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As a newborn, my daughter could only see the standard

eight to ten inches away, the distance from my breast to face.
Her entire world, fuzzy and focused on the sound of my voice,
the only thing familiar in a foreign landscape of gray.

So little is at the eye level of a toddler

sans the sugary cereals at the grocery store

my daughter tries to sneak into the shopping cart.

She spends her time reaching for my arms

when she scrapes her knees after falling off of her scooter, sniffling back tears.
She smiles as she stands on tip toe on a stool,

trying to swipe a stick of bell pepper off of the counter as I make dinner.

My daughter’s superpower is that she can quickly find a cat anywhere,
as if the world is one large game of a feline themed I Spy.

She finds them perched in upstairs windows of houses,

on posters advertising the spring collection at Target,

and curled on the posts of porches.

I never knew there were so many cats in this world.

As adults, our gaze is perpetually being dragged downward

to the phone screen that we devote so much of our time to.

How many wishes on shooting stars have we wasted

while scrolling through snapshots of other people’s lives?

How many cardinals have we not witnessed singing

their song in the sun-soaked canopy of trees on a summer day?

How many whispers of freshly washed clothes waving

between apartment buildings have we not collected?

When did we stop looking up? Was it when we gave up our childhood for
technology and when we traded laughing for laborious hours of work?

Holding my daughter’s small hand in mine as we cross a parking lot,
we both study the sliver of moon, a kind of sideways smile, that still
stuns despite the light pollution.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see her gaze shift to mine



and suddenly she is that baby again, swaddled in my arms,
and I am someone worth looking up to.



