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Wake Up

Wake up. 

This is the beginning. 
This is where it starts. 
Pick up your lungs and your heart and start moving because the 
road will kick you to the curb where you will wait for a bus that 
never comes. 
Wake up. 
Let this day be beautifully ordinary. 
Let us find valor in “getting by.”
Let us find joy in each other’s imperfections.
Wake up. 
The world is ours if we want it. Not a gift, but an earned agree-
ment with time.
Say yes. Sign that contract. 
Wake up. 
You are blessed to have made it to today. Wake up. 
We will not all make it to tomorrow. Wake up.
There is purpose in our creating 
And destroying in decaying.
Wake up.
What is now will not be forever.
Forever is already gone. 
Wake up.
Slam the doors of missed opportunities and feel the fickle friendli-
ness of regret. 
Listen to the words of wisdom from those who have had the cour-
age to wake up more times than they would like to admit.
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The Tales of Captain Spiffy John

“Engines?”
   “Check.”

       “Rocket boosters?”
       “Check.”
       “Laser beams?”
       “Check.”
       “Good work, Lieutenant General Annie! How’s the radar look, 
Private Teddy?”
       “…”
       “Great! We’re ready for takeoff.  Start the jet engines, Lieuten-
ant!”
       “Aye, aye, Captain Spiffy John!”  I turned the ignition key and 
pressed all necessary buttons and various switches across the wide 
control panel.  “Beep-boop-bop…Click-click-click…We have lift 
off!”
       Captain Spiffy John took his place beside my seat. The space 
helmet hanging around his neck by the strap bounced off his back 
as he sat down. After adjusting the goggles resting on his forehead, 
he grabbed the Frisbee-shaped steering wheel. “Full speed ahead!”
       “Errr-VOOM!”
       “Next stop… Planet Z-158!”
       We rocketed out of the atmosphere, stars and planets flashing 
by as we achieved warp speed.  The engines hummed low as we 
whizzed through the solar systems on our third intergalactic mis-
sion that afternoon.
       “What’s that, Private Teddy?” Captain Spiffy John asked.
       “…”

Relinquish control,
Get wrapped up in someone else
feel the catharsis 
know that your heart does not have to be your own burden if you 
just
Wake up.
Let the sun be your mast.
Let it raise you up from your pillow 
and into the shower.
Processed rain that flows over your youthful bones.
Cleansing you for another day
Awakened. 
Be inspired by the fearless
Jealous of the outlandish
and in awe of anyone who walks another path. 
For they are walking, and that is brave. 
The ones without love are the ones we should save.
Wake up. 
The world is a mess. 
War and fear and ignorance run rampant on our planet and yet
we are here.
There is goodness in this room
cling to it
binge on it
because the world is also stunning. 
Open your eyes. Wake up.
Tune in your ears. 
When we are ancient beings with more definition in the wrinkles 
on our faces than in the dictionaries on our shelves,
Promise me that we’ll turn up our hearing aids and listen to the 
world around us.
Listen to the beautiful chaos that surrounds us. 
Wake up.
I hope you’ve been listening. 
Are you awake? 


