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For anyone who has ever been referred to as “absentminded”—

I know your mind was exactly where it needed to be at the time.





INTRODUCTION

I hope when you read this book…

You remember an emotion you forgot about. I hope it hurts your feelings and mends them all at once. I hope the mention of mid-November makes you feel haunted in ways that are both good and bad. I hope the pages about grey days and wet sidewalks make you think of someone in particular. I hope you’ve forgiven them. I hope reading this book feels like waking up from a nap in the dark, alone in your room, your nose cold from a cracked window you forgot to close. I hope it makes you think of the smell of your childhood home, and the way your bare feet feel on a warm summer sidewalk. I hope it makes you realize how much you’ve been through, how many of your fears will never come true, and how you’ve already survived all the ones that have. I hope it helps you escape to a simpler time, and I hope it makes the hard times seem a little easier, if only for a moment.

Mostly, I hope it makes you remember.

I hope you remember all of it.



I also hope you like poetry… because if not, I’ve got some bad news for you.





LOVING
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There’s going to be a last time you ever cry about them

There’s going to be a last time you’re driving in the rain

And you get that empty feeling in your throat

And your eyes start to fill

There’s going to be a last time

And you won’t know that it is

The sky will be the color of the sky

And the ground the texture of the ground

Time won’t freeze

The world will spin on and on

And you will have just cried about them

One last time

Trains will stay on their tracks

The sun will still rise in the morning

The moon will still hang in the sky; it just won’t be done by them

And they will still cross your mind from time to time

But not in waves that are so forceful that you don’t stand a chance

Not in tornados and hurricanes and earthquakes

Just in grey clouds and gentle showers

Wounds have no choice but to heal eventually

And you will find something else to cry about

But it won’t be them
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We will always be young in each other’s minds

And that makes the love we lost

A far more beautiful sentiment

When I think of you, you are twenty-something

You are unsure about your life

About me

You have so much time to decide about both, and you do

I’m not sure which life you chose

But I do know you didn’t choose me

And that is the moment that we froze in time

And in real life, as the grey in our hair becomes more prominent

And we give the best of ourselves to new people

And start to feel like time is moving too fast

I find solace in knowing that the only version we’ll ever know of each other

Is band T-shirts and cheap cigarettes

Late nights and early mornings

Caring about stuff that neither of us would care about now

Being broke but having time to figure it out

Being sad but young so it felt more normal

The version of you I know feels like a breath of fresh, cold air

Wet sidewalks

A romance that felt like a secret even though everyone knew

Exciting, vibrant, and youthful

Carefree and excited

A time when being unsure wasn’t a life sentence, it just meant we had time

We hadn’t laughed enough yet for the lines to find a permanent home on our faces

When I think of you I’ll see

Your quarter-life mindset

Your halfway-in-halfway-out-the-door heart

And your full potential laying itself out like a yellow brick road right in front of you

And I see you start on that path without me

And you never even turn back to see if I’m still watching

If you looked back now I wouldn’t be there, but I stayed a while

I did

We will live on forever to each other

Young

And on the days when my back hurts

And my face changes

And the number of candles on my cake gets too large

To even bother lighting them all in the first place

I pay a visit to your memory

To our memory

Where I will never grow old to you

And you will never grow old to me

And we will never grow old with each other

And it is the most ambivalent feeling

To ever exist
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I thought about you today

I used to think about you every day

There was a time I didn’t have to think about you

Because you were just there

And now you’re not

When you cross my mind it’s never fleeting

You always stay a while

So I guess some things never change

You treat my memory like you did my parents’ house

My passenger seat

My caller ID

My side every single time I needed you on it (and even the times I didn’t)

You linger in my mind like you lingered in those places

The perfect amount of time

I remember the very first time we talked to each other, like it didn’t even matter

That’s the thing about friendships like ours

A no-pressure situation, an eternal sense of ease

The definition of the difference between forced and a force

We were a force to be reckoned with

When I think of you on days like today

I picture you God knows where doing God knows what

Making new memories with new people

Learning new things and seeing new places

And becoming someone new that I won’t ever truly know

At least not like that

But I have the benefit

The superpower

The absolute most sincere pleasure

Of knowing the you that you were

With me

The unreleased version, the outtakes, the movie we love that no one else has seen

Even though we both relentlessly quote it and refer to it as the best film of all time

I thought about you today

And I probably won’t think about you tomorrow

But I will think of you again and again until my brain gets too old to think anymore

I want to say I’m sad about it but I’m not

We stayed at the party together as long as we could

The last ones there

Dancing so hard we didn’t have time to notice our feet hurting

Or that we took different rides home

And by the time I looked back you were gone

I hope you got home safe
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I hope when you think

Of the way you used to speak to me

Your whole body freezes

And you feel bad

I hope when I cross your mind

You’re yelling

And I’m crying

You’re stomping

And I’m sinking

And it makes you mad

And not the mad you’re used to

Or the kind you can’t control

The kind you feel when you see

Everything that you had

I hope the guilt eats at you

The way you did to me

’Cause the movie of those years we spent

Is just so sad

I still think about it

And I wonder if it’s heavy

While you carry all the trust that

I cannot get back

I didn’t even want a lot

I just wanted kindness

And I’ll never know why that

Was just so much to ask

I hate how I’d defend you

To everyone you’d meet

Like you were a nice guy

Some real great catch

And even though it took a lot

To leave and cut the ties

And walk away

I hate that you’re still living in my past

Now I tell the story

With the triumphant ending

And even though I walked

I still feel not enough

And I don’t wish the worst for you

I hope that you succeed

All the while feeling

The remnants of me

In your gut

Remember saying that you loved me

So you could get what you wanted

Then taking it back

And calling me a slut

And I think the very worst

Is that I took the pain and anger

And remorse and constant sadness

And I called it love
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It would’ve taken me a long time

To know what love feels like

If I hadn’t loved you

When I think about first love

The first person that makes you press your back into the wooden door in your bedroom

And silently cry all the way down to the floor

I don’t know what that feels like because you loved me

I know what it feels like because I loved you

I was buried in avalanches while you waited for snow that never came

I prepared for apocalypses and you didn’t even lock your door at night

I wrote novels and you didn’t like to read

You didn’t love me

I loved you

And that is how I learned

What it feels like to love

And you what it feels like to be loved

So at least we both learned something
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Sometimes I have to stop for a moment in disbelief

