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Dedicated to All My Friends & Family 



The small home: 

We’re a small people in a small house 

So, this will be a small poem, 

Yet it won’t contain the grand gratitude 

I have for you all 

Cause no halls or walls 

Could hold the vast variety of blessings 

That spring from my family’s 

DEDICATED TO The Seitz Family 

 

 

 

The creaky backyard Deck: 

Here’s to all the weird noises coming from  

our old, red deck at sunset, 

It’s a spectacular view: sunglow, mountains, spring, & 

the clouds are moving along 

We simplify the making of a memory 

We simply smile, laugh,  

& push off the worries of tomorrow 

Cause why the hell not?  

DEDICATED TO D.L.S. 



The Calendar on the Fridge: 

Next Saturday? 

How about Monday? 

A week from now? 

How about tomorrow? 

Can I speak for the both of us? 

We’ll always make time for one another 

Can I just begin to assume, 

That no matter the season, 

Busy or dull 

Though our schedule may be full, 

We’ll always make time for one another. 

DEDICATED TO S.B.L 

Tennis Shoes by the Door: 

Tennis Shoes near the door, shoestrings untied 

Smaller shoes than mine, 

Paired up in the corner, 

Random comments and takes, 

Laughs across the table, 

Just one glass for us, 

Cause were lil’ ones 

But big Hugs as a farewell, 

& the lil’ tennis shoes will be back soon. 

DEDICATED TO S.L.M. 



Over Priced Chop Sticks: 

We’re cooking in the kitchen, 

Well really, it’s just you 

But I’m cleaning 

& you’re telling me to stop fussing 

& know we’re both chuckling 

I always tell people “He’s like my son” 

& it’s true, cause you’re young 

& you’re there for me, like family 

We both have a good time, 

Even if we’re both a little dumb.  

DEDICATED TO R.A.P. 

Three Knocks at the Door: 

So consistent, 

So predictable, 

It’s nice, 

Its stable, 

Its “good”, as you would say 

So calm, 

So present, 

You’d never miss any moment 

You’ll be there for me for sure, 

With three soft knocks at the door. 

DEDICATED TO C.C.M. 



The Snapback on the Coatrack: 

Look if I was a boxer, 

Which god knows I’d be terrible at, 

I’d want you in my corner 

Coaching me through the hits & blows 

With your snapback turned backwards 

Yelling at me not to quit, ‘cause I quit so easily, 

But maybe with you in my corner 

I could learn to persevere more consistently. 

DEDICATED TO T.P.M. 

 

 

A Pair of Baby Nikes: 

They almost fit in the palms of my tiny hands 

& he’s getting heavier, 

Not that I’d have to tell you, 

You’re already so proud of him, 

& you should be 

& you should be 

Proud of yourself,  

‘cause, you’re a good mother 

But, if I may be so bold, I knew you would be. 
DEDICATED TO B.S.K. 



& Keys on the Hip: 

How does it feel? 

No, really. 

To see your eyes in another? 

To live for another? 

To know love at first sight? 

To be able to hold the whole world in your hands? 

How does it feel? 

It may be a while for me, 

But I’d really love to hear the story 

Of how you’ve always had keys on the hip 

But now you have your son in your hands. 

DEDICATED TO A.M.K. 

 

All the Washed Dishes: 

Shoulder to shoulder, 

Like I’ve known you forever 

Shuffles on the wood floors 

Soft socks in the winter 

& the kitchen glimmers after dinner, 

After we’re done doing the dishes together 

I’ve never had a little sister 

Before you. 

DEDICATED TO J.M.B. 



The Goodwill Recliner: 

I can see them now, 

Remember all the poor man’s furniture items we had,  

like the scratchy grey couch,  

the dented & scratched lamps,  

& most of all the goodwill recliner,  

that I can so clearly see you laughing in,  

because something Dowdy said,  

I’m not a hoarder by any means,  

but man, I wish there could be a museum  

of the many traded, worn-out items we collected  

in our small apartment.  

DEDICATED TO P.S.N. 

The Mantle Over the Fireplace: 

“Can’t you do this faith thing on your own?” 

“Nah,” 

“Why?” 

