
Mess 
 
If I invite you into my home 
You should be considerate enough to take off your shoes. 
I have my own messes to clean up 
I do not need your mud as well. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Elvis 

 

Grandma, do you remember 

how we used to sing Elvis 

to my hairbrush and your spoon? 

And grandpa ate my potatoes 

when I looked away. 

He blamed me. 

Do you remember 

Silver Bells 

and frying mushrooms 

with a secret recipe. 

Was it love? 

Do you remember  

the leather address book 

full of people I didn’t know 

but knew me since I was this tall. 

I knew his number by heart 

but I was only eight 

and I loved your book. 

Do you remember  

the training wheels 

Grandpa and Dad took from my bike? 

And that nasty scrape from the front porch 

where we broke green beans 

and sang the Jailhouse Rock. 

You gave the best hugs. 

Do you remember the hospital 

and the potatoes I ate from Grandpa’s plate? 

He still blamed me. 



Do you remember 

 when I fed you coleslaw 

because the cancer made you weak? 

It crept to your bones 

with the worst kind of pain 

but you still smiled  

and gave the best hugs. 

I kept your book  

because I loved it 

and it smells like your home 

and the mushrooms you’d fry. 

Sometimes I hear you sing 

Hound Dog 

with a wooden spoon 

and I remember. 

How could I ever forget 

something like that?  
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“Where I Am From”  

 
I am from hand-me-down, clearance jeans 
From government assistance to dollar menu dinners 
From “no honey, we don’t have the money”  
To a greed for the other side where grass is greener  
 
I am from a shoebox small room with a view 
Of endless apartment complexes 
Assimilated, dilapidated, affiliated by  
Tight money, broken family, head 
Barely above water do-gooders 
Doing just enough, but never good enough.  
 
I am from broken family tree 
from daddy lost his mind 
With lead and blood, blew his mind  
To leave behind 
A little girl he always told “I love you more” 
 
A momma who had to make ends meet 
Be mom and dad 
Keep us on our feet 
But underneath, fire-rage and icy-emptiness 
A candlelight in the darkness of grief 
A flicker of hope and happiness  
Kindled an uncontrollable flame 
 
I am from expressing pain through artistry  
from fading paint brush bristles 
acrylics, watercolors, and white-washed canvases 
 
I am from words that skillfully 
Flip-flop, summersault, play on pages 
Where thoughts teeter-totter, swing, or slide 
Down from mind to paper.  
 
I am from a wounded past 
Of eight years ago 
My father passed 
But today, tomorrow, and until my final rest 
Youthful young nostalgia behind me 
Expectations, assignments, graduation before me 
Dreams of success, family, happiness above me 
Nothing but fear defies me 
As I search for where I am from 
And who I shall become  
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**Each	of	these	are	separate	entries		
	
Senryu	1:		
	
Good	writers	take	risks	
tie	a	noose	of	guiltlessness—	
hang	words	in	silence		
	
Senryu	2:		
	
Age	of	Innocence	
To	yell,	“Fuck	you!”	and	feel	cool	
No	repercussions	
	
Haiku	1:		
	
Vast	and	glistening,	
Limitless	as	galaxies—	
The	future	of	you	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
 