To come to terms with the fact

That you and I are not close friends anymore

We’re actually not friends at all

It’s funny how when you learn about love you learn about family and you learn about partners

But you don’t learn that much about how deeply you’re capable of loving your friends

How a piece of you can die with a friendship

Just like pieces of you can die with the kind of heartbreak that is normalized

And talked about all the time

You and I used to talk every day

From morning to night

You and I shared an eerily similar personality

So many moments of “Please don’t say anything” until we stopped bothering to use that preface

Because you and I shared so much trust

We shared clothes

We shared beds

We shared hours and days and weeks and years

We shared lipstick in bathrooms

We shared a very mutual and deep-rooted care for each other

We shared silence so comfortably

But I guess we still do that

And I hope we still share a similar belief that all of that was real

They say all good things come to an end

And we were a good thing that came to an end

We’re not close friends anymore

We’re not friends at all
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I only miss you on the sad days and the grey days

The days when I’m alone at sea and calling out a mayday

I miss you when I wake up in the middle of the night

When no one’s at the airport after I get off a flight

I miss you when the steering wheel is freezing on my hands

I miss you when the concert ends after I see the band

I miss you when I smell the rain through my cracked bedroom window

I miss you in my doorway; not sure I would let you in, though

But I never find myself missing you in the sun

Or on the really good days, or when I’m having fun

When I’m laughing with my friends or I’m content or skies are blue

I find it kind of funny that I’m never missing you

’Cause all my favorite people they remind me of the day

But when the sky is lit up my brain wishes you away

So maybe it’s a sign—some kind of writing on the wall

If I were never sad

I wouldn’t think of you at all
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There is a recipe for getting over someone

It’s long-winded

And lacks simplicity

And there’s always a bunch of preamble before you get to the good part

The kind that has you saying to yourself

“Why is this so long? Just tell me what I need to do”

And once you get past the part you don’t care for

Or want to know about

Or have any interest in understanding

You get your list of ingredients and instructions

And this recipe is tedious

Lengthy

Difficult

Salty

And will be worth the effort in the end… it should be, anyway

It starts with a cup of denial

A fistful of sadness

A few tablespoons of anger

A piece of you that you don’t get to have back

And you have to let that marinate for a while or it just won’t turn out properly

Once you think that’s finished

Add a pinch of regret—not too much, though, and only if you want

It’s more of a preference

A bit of confusion, to taste

And a surprising amount of realization that you’re actually going to be okay

More than you’d ever think to add, actually

A quarter cup of courage (you’ve got lots to spare, don’t worry)

A pinch of satisfaction

A trace of emptiness

You won’t taste it in every bite; just every now and then you’ll get a hint of it

But you won’t mind it when you do for some reason

And once you’re all done, you can bake it for as long as you want

At whatever temperature you need it to be

And you might hate the way it tastes

You might feel like all that work was for nothing, but you will try again

Change a couple of things

And make it work for you

And when you look back at this recipe

It’s all in your handwriting

With things crossed out and rewritten several times over

Waiting to be used again by someone else

When you have already moved along
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What did being loved by me feel like?

What was it like for you during the time that I thought you hung the moon?

What was it like to sit across from someone who thought you could do no wrong

Even while you did the wrong things?

Did you feel privileged while I felt pathetic?

Did you feel important while I felt insufficient?

Did you feel loved while I felt lost?

I don’t ask because I hope it was awful

I ask because I hope it was worth it

I hope for you the storm felt cozy

I hope my umbrella went to good use

While I stood in the rain

I hope I made you feel good about yourself

And I hope you feel warm when I cross your mind

Because it makes you think of a time when

Somebody loved every single thing about you

Because I did

Everything except the fact that you didn’t love me back
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The day I didn’t love you anymore

Was a day I couldn’t name if I tried

I don’t know when it happened

Because there wasn’t an earthquake

Where all the photos of us fell off the walls of my brain and shattered on the floor

There wasn’t a tsunami that came over me and drowned you out

Taking your breath out of my world and giving mine back to me

I didn’t get struck by lightning and wake up in an alternate universe where you never existed

Like in the movies

The day I didn’t love you anymore wasn’t monumental

It was so lackluster I didn’t even know it was happening

But I know for sure that it happened

I wonder if I got groceries that day

Or if I listened to a song that opened a portal for my heart to heal just enough

I wonder if it was sunny and warm

Or cold and grey

I wonder which outfit I put on that morning

Or if I got enough sleep the night before

I wonder if I thought of you at all

If I drove by a place we used to go

Or laughed at something we’d have laughed at

But that time the feeling just passed me by like a neighbor in a rush

A friendly wave and a smile that never gets thought of again

Instead of lingering like the fixation on a book you love that doesn’t have a sequel

Or a heat wave, or a bad cough

The day I didn’t love you anymore

Is a day I never thought would come

And a day that has already passed

And I know there is an accumulation of days to thank

A group project in which

Not everyone did equal parts

And some days slacked in superior ways when it came to falling out of love with you

But there was one day

When my heart signed on the dotted line

And my love for you officially came to a close

And there were no witnesses

And I will never know what day it was

But I know for sure

It happened
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I don’t love you more, but I loved you first

And I find so much joy in knowing I will keep meeting people

And loving them entirely

And they will be good ones, but they won’t be first ones

And they won’t be you

I will keep making friends

And keep falling in love with them

For any of the reasons that seem fit at the time

Kind of like I did with you

But not quite

You see, I know what love feels like now

Because of you

You set the bar

You made me understand what I need

And what I deserve

Sometimes I hate you for that a little bit

Because now I spend so much time craving that kind of connection

While you’re far away

And I know I have found it in others

I’ve found it in yesterdays and I will find it in tomorrows

But first place is first place

Gold is not silver

You are gold, and there is only room for one
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If you had let me, I would’ve loved you forever

I would’ve chosen you

You wouldn’t have had to treat me differently

Or better, even

You wouldn’t have had to be kinder

You wouldn’t have had to love me, even

You would’ve had just let me choose you

And I’d have been yours

How sad is that?
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And I’ll be here

Making the same five recipes again and again

Backing out of the same driveway

Hanging out with the same friends

Crying to the same movies

Listening to the same music

Letting the same things make me happy, and the same things make me sad

I will be here making my bed

Taking baths

Ordering the same nonfat vanilla latte

Letting my clothes sit in the dryer, only to have to wash them again

Drinking half of a Diet Coke and leaving it on the counter to go flat

The only thing that will change is that you will be gone

And time may freeze

But it will not stop

And I may misplace a part of me, but I will get it back

And you’ll be there

While I am here

And eventually that will be

The only difference
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I am so grateful that you didn’t let me have you

