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“A necessary read for any woman who is sick of depriving herself. Powers’ poems trace a path from squeezing into the tired molds women are handed to unapologetically spilling over the top. The Size of Your Joy is an exploration of what women carry and a luminous reminder that there is always room for both our pain and our joy. Read this if you want to stop waiting to love your life.”


— VICTORIA HUTCHINS


author of Make Believe


“Each poem felt like a generous treat, and how I wanted to savour them. Elise has such a gift for distilling the complexities of life, love, and longing into a few carefully chosen words. Her poetry is as powerful as it is gentle, the kind that lingers with you long after the page is turned. Her poems took me to so many places in so few lines, a true art, but also kind of magic.”


— JESSICA URLICHS


author of Beautiful Chaos


“The Size of Your Joy traces what it is to be a woman in love with an impossible world. From girlhood to womanhood, this book reminds us what’s worth holding onto.”


— JOY SULLIVAN


author of Instructions for Traveling West


“In her debut collection, Elise Powers looks skyward to joy while reckoning with what she assumes to be her birthright of heartache. Indeed, she appears to discover playfulness like a puppy locating its tail for the first time.”


— FOREWORD REVIEWS


“A tender exploration of womanhood, inheritance, and the brutal beauty woven through the everyday, The Size of Your Joy reminds us of the sacred ordinary. These are poems to return to again and again.”


— DANIELLE COFFYN


author of If Adam Picked the Apple




“Elise’s poetry feels like a conversation with an old friend. A friend that knows all of your dirty little secrets, your missteps and imperfections, your wants and needs. Her writing is intimate, warm, and honest; something for your heart to grasp when you’re feeling too much.”


— L. E. BOWMAN


author of The Evolution of a Girl, What I Learned from the Trees, and Shapeshifter


“The Size of Your Joy is as revelatory as it is relatable—a stunning, rich debut from a truly talented new voice that explores the gritty glory of modern womanhood with both wit and wisdom. From blood to bath time to breastfeeding and far beyond, Elise Powers makes magic of every topic she turns her attention toward.”


— KELSEY LUCAS


creator of MotherSpeak (@motherspeak)


“Slow, gentle, and delicious. Elise Powers’ voluptuous and deeply human collection of poetry takes its time traversing the tangled threads of love, loss, and desire that weave through the female lineage, connecting the women who came before to those who are still becoming. The Size of Your Joy is a love letter to the Imperfect Woman, and a reminder to eat your cake.”


— SARAH


creator of Horrible Mean Bad Woman


“Elise Powers’ words are utterly delicious. Her writing feels like an extended conversation with an old friend that takes place during the years when you’ve both grown up enough to care less about what others think and more about what you think, feel, and need. These poems are a must-read for any woman longing for joy in the midst of the messiness of life.”


— MARISA RENEE LEE


author of Grief is Love
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