
Just Now: A Poetry Collection

By Andrew Neal Hicks



Dedication

For Hannah. You teach me to see the wonder in the weeds. I love you.

For Ezra. May you live life while living it and experience the depths of “just now.”
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�e Heart In Your Mouth

When the heart is heavy,
Only the poetry of a pen can soothe it.

�ere are moments when words won’t do.
And there are moments when only words will do.

Words of a letter stick together
Like birds of a feather
Only, closer….

What can’t I say in words?
A few things.
True, but not much!

My heart is in my mouth when I talk.
�ey say a picture is worth a thousand words
But maybe a word is worth a thousand pictures.

Some say talk is cheap
But that’s a cheat, an excuse
To miss the riches of speech.

Talk is not cheap. It’s rich….

If you speak from the heart in your mouth,
Speak the truth, but speak it in blood.
Speak from your heart, but in your mouth.
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Between

Here I am in the in-between

Not really here and not yet there really

Things are ending and things are beginning

But in the in-between things are …

Weird. That is, strange and mysterious

What should I do with this time?

I am living in a house-not-a-home

I feel completely use-less

I am miserable. I am not here, but I am not there.

I want to actually be somewhere,but

I’m in the in-betweens.

I'm in the no-place-place

I’m in the no-man’s-land…

I am no-where and I don’t know where

Take me to a place. A good place

A space where…

There.

Not here.

Here I am and there I want to be…
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Mundane Monkhood

Oh Creator of the cosmos and compost alike,
You who walks among the pots and pans,
The cups and the colanders,
The sofa and the love seat,

Show me miracles in the mundane,
Tranquility in the traffic jam,
And grace in the 5 o’clock check out line.

Give me ears to hear music in the memos,
E-minor in the emails,
And the symphony of cicadas at night.

Give me eyes to see artwork in algebra,
Paintings in pleasantries,
And the beauty of a 9-5 day.

Give me a mouth to taste the truth in tacos,
Contemplation in coffee,
And the love in a home cooked meal.

Give me a nose to smell the aroma of morning aerobics,
The incense of integrity,
And the fragrance of a family game night.

Give me skin to feel the texture of tears,
The forms of my fears,
And the squeeze of a hug.

Oh Creator of the cosmos and compost alike,
Speak for your servants are listening
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Wonder in the Weeds

I see the one who sees the wonder in the weeds

She sees…

The wonder in the weeds
The color in the compost
The magic in the mulch

The beauty of the botanical
The elegance of the ecosystem
The might of the mustard seed

The dance of nature with nurture
The laughter of vegetables with vegetation
The praise of strawberries with sunshine

The burden of the bees
The artwork of the algee
The wisdom of the worms

Where others see weeds, she sees wonder
Where others see nuisance, she ses nuance
Where others see pests, she sees pets
Where others see mayhem, she sees magic
Where others see dandelions, she sees dinner
Where others see gross, she sees graces
Where others see weeds, she sees wonder

And I see too….

Not fully, but only through a mirror dimly

But I will get there too

For I see the one who sees the wonder in the weeds
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Weapons of Mass Distraction

We are living in fear of losing a war
Which we have already lost……

And we are lost, tossed to and fro…
With the attention span of a tik tok.

And the clock is running out…

The weapons of this war are NOT strictly tangible.
Our struggle is not against flesh and blood,

But against weapons of mass distraction,
Spiritual forces of evil in the heavenly places.

It is time to take the red pill and wake up…

Religion is NOT the “opioid of the masses”
Fat, salt, butter, and sugar are…
Credit cards and student loans;

Facebook profiles and twitter feeds…

It’s a weapon of mass distraction.
If this is “normal” I want to be crazy.

You can’t put the fire out from inside the house…
So get the heck out and fill a bucket…

We are living in fear of losing a war
That has already been lost…
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A Life Worth Living

I love rules.
They structure life.
Like a trellis they support growth.

But they are not a thing unto themselves.
They are not the end which justifies the means.
They are the means to a different end:

A life that is good.

There are two things and 2 things only,
You can have only one of the two…
Call them two roads diverging on a play-on-good.

You can have:
1. The good life {or}
2. The life that is good
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#NoFilter

Get off the internet
And into an interaction
Like with a real human person…

Log off of Facebook
Book time with the face of a friend
Stop tweeting over hashtags
Chat over Hashbrowns

Would you say that to someone’s face?
Then don’t say it at all…

Things won’t get better until we get brighter
Out of the dark decay of blue lit phones
Into the bright shine of golden daylight.

