
Chrysalis 
 
I see her-------metamorphosis 
The chrysalis breaking 
Cracking 
Wide open 
It’s too 
Tight 
And hot 
And small 
Inside 
Of 
Here 
Me 
 
 
I have tried to escape  
1,000 ways 
I million days 
To stretch this fabric 
And fight my way 
Out 
Out 
Out 
And about 
 
Transformation 
Alchemy 
Transcendence 
Up 
Up 
Up 
And away 
from here 
from this 
from that 
from then 
from myself 
 
There is this part 
Of me 
Locked away 
Far away. 
 



A buried treasure 
that is pure 
untouched 
essence 
of 
something 
that  
existed 
before the dirt 
before the history 
before the drama 
Purely 
Me 
 
I catch a glimpse 
A shadow 
A whisper 
An image 
In the distance 
 
And as I look over my shoulder 
And sort though the archives  
of my life 
shoved in a box of memories 
It’s like that puzzle thing 
The pieces 
Of me 
Of her 
Of me 
 
Iwish 
Iwish 
Iwish 
I had enough glue 
For all of you 
 
I wish 
Iwish 
Iwish 
This were not the 
Truth 
Of us 
Of you 
Of me 



I am an artist 
I weave with pain 
And joy 
A tapestry of a life 
Held together by  
Glue and glitter 
And miracles……. 
 
Oh, I have seen such miracles 
Things past description 
Past metaphors 
Past clever antidotes 
Past words 
 
Moments 
Of such pure tenderness 
And love 
Such love 
 
So, I make things 
I create 
I take the old and make 
It new 
I love the history 
I love the stories 
 
I am an alchemist 
I scoop up in my hands 
my gentle hands 
the things 
that fell 
and cracked 
and broke 
and hold them to the 
light to shine 
we all were meant to shine 
(It’s not too late) 
 
I have run with sticky 
fingers clutching onto the past 
like someone else’s toy I 
will not share. 
I have held on to it so 
Tightly 



At times 
That my knuckles were white and 
Bleeding. 
No room in my hands for  
Anything else. 
And….. 
Oh Yes….. 
I wanted you all to see it. 
Every bit. 
And to tell me 
It was 
 
True 
Real 
Wrong 
 
I have run------as fast as I could----so afraid---petrified really----- 
Of the future. 
Chasing a kite’s tail 
On the road to somewhere else 
So far into the future I couldn’t feel the wind on my face 
The world on my back 
Or the sun on my shoulders 
Like a breakable 
Glass 
Sculpture 
I have held on to the promise  
Of  
“Someday” 
So I could bear 
To live 
One more 
Day. 
 
And now. 
Well, now my magic tricks 
don’t work. 
I have put down flowers 
At the headstone of the  
Past 
And gently, I have touched it 
with my hands…trying to heal 
it 
to say goodbye 



Pay my respects. 
 
And the future---it’s over 
the hill. 
It’s sunlight on the 
Ocean----it is hope that 
another day will come 
that brings with it a 
clean sheet of paper to 
make something 
on. 
 
And now I am trying to 
Slowly 
Learn to dance now. 
Right where I am. 
And sometimes---when I stop 
And listen 
And breathe 
I can see that everything sparkles 
here 
right here 
 
right now. 
 
 
 


