[bookmark: _GoBack]I am a vagabond. No doubt formed in the travels of my youth with a Five Star, elegant vagabond Mom. Or, maybe I just came this way.
This is a piece of myself I have fought against my whole adult life. Children need stability and consistency, I told myself. Behave, I whispered to the mirror. I pushed artistry away lest it feed a longing.
Married with babies we left our hometown for a quieter life and, oh no, I married a vagabond. After the dissolve, I loved a vagabond poet. For years after, I dug my heels in and shadow boxed the itch. These days the kids have grown, I have no one to retort, just me and the spirit of a traveling vagabond scribe.
I am inclined not to fight it anymore. This defining element of my soul will be accepted, encouraged and nurtured. I will let the vagabond lead.
