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That moment 

That moment when you break up with your boyfriend and go through your “I just 

want to party with my girls. Who needs boys” phase. 

Followed by that moment when you meet an awesome guy but don’t think to give 

him the time of day because even though deep inside you’re wishing for Prince 

Charming, you’re too used to that falling apart and getting hurt. Plus, who needs 

boys right? 

But then you reach that moment when you realize that Prince Charming who is not 

worth the time of day really just wants to get to know you for you. He’s no 

damaged goods like you but still thinks you’re the most amazing thing in the 

world. He reminds you of the little things that make you amazing, don’t get him 

started on the big things. 

But no no, “this can’t be true…don’t trust it” moment comes rushing in and you 

shut down and push him away. Why are you so interested in me? Why do you care 

so much? I’m a mess what do you want with me? 

And this. This incredibly innocent moment happens. When he looks at you and 

says I don’t know why I care so much. I know that you’ve forgotten how much 

you’re worth and I can see that you’re still bruised. I’m not here to rush things. I 

really just want to be there for you. You have no idea how amazing you are being 

no one else but you. The cracks and imperfections is what make you even more 

amazing. I don’t know how I ended up here. This isn’t at all my thing but I’m here 

now and I’m not going anywhere.  

And this next moment - When I just looked at him and started to cry. 

And now, I’m here. I now realize that I couldn’t have planned this better. When I 

see things only fall together so perfectly because so many things had happened 

earlier. Every day I take back and put together those broken pieces while at the 

same time throwing out and making new ones. Baby steps is what we’re doing, 

which is what makes this even more beautiful 
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About the Author: 

We are best friends just trying to make our way through college. Our lives throw us so many obstacles 

and somehow we are always dealing with the same stuff. This blog is going to be full of interesting, 

crazy stories. Hopefully people can relate! 

http://theunpreparedcollegekid.wordpress.com/ 

 

 

 

Freeze Frame Time 

 

There are definitely moments in one’s life that you wish you could take a picture 

of. Sometimes they’re huge life-changing moments, such as weddings, births, 

(divorces? haha!), the first time your child laughs. Then there are others that are 

small and fleeting. Those are more common. We often spend so much time 

focusing on the negative and what we didn’t have, or didn’t get, or what went 

wrong, that we miss those. 

I had one of those small fleeting moments yesterday with my girls. They are 14 

(L), 12(A), and 10(F) and while they can be a handful, they are definitely worth it 

(most of the time). 

Sometimes we get really silly and just laugh. Those are the moments I want them 

to remember when they get older. 

We were in the car, driving through a residential neighborhood. I don’t 

remember exactly how it got started, but we ended up singing “Baby, Baby” by 

Justin Bieber. Let me stop for a minute and tell you – none of us are fans. In fact, 

we get a lot of enjoyment out of poking fun at Bieber fever (and quite a few other 

“pop” stars, for that matter). I have made it a mission to instill good taste in music 

in my children. 

However, there we were – singing “Baby, Baby” at the top of our lungs. Badly… 

and loudly. 

http://theunpreparedcollegekid.wordpress.com/


 4 

B
lo

g
 B

o
o

k
s
  

 

A gets the bright idea to roll down the windows in the car so that others can enjoy 

our silliness. So I did what any self-respecting mom would do. I said, “No way!” 

Just kidding… we rolled the windows down and returned to our serenade. None of 

us knew the words exactly, so if you can imagine, it sounded a lot like this; “I 

know you love me, na na you blah. Blah blah blah blah blah, la, la la la…” Until 

we got to the chorus. Everyone knows that part…. 

Now sing it with me, loud and proud, “Baby, baby, baby, oh! Baby, baby, baby, 

no!” 

Yep, there we were.. 40 degrees outside with all the windows in the car rolled 

down screaming at the top of our lungs. People were looking at us like we were 

crazy. There were actually people peeking out of the windows in their houses to 

see what all the ruckus was. 

And then we laughed until we couldn’t breathe. That was a moment… 

“Sometimes we laugh, and sometimes we cry 

Some days it’s hard to figure out our way in this life 

But it’s moments like these that make me wish 

I could freeze frame time.” 

 

 

About the Author 
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My glass is empty 

 

and so another year goes by 

as I reach 

that ludicrous milestone 

of being fifty years old 

four pints of Guinness later 

do I feel any different 

not a jot 

I still feel twenty eight inside 

except for one thing 

my poetry head seems to 

have vanished 

as you can tell by this 

utter rubbish poem 

but hey, my glass isn’t half full 

or half empty, 

my glass is empty 

ready for whatever comes my way 

life begins at 

what or when 

40? or as I’ve been told 

50 is the new 40 

life begins the moment 

we open our eyes in the morning 

as each new day 

brings with it 

new moments 

new memories 

new anything you want 



 6 

B
lo

g
 B

o
o

k
s
  

 

so start each new day 

with an empty glass 

and fill it 

with whatever you want 

don’t think of 

birthdays as getting older 

or else you surely will 

get older 

think of your birthday 

as growing younger 

within your-self 

yet you say 

“but look at me, 

I am old” 

and of course, yes 

I am old too 

my knee tells me so 

but think 

not of the physical 

but of the spiritual being 

that is in you 

enjoy the lightness 

of knowing 

that as we grow older 

we truly only grow younger 

to that time when we are 

ready to begin again 

with a new glass 

an empty glass 

ready 

for life 

I am and always will be 

28 years young 

and each year 

I get younger 
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as each year 

I am 

28 

so happy birthday to you 

and happy birthday to me! 

 

About the Author: 

Hello, welcome and this is me… Martin Shone and I live in Wolverhampton, England. 

http://agapintheclouds.wordpress.com/ 

 

 

   

 