Even while I begged for you on my knees

As if my bones on the ground were the only painful thing about it

As if persuading you was the only hardship I’d face

As if loving someone as a first choice

Would feel reciprocated equally by someone loving me as a favor

Thank you for not letting me have you

I can’t thank you for not letting me love you, though

Because I really think I did
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There’s a reason why it’s called “getting over”

And not “dancing over” or “hopping over”

Like you would a crack in the sidewalk

Or a line in the tiles on the floor at school

You can’t just step over a mountain

Or a canyon

Or a valley

Or something extravagantly large

It’s not light or unchallenging

It’s hard work, you know

Getting over things

It’s funny, because to the naked eye

A person, or a feeling, or a situation

Can seem so small

But so do volcanos and skyscrapers from far away

Once you’re up close

And it’s time to get from the bottom to the top

And

Back

Down

Again

There’s a lot of strength that goes into getting over

And I know it’s as hard as the rocks you’re kicking

And as cold as the water you’re wading through

And it steals your breath

The same way the stairs up the tallest building in the world would do

But there’s a different kind of satisfaction once you’re through with getting over

It’s not like the kind you get when you step over all the sidewalk cracks

It’s better than that by miles and miles

Just you wait and see
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I tried so hard to fix you but I couldn’t

And now I have to fix me

Because your brokenness made me broken

How is that fair at all?

I didn’t even get to see the part where you snapped and shattered

I wasn’t the one who pushed you or ripped you apart

I only sat there

With my legs crossed on the floor in front of you

Trying to make all the pieces fit when I found you like that

I was so patient and my intentions were pure

I was whole

I just wanted to see what things could look like

If I put you back together

And that’s why this is so unfair, you see

Because I wasn’t in pieces like you

When I walked in and started to rebuild you

And you watched me crumble

Through the same eyes that I stared into

While I tried to find evidence of a beating heart

Because you can’t piece back together what was never there in the first place

You watched as I turned from a person to a puzzle

As cracks formed slowly on every part of me I ever showed you

And once I was fully crumbled

You sloppily packed me up in a box for the next person

Who will have to do their best to fill in the blanks

With their imagination

Of what I may have been like if not for you

Because even after ripping me apart

You didn’t even have the courtesy to let me keep

All the pieces for myself
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How am I supposed to be your friend after that?

There are lines that I’ve never crossed with my friends

Why should you be the exception?

How am I supposed to laugh with you like friends do

When we can’t take an elevator

Without me thinking you might

Push me up against the wall

And kiss me

As soon as the doors close

You won’t because we’re friends

But you did

I can’t forget that. How could I?

How am I supposed to have drinks with you

Like friends do

When we can’t walk home together

Without me wondering if you’re going to

Take my hand while we’re stumbling down the street

If you’re going to look me in the eyes

After walking me to my door?

And you’ll walk away, I know you will

Because we’re friends

But you’ve come up the stairs with me before

I can’t forget that. How could I?

You want to be friends

And come over for a coffee

And walk past my bedroom like you’ve never

Led me in there

And closed the door behind you

Did you forget that?

I don’t see how you could

And if you did

And there’s a magical solution

Or a book of rules on “how to be friends”

After you’ve been lovers

Please, educate me

Lend me the rule book

Gift me a handwritten copy

Because if you are my friend

You wouldn’t want me to feel this way

But I do feel this way

And it’s only because you are asking me

If we can stay friends

And I love my friends using the deepest parts of me

But I loved you differently

I can’t explain it

And you can’t explain how I’m supposed to be your friend after that

So maybe we shouldn’t talk at all
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It’s only real once I tell my mom

So I’m avoiding her calls like the plague

And trying to text her back

Like there’s not a hole through the center of me

She will ask about my weekend

And I will tell her it was good

Because as soon as I say

It wasn’t because I lost the only thing that matters to me

That’s when it’s over

That’s when it’s real

Once I tell my mom

Because I know you’re gone

But she thinks we’re home together

Falling asleep side by side

She doesn’t know we were fighting

She doesn’t know it’s over

So it’s not over

Because I haven’t told her yet

And I will

She will call and I will cry

And tell her it ended

And that I don’t want to talk about it

And that I’ll be fine

And she knows I will be

But I won’t yet

And that’s when it will be over

But it’s not yet

Because I haven’t told my mom
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What if I’m eighty and still thinking about you

And our lives have no ties

And we’ve both grown out of posting on the internet

But I haven’t grown out of you being on my mind?

What if I spend all these years thinking

That thinking about you is just some sort of stage I’m going through

But suddenly I’m eighty and still replaying that kiss in my head?

Do you know the one I’m talking about?

What if I’m eighty and still thinking about your apartment

And we both have grandkids and we’ve both lost our parents

But somehow the loss of you is still on my mind?

I’m not anywhere near eighty now

And I keep thinking that thinking about you is only a phase

It’s only a phase

It has to be a phase

But I guess I won’t know until I’m eighty
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I never could have known the day we met

Sitting down at that table, at that bar

How used to that view I would get

You right across from me

Ordering some kind of beer

Always offering me a sip and saying

“You won’t like it”

But now I have replaced my polite “It’s not bad!”

