Turning 33

When I look at my life

I see laughter

When I look at the different chapters

I see joy

When I look at all of you

I see new faces, but old friends

All of us looking for a common thread

To bind and intertwine us
I’ll be thirty three

Three score and three years

Of aged perfection

Into the maniacal kid

The sensuous woman

The aloof spirit that hides the heart and mind of an old sage

Growing in age

I’ve waited to be 33 my whole life!

And I don’t even know why…

But it’s here and I’m ready to celebrate life

With you

I’ve been born

I’ve laughed 

I’ve cried

I’ve squeezed out a couple of puppies

I’ve had moments of inspiration and degradation

But I’ve never ever, in all of my whole life been 33!

What is a birthday?

A day to celebrate life, not just mine, but life period!

The eternal optimist in me is so excited, yes, about aging!

Uncaging my fears and expectations

To unknown possibilities and relations

Choosing not to learn, but to unlearn

All that has come before so that I may see the present 

Shining before me in all its beauty.

Turning 33

