’ll get to roam

      because the best gift

      I can give them

      is a mind open to the world

      with a loving heart

      waiting at home

      to welcome back

      each boy and girl
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      January 13th

      

      The Best

      what do you do

      when your best is a mess?

      and hourly it seems

      to be put to the test?

      there’s always options

      depending on you

      you can keep on plugging,

      doing what you do

      or you can throw your hands up,

      blaming the world at large,

      or slink away, giving up,

      leaving someone else in charge

      the nice thing about life

      are the many choices;

      we can be silent

      or raise our voices

      and when morning comes too early

      or the day has been too busy

      I take big breaths,

      inoculating myself

      from all the tizzy

      it makes my choice clear

      even when the road is tough

      to keep doing my best

      because I’m made

      of stubborn stuff

      although slings and arrows

      will always head my way

      I’ll keep on holding

      my head high

      knowing I tried

      each and every day
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      January 14th

      

      Be

      I hear the sound

      of little feet

      they pitter-patter close by

      and though my work will halt

      when they try

      to catch my eye

      today I’m the lucky one

      for interruptions

      constantly

      because it means

      the world to them

      and all it requires

      is for me to be
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      January 15th

      

      Cherish

      I know I’m over tired

      when the dawn is up before I am

      I’m being gentle on myself

      because I’m doing all I can

      even with my early nights

      exhaustion runs bone deep,

      and each dream is full of danger

      even when I am asleep

      sometimes I wake more tired

      from the visions that I see

      so I treat myself like a piece

      of cherished ceramic pottery

      surrounding myself with warmth,

      and holding myself with love

      knowing I’ll make it through,

      eventually,

      because my strength comes

      from up above
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      January 16th

      

      Omicron in the Air

      my loved ones are still healthy

      yet I confess it’s like

      waiting for the shoe to drop-

      except I’m on a bike

      after trying for so long

      and being oh-so-good

      the tide has turned

      and it appears

      that doing what you should

      may not be enough these days

      with Omicron in the air

      and I wish I could stamp and pout

      and yell, “it isn’t fair!”

      but apparently, I’m an adult

      and it isn’t quite the thing

      so I’ll complain in rhyme instead

      as I dread an Omicron spring
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      January 17th

      

      Dangerous Warmth

      trying to write is a struggle

      with a cat upon my lap

      because while she’s so soft

      I’m certain it’s a trap

      if I move the wrong way,

      or forget she is there

      soft becomes sharp any time

      she’s caught unaware

      ten little knives

      pierce deep into my skin

      while I again regret

      allowing her to climb in

      a fur-covered bomb

      dangerous with a silky purr

      one almost can forget

      those tiny swords sheathed in fur
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      January 18th

      

      Tiny House Dreaming

      I’d like to build a tiny house

      and fill it full of toys-

      not the kind meant for kids,

      especially not rambunctious boys

      the items I will gather

      will be for the artistic mind

      meant for crafting and luxury

      every beautiful treat I find

      I’ll paper it with flowers,

      place soft blankets everywhere

      and don’t forget the artwork,

      and walls of books

      papering the walls here to there

      I’ll have a place to paint

      where the sun

      comes streaming in

      evenings will be spent

      in a rocking chair

      so the storytelling can begin

      my house will be quite tiny

      but only in square feet

      because when it’s done

      the grandest of ideas

      will come to mingle and meet

      

      January 19th

      

      Spring Dreaming

      maybe it strikes hardest

      because the snow is so deep

      but there’s a restlessness

      bubbling up,

      waking me from my sleep

      a yearning for freedom,

      and warm fragrant breezes that blow

      so absent in the winter,

      making me struggle to get up and go

      out into the frigid temperatures

      of Old Man Winter’s abode

      yet, despite January’s darkness,

      and spring so far down the road

      its memory is a beacon

      that leads me on

      so I’ll lift my head,

      and turn it toward dawn
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      January 20th

      

      Book of Spells

      I wish I had a book of spells

      to help control my fate

      I’d keep it close at hand

      whenever I’m running late

      I could slow the world down

      and add more time for me

      whenever I fall behind

      but I don’t, unfortunately

      even though it would be grand

      having magic tucked away

      to help keep life in hand
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      January 21st

      

      Inner Power

      What is this strange emotion,

      this friend I haven’t seen in years

      I’ve missed it for a time now

      until like a ghost, now it reappears

      suddenly, I realize

      my friend is part of me

      it’s the missing portion

      filled with energy

      it’s been covered by a blanket

      of work, regret, and fear

      but now that it’s back I’ll celebrate

      and pray that it stays near
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      January 22nd

      