With “Yeah, I don’t like that”

But you know; you always knew

I never could’ve known the first time I came over to your place

When you showed me

Your living room, your bedroom

That it would one day be our place

Our living room, our bedroom

The driveway you would walk me out to and kiss me goodbye on

Would become the driveway I come home to

Every single day

The people, your friends, my friends

They’re our friends now

Your life, my life

Is our life now

Your love, mine

My love, yours

I never could’ve known on the day we met

That love didn’t always have to be

A guessing game

I never even had to ask you to love me

You just did it all on your own

And that felt wrong to me

Like it’s not how it’s supposed to go

Like I should’ve had to make an itemized list

Of the reasons I’m good enough

And prove them to you one by one

And even then you’d be unsure

I thought I’d have to study you endlessly

Catalog your needs

And check all those boxes for you

Even if it wore me thin

But you didn’t want any of those things

You just wanted me

I still have trouble believing this to be true

I never could’ve known the day we met

How many times we would say good night

After we walked to our cars and said it for the first time

How one first hello at a little bar

Would lead to endless hellos after long days of work

In the front hallway

With the dog stepping on our toes

I never could’ve known

And I still do not know what’s to come

But I hope we are lucky enough to spend many years

Yelling repetitive things to each other from either end of the house

Sighing in unison at stressful expenses

Having kids we don’t understand sometimes

Helping them with math homework we don’t ever understand

But we try

I hope you are around to hear me complain about my grey hairs

Until I give up trying to cover them

And I am around to hear you complain about your back hurting

After a long car ride, or a medium-length car ride, or just for no reason at all

Around so I can eternally make us almost late

And around to be mad at each other for the first three minutes of the drive to where we’re going

Because getting out of the house was a hassle, as always

Around to love you, and for you to love me, even on the days when it’s hard work

Because we both can be that sometimes

And if the things that are to come

Are as wonderful as the things that were to come

Before you came along

Then I am nothing but excited

For the things I never could’ve known about yet, today
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Dear Platonic Soulmate,

There need to be more fairy tales about soulmate friends like us

Where they find each other and everything just makes more sense after

Where they meet and immediately know they were meant to know each other

There need to be more love stories about platonic friends

Who found each other at just the right time

And they’re not complex or grandiose storylines

They meet and they know

They find each other on playgrounds and at work and at bars and at the gym

And they talk on the phone

And trust each other

And truly don’t know how they would’ve gotten through some of the hard parts

Without having the other there with them

There need to be more fairy tales about soulmate friends like us

Because there would be montages of laughter and tears and confusion and too much wine

And it wouldn’t be unattainable or unbelievable, it would just make sense

And fill you with gratitude while you watch

There need to be more love stories about platonic friends who sit on couches in silence

And go for dinner

And get on airplanes

And go for drives

And give tough love that’s still real love

The kind of love that echoes on and on

They say people come and people go, and I’ve seen it before

But it just doesn’t apply here, not in this story

These kinds of soulmates don’t go

They live in your heart forever

Like a fairy tale

A beautiful platonic fairy tale

That stands the test of time
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If I had met you sooner

I wonder if you would have loved me the way that you do

If I had met you sooner, we could’ve had more time

But I am a collaborative constellation of everything I went through

Because I hadn’t met you yet

It is a constant tossup between wondering how I ever didn’t know you

And being grateful for the time we were strangers

Because it somehow molded our edges to fit perfectly together

Like every person and every moment that ever mattered

Were employees of fate in charge of only you and me

If I had met you sooner

I wonder if I would still know you now

Or if you would be a faceless character in the story of

Why I’m not the same anymore

That I tell to other people when I drink too much wine

Rather than the person I’m telling the story to

You would’ve changed me for the better either way

But what if I had met you sooner?

What if I showed up on the front porch of your life

And stood on the mat while you poked your head through the crack

To let me know that you had company and you weren’t sure how long you’d be

And I never tried again?

What if I had met you sooner and I was too much and you wanted less

Or you not enough, leaving me wanting more

What if we hadn’t given life enough time

To make us the perfect amount

But because I didn’t meet you sooner

Because I got there right on time

I didn’t even have the chance to knock at your door

I lifted my hand to try

But you opened it all on your own as if on your way out

And even though you had places to be

You invited me in for a drink

But if I’d gotten there any later

I may have just missed you
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In order for someone to be the one

They have to want you too

It’s such a simple concept

Though it never feels that way

You don’t hear about the greatest loves of our time being one-sided the whole time

You don’t grasp at your heart in awe while watching a movie about a woman begging for the attention of a man who wants somebody else instead

Romance novels about someone who waited and pleaded and cried and listed reasons until someone chose them as their last resort don’t stand the test of time

True love is not always simple

Things don’t always work the first time

Second chances exist

And people change their mind

But the one will want you to be the one, too

It won’t just be you
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There will come a day when we will vacuum up the last of your fur

That was always such a nuisance

There will be no apologies about the state of the back seat of the car

And no wincing after I hear the doorbell

Because of the roar of barking that I know comes right after

There will come a day when I can stay out with friends

For as many hours as I want without a care

And a night where there is no song and dance at the back door

While I stand barefoot in the freezing cold and try to lure you into the house so I can go to bed

I will fill one less bowl with food

Leave fewer lights on when no one is home

I will have fewer toes stepped on

And I will go on vacations without a second thought

But coming home will never be the same again

Walking in the front door will feel deafeningly silent

And boring and wrong

The carpets and floors will look sterile

Silence will ring so much louder than the little charm on your collar

I will never feel as special or as unconditionally loved for just existing

I will still drop purposeful crumbs by accident and feel sad when they’re not quickly consumed

I will struggle to find a piece of decor that looks better than your water bowl

The couch we always wanted but didn’t get for the risk of it getting ruined

Will quickly will lose its appeal

And the one with a dent in your favorite spot will be the only one we want

The little bite marks in the crown molding will be a cherished memory rather than an eyesore

I will stop being hung up on every last scratch in the hardwood

And wonder which scratch in the hardwood was your last

I will no longer feel pulled to go for walks in the rain

Or have a literal reason to stop and smell the roses

There will come a day when all the things

I’ve complained about time and time again

Will get easier

And it will be one of the hardest days to ever come
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It has always been you

It was you who braved the monsters under your bed when you were five

And you who laid awake alone at a sleepover while everyone else was asleep

And you who beat homesickness like the two of you were in a boxing match

It was you who looked at yourself in the dirty bathroom mirror of your elementary school

While the hallways were quiet and everyone was in class

It was you who sat alone in your room and did your homework

And felt the conflicting, and gnawing, and all-encompassing feeling of your first crush

It has always been you

It was you figuring it all out in the loneliest moments of your teens

On driveways at house parties after too much Smirnoff Ice

Crying in your bedroom but trying to make it look like you weren’t

Before going to the table for dinner

It was you on your way to your first day of college

Your first day of work

When you hung up the phone after that call

When you laid awake at night while someone slept soundly beside you

When that relationship ended

When you had sex for the first time

When you didn’t know any of the answers on that test

When you listened to your parents fighting down the hall

When you were in the cab home from the bar at two a.m. alone

When you cursed the scale on your bathroom floor

Sure, there may have been people around you

But you are the only one who knows how it felt

It was you in your head

No one else was there

It was you

It was you at the start, it’s you now

And it’ll be you at the end

And that is the only guarantee this life can offer

You have been there for you, and with you, more than anyone else ever has

The most loyal friend you’ll ever know

The most important person is

You

It has always been you
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One person not loving you

