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I’m not an inspiration
to you.
I take chances. 
If only I listened 
to my body
I wouldn’t have the scars,
bumps 
and bruises
to prove my individuality.

Look close.
I have an asymmetrical 
right chin.
A simple loss of balance 
sent me crashing
onto the sliding glass door
and my horrified husband
praying, “Please Lord,
no more.”

Like reading braille,
I used my touch sense
around the unlit room.
Bullish, 
I miscalculated,
missed my reach, 
fell through the breach,
and cracked 
my left cheek. 
 
Stunned, 
I felt assaulted.
However, in my despair, 
I’d missed the chair.
And for the length of time
it took the wound to heal
completely,
a scar remains
as a reminder
of my vanity.


Eased out, edged aside the car,
foot got entangled
in your guess is good as mine.
I tried tackling the catch
but instead, my forehead got whacked 
and I saw a constellation. 
It wasn’t the first time I‘d tripped, 
gotten my senses unzipped,
and fell on my behind.
Just didn’t know how I was getting out of this bind.

But He sent the three D’s
to the rescue. 
Deon, Darius, and Dwayne
lifted me to my feet,
and settled me in my seat.
Then, with my head hunched,
I relinquished the Texas Cavier,
Miriam’s grad gift, 
and droned,
“I’m heading home.”

I knew it was a challenging day, 
one of my “weak” days,
but I had to press  . . . anyway.
Perhaps I could avoid
physical and emotional pain,
if only I heeded 
what my body needed. 
But, I’m not an inspiration
to you.
I take chances. 
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