      Middle Inner Child

      just when I finally think

      my sense of worth is strong

      my inner middle child is activated⁠—

      sensing something wrong

      it isn’t as if I begrudge

      other people happiness

      but when the inner girl feels invisible⁠—

      and she thinks she’s something less

      I make sure to celebrate

      others around me in my life

      but sometimes her inner middle heart

      is pierced by feelings sharper than a knife

      I love what we achieve and create

      regardless of acclaim,

      but my inner middle child wants others

      to know her name

      at least I’m old enough to understand

      and accept her pain

      and I’ll give her extra hugs

      so she feels loved again

      

      January 23rd

      

      What a Ride

      yesterday was rather wild

      seeming full of everything

      ones that made my heart race,

      others than made it sing

      but yesterday is gone now

      today is fresh and bright

      and I’ll do my best

      to focus on the good

      when I reminisce about it

      later on tonight
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      January 24th

      

      Morning Writing

      I write to know what I think

      is what many writers say

      I guess that’s true for me as well

      but it’s also how I start my day

      on the days I don’t

      I feel overwhelmed

      and confused

      but in only a few minutes with a pen,

      my outlook is much improved

      just like drinking a coffee

      my mind stretches and wakes up

      together we can greet the day;

      me, my pen,

      and my coffee cup
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      January 25th

      

      Days Off

      another January morning

      praying the kids can attend school

      once nemesis to my teenage self,

      now as a parent, a precious jewel

      I’d like to have a day to catch up,

      write, paint, and luxuriate

      but so far with weather and COVID

      each morning is a

      hold-my-breath-and-hesitate

      what I’d give for a day all to myself

      for thinking and dreaming,

      and reading the books

      languishing on my shelf

      it’s on my list to do

      if I don’t end up wrangling

      my large, stay-at-home winter zoo
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      January 26th

      

      Queen of Cold

      the coldest month

      is almost done,

      sparkling cruelly

      with her crown of snow

      I’d say she’ll be missed

      but I can’t wait

      to see her go

      I’d rather laugh and sing

      with May⁠—

      a happy type,

      worth her weight in gold

      but long ago I discovered

      I first must tolerate January,

      the Ice Queen of winter cold
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      January 27th

      

      Flabbergasted

      ever have a moment where

      you’re left searching for a word

      one that can encompass

      the sheer level of absurd

      when you find yourself

      overwrought,

      poleaxed,

      and yes, bemused

      and with the level of frustration

      you aren’t at all amused

      my brain is such a silly place

      where in the middle of of a rant

      I was struck intensely

      by the urge to find a word

      to fit that miscreant

      after much, much effort

      I settled on the classic

      flabbergasted

      and then went down

      a rabbit hole

      to find out how long

      the word has lasted

      it first showed up

      in seventeen seventy-three

      along with oodles of word treasure

      and immediately,

      I was off and away,

      irritation surpassed

      by pleasure
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      January 28th

      

      Friday Party Friend

      I can’t believe it’s Friday

      sneaking up on me again

      knocking on my door before

      barging in like an old friend

      she says it’s time to relax

      but I point to my watch and sigh

      Friday just rolls her eyes,

      impatient for the clock

      to hit 5:01

      and the instant that it does,

      she takes my hand and says,

      “let’s have some fun!”
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      January 29th

      

      Hunkering Down

      two words currently

      making me frown

      between COVID and the weather

      it seems that’s all we do

      if I hunker down any more

      my legs just might turn blue

      now more than ever

      I wish that I could fly

      I’d open my wings

      and take off in the sky

      o’er hills and valleys

      oceans, mountains, and the plains

      when I return home

      I’d feel pleasantly drained

      but January has its grip

      on nature as well

      so I’ll live vicariously

      through my phone

      until spring rings

      her joyful bell

      

      January 30th

      

      Family Ski Adventure

      yesterday we tried out skiing

      on a valley small

      which is the perfect height

      for those who are scared to fall

      and to my complete surprise

      the child who likes activity the least

      turned out to be a natural⁠—

      a tiny skiing beast

      daddy of course was elated

      (he’d like to go every day)

      I believe he’s got a partner

      for the slopes from now until May

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      

      January 31st

      

      End of January

      January’s here for her last day

      and the ice of winter makes my wane

      as I crave heat from the sun

      I can’t wait for it to return again

      February is pretty, but thankfully, also short

      and sparkles with diamonds as well

      yet, just like big sister January,

      often colder than the ninth

      circle of hell

      March is temperamental

      with his blizzards and such

      then along comes April⁠—

      with the spring rains I love so much

      each month has their good points,

      even those who’re cold

      but the best thing about each of them⁠—

      they all go faster as I get old
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