Does not mean you are not loved at all

It just means you are not loved by them

And I know reading that feels like swallowing glass

I know it feels like love only shows up as the love you are craving

But when you stop waiting for it like it is stuck in traffic

You will realize it arrived a long time ago

It is sitting across from you at the dinner table

While you ignore it and stare at an empty seat

It is already there but you don’t notice

Because you are watching the door

Feeling the draft from the street

Every time it opens and closes

And shivering while someone offers you a jacket

But you can’t hear them

Because you don’t even know they’re there

Nobody is loved by everybody

And them not loving you

Doesn’t mean you are not loved

It means you are not loved by them

And if you can find it in you to take your eyes off the door

You will see that aside from that one empty seat

Your table is full

Love is all around you

And one day when someone comes up behind you

And taps you on the shoulder

To ask if that seat is taken

You may even find yourself saying no

And letting them sit there instead
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That feeling you get while you wait by the front door for your best friend to pick you up

Or when the plane is landing and you know someone is on their way to the airport

Just for you

The times you wish today was tomorrow

Because you get to see someone who excites you

The way you feel when your phone rings

And you realize it’s someone you really feel like talking to

Or when a text comes through and you can’t wait to open it

You know the feeling you get from people in your life

Who make you want to hug them longer

Or who make time go by inexplicably quickly

And you keep checking your watch only to make sure you’re talking fast enough

To fit it all in before you have to be somewhere else

The feeling you get in the pit of your stomach about one-of-a-kind people

You only wish you got to see more often

But it’s almost like fate put distance between you and the people

Who were special enough to withstand it

So you’ve found peace but you miss them like crazy

That feeling

You’re not going to believe me but you are that feeling for people too, you know

You are the source of some of your favorite feelings in the people you love

People who only know what any of it feels like

Because you made them feel that way
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You give away love like you’ve got so much of it to spare

Like it’s running through your veins

And bursting out of you at the seams

You’ve handed love out to strangers in bars

And in the comment sections of people you’ve never even met

You’ve left it behind in taxis

And left remnants of it on the hands of strangers while you held them across a table

You’ve given love to people while they asked you not to

And told you it wasn’t what they wanted from you

That’s how much of it you have

Telling people to keep it like it’s spare change

That would only be a hassle to you because you don’t have anywhere to put it

So where does it go, then, when you need it for yourself?

Where is all that love when you wake up in the morning and look yourself in the mirror

Where did it disappear to?

Your veins have not run dry overnight

The love you have to give is not predestined for others

It’s what you are made of, it’s yours

Keep some for yourself, okay?
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The friends you make as an adult

Those are some of the most remarkable friendships to ever exist

You see, all this stuff happens to you

And shapes you into a grown-up person

Whether you like the way it falls together or not

And you meet other people

And they have had a lot of stuff happen to them, too

And you decide you love who they became

Before you ever knew they existed

And you keep them forever

Their flaws

Their strengths

Their weaknesses

All of it

And that’s not to say that we don’t change one another

Or that we don’t grow together

But there’s a lot more accepting being done

Than there is altering

Choosing adult friends is saying

I love who you are

And I’m grateful for all the friends

And experiences and lessons that life handed you before

Because they shaped you in a way

That fits so beautifully with the way mine shaped me

And I don’t think we should ever overlook the beauty

And childlike innocence

Of meeting another grown-up

And deciding to be friends

Because it is the definition of being accepted exactly as you are
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To the person who thought they’d be single forever

And to the person who still thinks they will

It will be someone’s greatest pleasure to spend their life with you

And you are not excluded from that list of someones

Your presence makes rooms glow

Your absence is noticed

Your heart is beautiful and capable

And beats alone like all the others

It doesn’t need to be in unison with another

For it to work

The company of others is lovely, but so is your company

So many people sit alone and wonder

If they will ever have the privilege of finding someone exactly like you

And if I can plead one thing of you

It’s that you spend at least some of the moments you spend wondering

When you will meet that special person

Understanding how special you are already

Because even though it doesn’t seem like it now

You will miss this time you spent on your own

It will become a sacred memory

The place you live will become holy ground

You will wish you could go back

And remember who you were

Before you started lending half of yourself to someone else

There is a time for everything

And there will be a time where you are so abundant

And full

And ready

The weight of all you have to give will be too much to carry

And the universe will sense that

And send someone to bear some of the weight

But until then, take it for yourself

Watch movies alone

Order takeout for one

Kiss strangers at bars

Smell candles at the mall

And bring them home if you like them because

No one else’s opinion matters yet

You are on the path to becoming someone’s favorite person

To spend all their time with

And it’s warranted

You are everything they will ever need

And you are everything you will ever need

You’re not doomed to be alone forever

You’re not doomed at all

It’s a shame to take this time for granted
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I don’t know if I believe in one soulmate, but I do believe in soulmates, and if you’re lucky, you will find them in multiples. You will find them all over. You will find them in friends. In family. In lovers. In pets. You will find that one person will grow into many versions of themselves in this lifetime, and one version may not suit your soul the way another will. Soulmates can be temporary, and that’s okay, because there’s a good chance another is on their way right now. You might meet them at the grocery store or through a friend at a bar, and it might be a love story for the ages, whether platonic or romantic or familial.

I don’t think we even get to meet all our soulmates; I don’t think our hearts could handle it. I think you probably walk past a person who has a twin soul to match yours almost every day. It’s important not to keep the idea of soulmates within the confines of romance, because it would be a shame to not recognize a soulmate is in your wake. And maybe it’s weird to feel like there are a million other people out there who could love you properly. A million souls of the perfect shape to fit right alongside yours.