“Without friends like him, my fire would have gone out 

—Long ago” 

& I would nod my head in your direction 

“Sounds like you’re dependent” 

“Maybe, but I know I can count on him for 

encouragement” 

DEDICATED TO A.M.B. 



 

 

& The Bible on the Coffee Table: 

“Where’s all those Christians?” 

“there’s one” 

& and I point in your direction 

“Why do you say him?” 

“cause I think God put him here to be my inspiration” 

DEDICATED TO A.J.B. 

 

 

Milk Stains on the Dining Table: 

It’s kinda funny, 

We say we’re gonna read, 

But we end up talking 

Till I have to leave for work 

But not before  

I wipe up the little ring of milk 

Your glass left. 

DEDICATED TO P.A.G. 

 

 



Soft Light from iPhone Notifications: 

Too cold here, I know 

Too dry here, I know 

Too far from family, I know, I know 

But I really wish you lived here, 

For some more long conversations 

About the newest A24 films 

Or discover more about the city I live in 

& I know you visit often 

But I’d still prefer it, 

If you brought your home here, 

Instead of receiving late night iPhone notifications. 

DEDICATED TO P.R.H. 

A Truck in the Driveway, in the P.M.: 

Headlights cross over the front window frame 

Before your shoulders enter through the front door 

& You’ve traveled across the world 

But have few stories to tell 

You’ve been you loved, popular with all sorts of folks 

But your head has stayed the same size 

You’ve only become a better man 

But you’re still the same to me 

Which is a good thing, 

‘cause, that’s one more friend I get to boast about, 

Just a humble man in his small truck. 

DEDICATED TO G.M.R. 



Folded Coffee Cup Sleeves: 

What a perfect way to start my week,  

A little conversation 

A little lunch break, 

Just like the bookstore in the basement 

Of our university’s cafeteria building  

I’m so glad we kept in touch 

To meet up for a little lunch 

Just a little coffee 

& It’s like catching up with family. 

DEDICATED TO J.K.S. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

THE ROOF OVER MY HEAD: 

I’ll always have two homes 

I’ll always be pulled in two different directions, 

In two different states, 

Live in two different realities 

One: 

With you driving, playing with the volume knob 

Your legs in an unorthodox position, 

As we’re both nodding our heads to some jam’s 
on our way to some fast-food restaurant 

(probably McDon’s) 

& we could talk about anything, really 

God, Friends, Complaints, excitements, & now 

Fatherhood 

& two: 

Me missing those moments, 

Spending time with my best friend :^) 

DEDICATED TO M.B.W. 

 

 



The Cigarettes on my Bookshelf: 

You’re far too kind,  

far too considerate, 

But try you’re best to consider yourself 

Sometimes your humbleness brings you 

too Damn low 

Damnit, you got the best qualities of a fool 

& Yet everybody knows you’re wiser every year 

& You continue, to continue to share  

& I would share a cigarette with you anywhere. 

DEDICATED TO M.H.D 

 

 

 

Sandals by the Carpet Stairs: 

You’re a busy one,  

hustling till your mental list is all done  

But you know me far too well,  

I am quite content to call you friend,  

cause you’re my role model  

in reaching one’s goals. 

Dedicated to H.J.V. 



The Backpack Under the Desk: 

Your life is loud in all the best ways,  

& people don’t mind the noise because,  

if I may be so cliché,  

your life is the sound of music 

So, damnit slam the table,  

& make some music, 

& don’t stop till you learn to be proud of it. 

Dedicated to M.LJ. 

The Polaroid in my Nightstand: 

You’re the best to take photos with, 

a wide smile shines in the gloss of a polaroid, 

Laughter vibrates through the film 

& people know, 

they’re a little jealous 

cause they just weren’t there. 

Dedicated to T.R.M. 

The Chairs Under the Kitchen Light: 

Who’s going to clean up all the word vomit after we 

sat in the chairs for hours talking about too many 

things? 

I’d swear I would have fallen off this life without 

your time spent with me,  

So, Thanks for always sitting with me, 

Makes this world a little less scary. 

DEDICATED TO J.A.P. 



