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My heart remains open 
to possibilities and eventualities 
unlike a wallflower who stands 
on the observations’ sidewalls. 
I’ve been the doer, who goes out 
to help until my heart gets broken 
then I turn around to repair 
something outside my control. 
I’m grateful to be me— 
even honoring the broken places 
where I invite the light to come in 
during winter’s roughest of storms. 
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