But I think it’s beautiful.
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One day the people who love you

Will receive the news of your passing

Their phone will ring and they will find

That the most important person to them

Is not here anymore

This is not something that might happen

It is something that will happen

You will be a voicemail that people listen to again and again

Just to hear your voice

You will be a picture in a frame that stops people in their tracks

Breathless in the hallway

You will be the root cause of countless moments of insurmountable grief for the people who love you the most

And it is not later that you become someone who would leave a hollow pit

In the center of someone’s world with your absence

No time is needed to make you into someone who has changed people’s lives to a point

Where they question whether or not they could go on without you

It does not have to be fifty years down the line for the lack of you to be inconceivable

Because you are so important right now

As you are

I know it’s a twisted way to look at it

A destructive point of view for the sake of pointing out something positive

But the space you take up, no matter how big or small

Is far too grand to ever be filled

It won’t be

You belong here

There is nobody better for it than you
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When you go to driving school

They teach you about your blind spot

The area that can’t be seen in your side mirrors, or when you’re looking ahead

It’s important to always check, because if you don’t

Something could be there that causes you to crash

You are only ever in my blind spot

The thought of you always comes out of nowhere

And I never catch it in time to prevent a catastrophic collision

Everything is fine, and then it’s not

I’ve always been a good driver, you know

But how am I supposed to prevent a disaster I can never see coming

You have made me well aware of my surroundings

I am always on the lookout for situations that lead to me getting hurt

And of all the places you could have chosen to stand

You chose my blind spot

And I don’t know what it is that brings you to stand in my way

At the most inconvenient times

But it’s not all that surprising

And if you’re wondering why I’m always driving alone

It’s because of you

I don’t want to drag another person into the hurt

I want to learn to turn my head enough to know you’re there

Because you always will be

And instead of hitting you head-on, swerving around you

Heart pounding white knuckles

But I am okay

They tell you in driving school that checking your blind spot becomes a habit

You will grow to remember to always check

I just hope it happens sooner rather than later

Because I’m bored of driving alone
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Dear long-distance best friend

I never expected to have to love you from all the way over here

Sometimes I think it isn’t fair, you know

That I can’t just show up at your house like I used to

That we can’t just go for dinner or split a bottle of wine at home

Like all the other best friends seem to get to do

That we watch each other’s lives through a screen

I’m jealous of the people who get to exist around you all the time

I hope they know how lucky they are

Because I hate to admit it but your kind of magic is so naturally fulfilling

You can only sense its significance when it isn’t close by

And I still laugh but I don’t laugh like we laugh

And I still have fun but I don’t have fun like we have fun

I’m not against it or holding a quiet protest because you’re not here

It just hasn’t happened for me yet with anyone else

Because when it comes to us there is no equivalent

I know that each mile between us has a reason

At first I couldn’t name them, but slowly more and more of them reveal themselves

So I know that we are both where we need to be

And even though I wish I didn’t know what it feels like to not have you near

I would never wish that we were never close

We’re growing up apart

But we’re not growing apart

And that’s the important part
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If you are not the love of your own life

What’s the point

You don’t have to be the only one

But you’ve got to at least be one of them

If it is not you who hangs the moon

And draws the stars

And orders your favorite coffee

You’ll be waiting, and you do not deserve to wait

You are the love of your life

Don’t ever forget it
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Your heart is a muscle but

Sometimes I find it hard to believe it’s not a bone

Because muscles repair themselves and more often than not get stronger

And go back to normal

But bones break and are never the same

I’ve found heartbreak to be a lot more like that than anything else

Lots of downtime

Everyone knows it happened

From agony to just an ache that never goes away for good

You’re not reminded of a pulled muscle when the weather changes

But your bones will find ways to remind you where they broke when it rains

At least mine do, anyway

And I wish my heart would heal like the muscle it is

Instead of like the bone it isn’t

Because in the same way that I’ll always feel the hurt in the spot on my wrist

From when I fell off my bike when I was seven

I will always feel the places in my heart that have been broken
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And suddenly you’re starting over again

You’re kissing someone else

You’re on a plane alone

You’re in a stranger’s bed

You’re learning another person

You’re dancing with someone new

You’re spending time alone

There are other lips

Other cities

Other bodies

Other people

Your

world

is

spinning

madly

on

The end of that wasn’t the end of you after all, was it?






LONGING
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Do you remember that feeling when you’d get picked up from a sleepover? Your parents standing there at the front door of your friend’s house. You step outside, wave goodbye, creak the screen door shut. Your eyes are heavy from too much laughing and not enough sleeping. You’d answer questions about your night like a diplomat:


“It was good, how about you”

“Thanks for picking me up”

“Thanks for asking”

It was routine

It was clockwork

You miss it



Do you remember that feeling when you were in high school on a cold winter evening? You’d wake up in your bed after falling asleep doing homework. It’s dark outside, your mom’s making dinner; you can smell it. You’d peel your eyes open and sit at the table and answer questions about your day like a diplomat:


“It was good”

“This is good”

“Yup, all done”

“Can I please be excused”

It was routine

It was clockwork

You miss it



Do you remember that feeling when you spent your first night away from home? Not a sleepover—actually away from home. You moved out. Your bed is different, your comforter is new, you’re too old to miss your mom (but you do anyway). You make friends, you have fun, you’re grown up.


Your phone rings, and you answer those questions like a diplomat:

“It’s been good”

“Everything’s real good”

“I’m going to let you go, okay”

Even though what you wanted to say was:

“It’s different”

“It’s strange”

You cry when you hang up the phone. Diplomats cry, too, right?



Do you remember that feeling sitting down across the table for the first time with someone new? You thought you’d found your only someone, but they’re gone now. You’re starting over, and the bar is loud:


“My day was good”

“How about you”

“Thank you for the drinks”

Like a diplomat



Do you remember that feeling when you were all grown up, or as grown as you’ve ever been but not as you ever will be? The air gets warm, then cool, then cold, then cool, then warm again. Life happens upon you in millions of sentences that start with “Do you remember when…” The remembering comes in little bouts of pain even when the memories are good. And what’s crazy to think is one day you’ll say “Remember when…” and the sentence will finish where you are right now. And even though it doesn’t feel like it, this will feel like some weird version of routine clockwork.


You’ll miss it

You’ll want it back

And you’ll continue about your day

Like a diplomat
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Maybe we’ll run into each other someday, like they do in the movies

And the sky will be grey and our noses cold

And we will stand a comfortable distance from each other on the street

And ask polite questions

And pretend it never happened

You’ll say you’re “doing well” and I won’t think of the shower in your apartment

And I’ll say “Work is good”

And you won’t even look at my mouth while the words come out because it’s the last thing on your mind

I’ll see the coat you’re wearing and won’t even know it’s the same one

That was once strewn in a pile on my kitchen floor with a few other articles of your clothing

And you will look me in the eyes like you’ve never been closer to me than you are right now

And tell me about your life that has nothing to do with me

And I’ll rub my cold hands together as if to signal it’s time to leave

And you will not grab them to warm them up or follow me back to my place

Because muscle memory forgets eventually, right?