“My Space” is all I’ve got
So rather than trying to convince others
that I’m living “the good life” online
I’m gonna live a life that is good off-line

I don’t want to “broadcast myself”
I want to be myself
I don’t want to hashtag
I want to play tag
I don’t want to curate an image
I want to cultivate the heart of an image-bearer

In short, i want to live a life of #nofilter
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Now

The thing about the in-between
Is it is already-not-yet
It is neither here nor there
But it is also here and there.
Here- what was and partially is
There- what will be and partially is

Perhaps there is no “present” as
such
Maybe there is only future and past
And the future and past merge

Into an experience we call now

Now, maybe we don’t move
through time.
Maybe time moves through us.
Thus every moment is historical
And every moment is still yet to
come

This moment is a movement
It is already-not-yet.

I am here.
Here I am.

Am I here?

This is it.
It is this.

Is this it?

There it is.
It is there.

Is it there?

Where it is.
It is where.

Where is it?

Now. Just now.
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Playing the Game of the Grown

I am not who I want to (really) be
I am a shell of a man
And I feel like a snail of a man.

What is a man? I know not.
For I am not… one.
I am a boy.

I am merely playing the game of the grown(ups)
To be an “adult” is this: a dolt

Who fakes it till they either make it or die trying

When everyone is faking it,
Living in a world of willful ignorance

What is really real is viewed as fake
And what is fake is valued as real.

The real reason I am not who I want to (really) be is…
I am not a man.

I am a boy.
I am merely playing the game of the grown(ups).
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The Majesty of Math

It is unreasonable how reasonable it is
It is illogical how logical it is

Math is mystical, a sea of wonder

There’s extravagance in the exponents,
Infinity in the integers,

And poetry in the parentheses.

There’s delight in the distributive,
Love in the linear,

And confetti in the calculus.

There’s artwork in the Algebra,
Transcendence in the trapezoid,

And elegance in equations.

God is in the grandeur of the mathematical:
The Father is in the figures

The Son is in the sets
The Spirit is in the slope

The Trinity is in the Trigonometry.

There is an unfathomable mystery in Math,
An awesome absurdity,

A sea of wonder.
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When Am I?

Am I at the end of something?

Or the beginning?

Am I at the end of something good

And the beginning of something bad?

Am I at the end of something bad

And the beginning of something good?

Do we ever know the part of a story we are in when we’re in it?

Am I in the introduction?

Will I look back at this as preparation?

Is this the preface of some grand story?

Is this starting something new?

Am I in the middle?

Will I look back at this as the thing itself?

Is this the thick-of-it middle of the story?

Is this continuing progress toward the climax?

Am I in the conclusion?

Will I look back at this as the ending?

Is this the ending of the story?

Is this concluding the resolution?

Do we ever know the part of a story we are in when we’re in it?

No… we only know later.
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There is No Being

There is no being.
There is only becoming.
I am not who I am.
I am who I am becoming.

I am habits and routines,
Conversations and meals.
I am dreams and hopes,
Exercises and giggles.

I am shared experience:
The sum of my 5 closest
friends.
I am the best of my choices.
I am the worst of my choices.

I am the best of my days.
I am the worst of my days.
Relationships come and go,
But I am still with me.

But, be care-full.
I am more than a sum of parts.
I’m more fragile than that.
I am a
whole-greater-than-sum-of-pa
rts.

I am not who I am.

I am who I am becoming.
There is no being.
There is only becoming.

So be becoming something
Anything you (really) want
really.
Just promise me this:
That you will live a life
And live it big.

Live it while you’re still alive.
And live it afterwards too.
Just live it and live it good:
Not the good life, but the life
that is good.
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The Good, The Bad, and Whatever the Hell Else There Is

There is no monster under my bed.
The monster is in my head,

My heart,
My hands…

Are we good or are we bad?
Is sin original or unoriginal?

Are we all the same or are we different?

Some bad days I’m bad,
But some bad days I’m good.
Some good days I’m good,

But some good days I’m bad.

Am I still learning?
Or should I have known better?

Am I unaware?
Or am I just ignorant?

Is nobody perfect?
Or is that just an excuse?
Do I just have questions?
Or do I just lack answers?

Truthfully, I don’t know.
I know one thing though:

I’ve never met a perfect saint, hero, or “good guy”
And I’ve never met a perfect sinner, villain, or “bad guy.”

Some bad guys are bad,
But some bad guys are good.
Some good guys are good,

But some good guys are bad.

If someone is the villain in my story,
Does that make me the hero?

If I’m the villain in someone else’s story
Does that really make me a villian?

Can I be the hero of one story,
But the villain of a different story?

Do I determine the part I play?
Or is the part I play determined for me?

Truthfully, I don’t know…
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Roads

Some roads are made by walking.
Some words are made by talking.

