






Another day passses.
Today is warm and sunny.
I find comfort
in this moment.

When the sun shines,
I am not alone.



Here is where 
I can be me.





Grandma sits beside me.
Not even the sun shining and 
the butterflies flying could stop
the tearful rain clouds in my eyes.
“Maybe if I wasn’t so different,
I could belong.” 

Grandma looks at me and says,
“Different is beautiful. I want 
to show you something.”



This is a seed.



“Each seed is unique in size, shape, and color. Each is different,
 but each one is beatiful. Each seed wants to belong, just like you. One 

day they will belong.” says Grandma.

I ask her, “How does a seed belong?”

Grandma takes me to the garden.

Grandma places a seed inside the soft brown earth.

Grandma looks at me and says “A seed needs a place to grow.
You need a place to grow, too.”



As Grandma hands me a watering can, she begins 
to explain:
“This little seed is so nestled and snug.
Perhaps it may look alone
in its new home.
Give it time,
it just needs to grow.”

I tilt the can to water the seed.
Love and care 
is what it needs.



When a seed grows enough from the love and care it’s been given, it will 
poke out of the ground and meet other companions.”

However, sometimes a seed will have no one to greet. 
Just give yourself time, patience is what you need.”



“Each seed has different 
timing. From sprouting to 
blooming, each seed has its own 
way of striving. However, when 
planted next to the right ones, a 
seed will be thriving.”
Grandma explains.

“Which plants grow best 
next to each other?” I ask.



“My favorite combination is beans, 
squash, and corn,” Grandma states.

“The differences of each plant 
benefit one another.”

The corn grows tall and upward 
towards the sky. The beans wrap 
around the cornstalk.”

“Each plant allows the
other to grow.”

The large leaves
from the squash 
grow beneath.
They protect the
soil from becoming 
dry.”



“There are some plants that protect the garden.
Plants like marigolds, nasturtiums, and petunias
scare away the bad bugs.” Grandma says.

Grandma replied “Plants like Zinnias and Milkweed welcome your friends to 
pollinate the blooms. Do you know that Milkweed is essential for the Monarch 
butterfly to live? Without it, there would be no Monarch butterfly.” 

What would I do 
without you, butterfly?

I look at Grandma and ask
“What about my friends?
The butterflies and bees?”



Each plant has its own purpose. 
Each is very different.

Some are big.

Some are small.

Some are colorful.

Some are simple.

Some grow fast.

Some grow slow.

Some are delicate.
Some are strong.

Some are tall. Some are short.



Each is different, but together, they make a garden.” I say to Grandma. 
Grandma responds, “That’s right. You see, life, community, and people 
are like a garden. Somewhere there is a space for you.
At some point, you’ll feel like you belong, too.”

“Grandma, you make me feel like I belong.”











For my brother, mother, and to all who have
inspired me in innumerable ways.

     



All you are

can never be 
     fully understood.



Maybe you try to make sense of yourself.
                                

to see yourself as whole.
                                

Maybe sometimes you feel like 
       you’ve lost yourself.

You put together
       pieces,
             parts,
                  and fragments

You have always been whole. You always will be.
                                



I know some days feel like rainstorms.
                                 Sometimes rain fills you. It boils, teems,

until one day it is too much

Your hands move quickly like crashing waves

expressing something inexpressible,

trying to make sense of the rainstorm.



You yearn for a life that 
     feels concrete

But when I look at you,

but when I look at the 
    ground beneath my feet

I see nothing.

you are everything. Do you see the world’s beauty 
in you?



Have you seen

the storm that overtakes the most calm of skies?

It churns, stirs, and in uninhibited in its nature. Have you seen

the tree that twists, bends, and shakes?

It does not break.



Have you seen the way a twister spins?

unrelenting and repeatin
g?

round and round

Breaking the concrete beneath,
a flower one day sprouts.



Have you seen
         the tumultuous river waves
                                            below you?

It can be hard to see yourself 

within the chaos.



pitter-patter

pitter-patter

pit-a-pat

Have you felt the rain’s 
              unrelenting downpour?

Have you felt the rain’s 
Is this the way

Have you felt the rain’s 
your heart pounds

Have you felt the rain’s 
sometimes?



exposing the pale blue sky against 
    churning gray billows?

Have you seen
    the crack in the clouds,

Have you seen
       the rainbow coexist
                           with the rain?



Have you seen

revealing thousands

They are just as complex as you.

the light that 

the leaf floating in water, 
illuminates

networks?
of intricacies and



Have you seen

the way chaotic tangles of a late 
summer wildflower field sway in the

subsiding winds?

Plants let 
pieces of themselves go.

Seeds will blow and new sprouts

will grow.



Have you seen

All you are
can never be
fully understood.

the birds fly in an
       unexplainable

      murmuration?



T e water below you settles

revealing the im
age of y

ou
.



You were always there.
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