It’ll be like it never happened, won’t it?

It’ll be like the movies in which the sidewalk is damp and our breath shows in the air

As we speak with an innocence I don’t think we ever experienced at the beginning

I guess we were saving it for after the end

When I say “It was good to see you”

And neither of us will even think about any of the rest of it





[image: ]

I know my brain could use a break

When I start thinking about watching nineties movies

It means the state of perpetual discomfort that life tends to subject us to

Has momentarily become too much for me, and I need something I can rely on

Not someone

Something

Something that won’t change

Something without an ever-shifting plot

Something that has made me feel the same way

Over

And

Over

And

Over

Again

And when it all gets to be a little too extreme

Sometimes the solution is something that feels like

A dimly lit living room on a cold night

The smell of popcorn from a silver bowl

The way the VCR sounds while it rewinds

An oversize T-shirt that belongs to one of your parents

Your mother’s laughter signaling to you what’s funny

Even though you don’t understand the jokes quite yet

A mismatched quilt, a glass of soda

The reflection of the TV in your father’s glasses

I don’t know if I’ll ever feel okay like that again

Not without help, at least

So when I need a little steadiness

Something I can depend on

I can always count on nineties movies to carry the weight of my worries

For just a little while
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There’s a version of you and I that got it right

Somewhere out there, in some alternate universe

We write grocery lists, we find lost car keys, we have so many Sunday mornings left

We kiss goodbye at the door so quickly we almost miss

We drink wine outside

We drive home from Christmas dinner in the dark

We walk in the house and shake the snow off our boots

And take our coats off in unison without a word

What a beautiful comfortable silence there is in that hallway

Somewhere out there a version of us yells across the house about monotonous things

Like laundry and the volume of the television

We dance around each other in the kitchen

And you are always somehow in the way

It would’ve annoyed me less had I known a day would come

That you would not be in my way anymore

In this other world

This love was never difficult

Hard work, but not difficult

We don’t let a sickness take over our love and make it weaker every day until it dies

If there were a map to this faraway world, I’d get in my car right now and drive there

I’d stand outside their window and watch them exist in the simple way

That was never simple for us

And watch them love each other the way both of us deserved to be loved

I’d watch them eat breakfast, then lunch, then dinner

And remember the uncomplicated instances of sharing meals

The way we never will again

I’d watch them shuffle in the hallway in warm comfortable silence

And kiss goodbye at the door so quickly they almost miss each other

And I would miss you while I do it

And wonder what day it was

What time it was

Which meal, which kiss, which drive home from Christmas was our last

Before our souls packed their bags in unison

Put on their coats

Walked out the front door

And disappeared to some alternate universe

Somewhere out there

Where they wouldn’t have to hear us fighting





[image: ]

I don’t want to grow old

But I don’t want to not grow old

I grieve the ages I used to be all the time

But I’m so scared of all the ages I will be after this one

How can I feel so strongly about both?

I mourn the loss of decades that have passed

And try to erase the proof that time has paid me a visit with hair dye and eye cream

But laughter keeps making lines on my face that don’t go away

I don’t want to grow old

But I don’t want to stop now

I want all the days I can possibly get

But I still spend so much time wishing today was yesterday

And the thought of moving on

Scares me to death

Time has frozen for some of the people I love

They have a million yesterdays and no tomorrows

They won’t grow old

And I am not envious of them for that

Though I sit here with the audacity to say “I hate getting older”

If given the option to pause time now

And be this age forever

I wouldn’t want it

Because I don’t want to stay behind while everyone I love continues on

I don’t want my friends to celebrate birthdays without me

I can’t stand the thought of my partner growing old with someone else

The thought of living forever is exhausting; I wouldn’t want that much time

But the thought of a life too short fills me with just as much dismay

I hate seeing my parents get older

But I am so blessed to be able to watch my parents keep getting older

I hate watching my dog slowly mellowing

But I don’t wish his presence in my life to be for any less time than it has been so far

And this constant opposition is exhausting because of course I want to keep living

But I don’t want to say goodbye to the life I’ve already lived

And the ages I’ve already been

And you can’t have both
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When I hear a song about a girl someone couldn’t help but fall in love with

I never picture a girl like me

I picture a girl I’d rather be

When I read books about big monumental love stories

I never picture the main character to be someone

Who resembles the person I look at in the mirror in the morning

She doesn’t have my eyes or my complexion

She is not my shape or my height

Nothing about the way she looks is difficult for me to understand

I picture a girl in slow motion

But the truth of the matter is

You are the girl in someone’s big monumental love story

We are all that girl to someone

Whether past or present

There is someone out there

Who, when they picture falling deeply in love, in the biggest way imaginable

It is with you

It is your eyes and your hair

And your height and your shape

And your voice and your way

It is you who is the girl in the song

In the movie

In color, in black and white

It is you

Who is the girl in slow motion
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When was the last time I memorized a phone number

Like really memorized it to my core

So it was tattooed on the inside of my brain forever

What was the day like

Right before the one that I got a cell phone

I’ve had one on me every day since that day

I haven’t been unreachable since I was twelve

I wonder what I was doing right before I signed up for Facebook

Right before I became the permanent owner of a profile picture that anyone could see

My first social media account

A time before I started bringing a camera everywhere to take photos that more people than just me

Would spend time looking at

The day it shifted from memories I wanted to keep to memories other people might like to see

What day of the week was it the last time I knocked on the door of a friend’s house and asked their parents if they were home

Not knowing what my next step would be if they weren’t but it not mattering

Which movie was the last one I rewound and returned to the video store

What song was playing the last time I recorded a radio station on tape

So I could have that brand-new song to listen to again and again

Without waiting for the DJ to play it

When did the simpler time end

I don’t even know if I miss it, I just wish I took note

Of the person I was

Before all of this was

And I wish I could know who I’d be

If all of this had never been

I had no choice but to be down-to-earth because you can’t walk very far with a corded phone

I feel like I didn’t get quite enough time with the quiet
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The road is the same but the car I drove down it is gone

The park is the same but the dog is gone

The house is the same but it’s not mine anymore

The bar is the same but there are new people at the table we used to sit at

The school is the same but I don’t go there anymore

The street has the same name but the kids are all grown and gone

I am grown and gone

The driveway is the same but there have been many rainfalls since the last one to wash away a hopscotch

