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    To all the souls in my life who have gently opened my eyesto the sacred woven within the everyday,and to the limitless universe—my ever-patient teacher,whose mysteries inspire and humble me without end.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The moment of change is the only poem."

~Adrienne Rich
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​Everyday Inspirations
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My poetry is not born of mountaintops,

not conjured from celestial fires or the whispered musings of the stars.

It does not arrive robed in grandeur, demanding reverence.

––––––––

[image: ]


Instead, it grows in the kitchen sink,

where yesterday’s coffee grounds cling to the edge of a porcelain cup,

where the slow drip of a leaking faucet marks time more honestly than any clock.
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It rises from the heat of the stovetop,

where onions caramelize into something richer than their raw beginnings,

where steam curls like a ghost from the rim of a chipped mug,

where the scent of bread reminds me

that patience is its own kind of alchemy.
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It lingers in the half-folded laundry,

in the sock missing its pair,

in the loose thread unraveling a well-worn sleeve—

proof that even what is fraying still holds together, for now.
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I find poetry in the way sunlight catches in dish soap bubbles,

how the neighbor’s dog barks at the mail truck with unwavering certainty,

how the crack in the sidewalk splits wider each season

but never quite breaks apart.
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The profound does not demand an altar.

It waits in the ordinary,

hidden in the way a door creaks before it closes,

in the sigh of a bus exhaling at its final stop,

in the weight of a grocery bag digging into my palm,

reminding me I am here,

held in the small, steady gravity of the everyday.
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And isn’t that enough?
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​The Gift of Frustration
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Frustration knocks with clenched fists,

a storm rattling the windows of the mind.

It howls, impatient, insistent—

but listen closely, and you’ll hear its truth.
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It is the body’s quiet messenger,

the soul’s flickering lantern in the fog,

the whisper beneath the noise saying,

Something here is misaligned.
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It does not exist to break us,

but to beckon us deeper,

to ask the questions we’ve ignored:

What is needed?

What is missing? 

What must change?
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Like a compass needle trembling before it points north,

frustration is a guide, not an enemy.
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