If every step is a destination,
Then every step is an arrival.

They say you’ve got to “walk the walk,”
If you’re going to “talk the talk.”

And that’s true enough.
But maybe walking and talking go hand-in-hand.

Maybe. Just maybe, we’ve got to “talk the talk”
If we’re going to “walk the walk.”

And maybe. Just maybe we’ve go to talk the walk
And walk the talk.

Some roads are made by talking.
Some words are made by talking.
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A Pra��� f�� Ne� ��s�� �u�s

De�r ����,
Ple��� �iv� �� �ew ���t� �u�s.
Let �� ��s�e ��d ��e �h�� ��u �r� �o��.
I wa�� t� ���e l��� u�p����s�e�
By �o��t� ��ip� ��d D�. Pep���s.
I do�’t �a�t ��� “su��� f��e”
I wa�� t� �� �re� ���m �u��r
So I c�� ��ve � ���e t��� �s ��e�t.

Giv� �� a ��-t�a�-is-a-ye�.
No t� ���ul���c�. Yes �� ��un���c�.
No t� fl��o��n�. Yes �� fl��or.
No t� ���t�o�y. Yes �� �l���es� �� h�a�� �n� ��d�.

If “yo� ��e �h�� ��u ��t,”
The� ��k� �e �r���, no� �r����,
Ar�i��n��, no� ��t�fi�i��,
Spi�� w��� p���on����y…
Not ���t���l �i�h ����r.
I’m �u�g�� fo� ��m���in� ���l.
Giv� �� a �t���� di�� �� t�u�h.

Wak� �� u� f��� �no���r ��a��n �� �as� ��s���c�i��.

In ��e n��� o� t�� ��d� �ha� �� b��a� �n� �h� ��o�d ���t i� ��n�,

Ame�.
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Eternal Life

THIS is eternal life:
A walk with no agenda on a sunny day.

This IS eternal life:
The strong, genuine hug of a friend.

This is ETERNAL life:
That one song - you know the one - on a Sunday morning.

This is eternal LIFE:
Now. Just now all is well and all manner of things is well.

This is eternal life…
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A Pra��� f�� Ne� Ap����te

Lor�, Giv� �� A �ew ����t��e
Let ��� m� �un���s ��� t�i�s�� be ����sfie�
Giv� �� �od�� �y da��� b�e��:
Not ��� �uc�. Not ��� �it���.

The� ��y, “we’re ��� �at���a��s���.”
Tha�’s a ���.
We’re ��� m��e���li���c ��o��h!
Bec���e �� �re ����r �o�� c���um���.
An� �ha�’s ��e r���t ���d: co���m�.
We �n���e c���� p�a�t�� ��d o���p���ed ��ff�e
Lik� � ��ar���g ���l� �o�s ���h �o��.
We w��� �ve��t���g �� �av� M�-co���n�e���.

If “yo� ��� w�a� y�� �a� f��,”
Yo� �l�o ��y ��� w�a� y�� �e�.
So g��� �e s����hi�� r���.
Giv� �� �om����n� �or�� t�e �r��� o� �d���si��
Giv� �� �om�-t�i�g ����.

Pro���t �� �ro� ���t�e� w���o� �f ���s �i�t���t�o�.

In ��e n��� o� t�� ��od ���t ��� on�� b� ���e�v�� a� � g�� a�� n�� ��n�u��d ���e � p���uc�,

Ame�.
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Just Now

Give me now a “just now”...
How?

Pause.
That’s step one.

Really pause.
Breathe and be.

Be and breathe.

Then look.
That’s step two.

Really look.
See and be.

Be and see.

Then be still.
That’s the last step.

Really still.
Be. Just be.

Be now just for now.

Now. Just now.
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{An Eclectic Benediction]

May the God of dreamers, druggies, and dandelions bless you.
May the Creator of cosmos and compost alike bless you in your ordinary universe.

////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////

May He grant that you can tell the truth, but tell it slant, bloody, and heart-filled.

May He give you passion and energy to accomplish good and beautiful things.

May He give you eyes to see the wonder in the weeds (and in all the other stuff too!)

May He guide your story no matter which part of it you are in!

May He take you to a good place of blessing, bounty, and beauty.

May He make you awake and alert, undistracted and a little bit crazy…

May He give you a trellis to support your life that is good.

May He grant you peace to be authentic and present, vulnerable enough to play tag and live a life
of #nofilter.

May He calm your storms and give you peace.

May he bring you to a life that lasts a lifetime.

///// May you experience the mystery, absurdity, and joy of “just now.” /////

In the name of the God who goes by many names,

Amen
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