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Perfect is calm.
Perfect is easy.
Perfect is quiet.

Perfect doesn’t rustle any feathers. Perfect 
doesn’t need explaining.
Perfect hurts.
Perfect is hard.
Perfect is four walls around your body. 
Perfect isn’t real.
Perfect is a lie.

Being a Nurse is perfect.
You witness people on their best days.
You fix the pain.
You fix the problems.
You help families find peace.
You laugh with the sweetest 3 year old.
You make a bad day, better.
Being a Nurse is perfect.
You witness people on their worst days. Your 
pain is pushed to the side.
Your sadness is pushed to the side.
You must keep up with the pace.
You hold the hand of a terminally ill 3 year old. 
You can not have a bad day.

Perfect.



















The fire burns. The fire cleanses. You can frame it if you want, but it does 
nothing because it can’t be contained. Things that once seemed so clear 
and close are now bleeding, far away, 
hard to see. The darkness consumes all the bright colors. The flames bring 
them back. Nothing can be lost that’s truly mine. I have little control over 
how things will end up. I have control over the quality of my experience 
along the way. Will I burn it too? Am I real and true or will I be consumed 
with all the other illusions? I feel fear. The paintings seem like evil faces 
looking at me. I get to decide. 

It’s a bloody river. The bloody river that came from the bloody battle. 
The blood lit on fire and now cleanses. Everything just is. No end, no 
beginning. Just now.

I’m grateful for the wrecking ball that broke me apart. So I could 
remember so many pieces I had hidden, left behind. I appreciate what you 
did for me, in all the confusion, messiness, the good and the bad, all of it. I 
get to feel it all. All that I am. All that I need.