The Dented Couch Cushion: 

You were always there at the worst of times, 

To be the best  

I think I always have a little mess, 

That I’d need some help with, 

& You were always willing to help me clean up  

To Vacuum under the couch, shake the cushions off 

& Teach me to Learn to rest again,  

& to be at peace with one’s self. 

Dedicated to L.E.W. 

 

 

 

All the Stolen Beer Glasses  

in the Cabinet: 

You know where everything of mine is,  

you could locate the hidden & secret,  

isn’t that what a good friend can do?  

You could find it all,  

then Mock me,  

& we’d laugh together,  

in such an easy step, you humble me, 

That’s how I know our friendship is  

a God ordained type of thing.  

Dedicated to j.l.p. 



 

 

 

The Sticky & Glossy Countertop: 

I think I would sit on the countertop  

& you would be standing,  

holding some cocktail that Dustin made 

& I would ask some dumb question that only 

carries the tail end of wisdom  

& You would, in turn, laugh  

& reply with something sly and clever,  

& only carries the tail end of something dumb  

& I wouldn’t trade this moment for anything. 

 Dedicated to E.A.M. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

My Sheets: 

If I may say so, I’m pretty happy right now 

& Not too lonely 

But I’m Living in constant anticipation 

& I just can’t wait for our eyes to meet 

Hope there’s some instant, movie-like 

connection 

& If I may get a little risky, 

I can’t wait for the friction of the sheets 

& love’s warmth between the two of us 

With the sunset or rise, 

To have the soft, quiet moments with you, 

I can’t wait to suffer, triumph, & Rest with you 

Dedicated to M.F.W. (My future wife) 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

THE FRONT DOOR: 

Thanks For Holding the Door for Me 

I Know It Took Me Awhile to Accept This 

I Think I Have You to Thank for The Friends 

I Know I Have You to Thank for The Community 

I know I have you to thank for you the bliss 

Took me a little too long to realize this, 

you built this house, you made this roof over my head 

We’re I’ve come to rest. 

Dedicated to J.C. (the Carpenter) 

 

 

 

 

 

 



My Friends  

Are  

Better Than Yours: 
YOU’RE A LIFE SAVER, 

MAYBE YOU WOULDN’T KNOW 

BUT YOU SAVED MY LIFE  

ALL THE BACKYARD BARBECUES 

ALL THE CAR TUNES 

ALL THE DOORSTEP SHOES 

ALL THE FREE FOOD 

MAYBE YOU COULD JUST KNOW: 

YOU’RE A LIFE SAVER  

‘CAUSE, IF YOU EVER READ “VOLUME 19”,  

YOU’D KNOW THAT WITHOUT MY FAMILY & FRIENDS 

ID BE AT THE BOTTOM OF A RAVINE, 

OR A CREEK, A RIVER, 

WHATEVER, DOESN’T MATTER 

THE POINT IS, I WOULDN’T BE HERE WITHOUT YOU 

GOD BLESS, 

IM SWEARING YOU’RE MY TRUTH 

& I’VE GOT NOTHING LEFT TO PROVE 

I’M JUST HAPPY 

TO FINALLY FIND SOME CLARITY 

IN THIS LITTLE THING CALLED COMMUNITY 

Dedicated to you all 

 

 



THE HOUSE  

OF  

OUR TIMES: 
COME IN 

COME ALL 

A REGALIA OF SENTIMENTALITIES 

DREAMS TO REMIND US 

LAUGHTER TO CALL US BACK 

FROM PETTY DEBATES  

& PET PEEVES  

SO, WITH THE SUN SHINING DOWN 

IN THE PATCHY BACKYARD 

IT LIGHTS UP THE MEMORIES: 

A LIBRARY OF HANDSHAKES, HUGS, & WAVES 

A COLLECTION OF PISSING OFF & COMING BACK 

TO LITTLE HABITATS OF FUTURE POLARIODS  

A FEW YEARS TO REMEMBER FOR THE REST 

IT’S THE HOUSE OF OUR TIMES 

COME IN 

COME ALL 

A SMALL, SMALL WORLD 

ONLY HANDS TO HOLD 

& HELP TO GIVE OUT 

IT’S THE HOUSE OF OUR TIMES 

& YOU’RE ALL INVITED. 

dedicated to the house 

 



 

Thank you 

-D.J.S. 