My room is still a room but it isn’t my room

I have a new house that I call my house

A new road and a new car

A new park and a new bar

A new dog

And I don’t feel a longing and deep wrench in my chest for the things I have

I only feel that for the things I had

I didn’t know I’d remember the hot sidewalk on my bare feet outside the house I grew up in

I didn’t know I’d miss the way high school felt on a rainy morning

I didn’t think about the way I’d outlive the puppy I begged and begged for

I only complained about the dinner with the smell that filled the vents to my bedroom on cold nights

While I did my homework

I thought I’d always have a house phone

I thought I’d always be worried about math

I thought that that was all there was

But the is matters less than the was these days

And the is makes me feel complacent

But the was makes my stomach hurt
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If someone offered you twenty billion dollars in exchange for twenty years

Would you take the money, in exchange for all that time

Would you give up all the life that you would miss in those days and hours and seconds

For the peace of mind that the money would bring

I have spent so much time worrying about money

And so much of my heart and head

Are wrapped up in worry about not having enough time

But I’ve never been able to use money

To buy time back

I’ve heard people say money can’t buy happiness

But in ways, it can

What money cannot buy, though, is time

Why do we waste the thing we have, worrying about the thing we don’t?
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I go back to your chapter all the time

I read it again and again

The only thing that stays consistent

Is that it ends

I leave handwritten notes in the margins

And different-colored Post-Its sticking out in every direction

I scream at the pages “Why are doing this to yourself”

While I read the parts about me begging for your affection

Even though there aren’t that many pages

There are so many details to mull over

It feels like I’ve been reading it for ages

And there’s no climax and no closure

And definitely no composure

I’ve heard what makes a good story

Is being able to interpret it differently each time

So I know we did something right because

You’re the hero in yours, and you’re the villain in mine

The writing on the pages is entirely accurate

Exactly how it happened

But I often find myself summarizing it to others in exaggerated ways

and your redeeming qualities get abandoned

Your chapter

Is the reason my book will not sit flat

It’s the part that forces itself open

When I lay it on the counter on its back

The pages are worn out and tarnished

in a way that the others are not

But I guess the pages and I have more in common than I thought

It’s the kind of wear and tear that only happens

When something is studied rather than read

It’s been looked at so many times there’s no way I could not have memorized

Every word your character ever said

There are probably many important and beautiful details

To be pondered and ruminated on in the other chapters

But those pages sit flat like a lake after dark

And your pages sit bothered like a ship with no anchor

I’m scared your narrative might stand the test of time

When it doesn’t deserve to

But I guess that’s not your fault

Because after all, the book is mine
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The girl you wish you were wishes she were someone else sometimes too

She has greasy hair sometimes, and a messy house sometimes

And a wardrobe that feels tired a lot of the time, too

The clasp on her necklace spins to the front without her noticing

She loses her temper

And sometimes her jeans are a little too tight for comfort

She looks up ways to lose ten pounds quickly

And only seldomly looks people right in the eyes

She watches the same movies again and again

And has days when she’s late for everything

And her purse keeps sliding off her shoulder, causing extreme overstimulation

Days when her makeup just doesn’t look right

She talks too much after a couple of glasses of wine

And wakes up in the morning playing back everything she said

Tossing and turning and hoping that nobody hates her

The girl you wish you were is also wishing she wasn’t like that every time she drinks pinot

She fights with her mom sometimes

And leaves her laundry in the dryer for days

She worries about her spending habits

And cleans around things more often than she cleans under them

She has an emotional support water bottle that she never washes

And sometimes gets halfway home before realizing

How tightly she is gripping the steering wheel

While she gets in her daily dose of overthinking after a long day at work

A job she only hopes she’s actually good at

The girl you wish you were has a girl she wishes she was

And that girl has one of those, too

You are unique in many ways, but this is not one of them

Be careful how you talk to yourself in the moments when you wish you were more like her

Because there is a good chance that someone is watching and wishing

That they were just like you
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I sometimes think you may have grown to regret

Not loving me when I loved you

That the thought of me crosses your mind from time to time

And you wish that you had just stuck it out

Or given us a chance

Even though in the moment it wasn’t what you wanted

And

Not that I owe you consolation

Or feel it’s my responsibility to ease your mind of regret and questions

Because I had many of those in our day, and you didn’t seem to mind

But I think that if you had waited

Hoped

Pleaded with whoever it is you plead to

And finally came around to the idea of you and me

I would’ve outgrown you by now anyway

You would have just reached the peak

Catching your breath, wanting to soak in the view

As I was getting tired, readying myself

For the easy

Downhill

walk

to

the

finish

I would’ve felt sorry as I got ahead

And frustrated that we couldn’t figure out a mutual pace

And you would spend forever trying to catch up because you were late

All this to say

I promise not to regret the time I spent on you

If you promise not to regret the time you didn’t spend on me

Because our fate was our fate

I’m not sad anymore; you shouldn’t be, either

What’s meant to be will be

And we weren’t, so we aren’t
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A day will come when you will tell people about right now

And you will start the sentence with “I used to”

“I used to do that with my dad”

“I used to be a flight attendant”

“I used to love going to concerts”

“I used to make new friends in the weirdest places”

And you will remember so much of it so fondly

“I used to have a dog like that”

“I used to talk to my mom on the phone every Sunday”

“I used to live in the tiniest apartment”

“I used to love that person”

The things you do will become the things you did

And you can’t stop that from happening

Because that is the way that life works

The only thing we can do is make the things that

eventually become the things we used to do

Worth pointing at on the other side of the street

Worth recalling and repeating

And worth missing





[image: ]

If it weren’t for the others

Would you want it?

Would it matter?

Is it for you or is it for them?

Did you have joy and serenity

Before comparison stole it?

If it weren’t for the things that you’ve seen the others do

The others be

The others have

The others get

The others look like

Would you still be full of longing

Or feel as inadequate?

Or would what you already have feel like enough

If you didn’t know what everyone else had?

Would you like your body if you’d never seen another one?

If no one had told you that there were “better” ones

Would you have more peace when you look in the mirror?

If you’d never seen someone else’s house

Would you wish yours were bigger?

If you’d never seen another car

Would you want yours to be nicer?

Would what you have be enough if you looked ahead instead of around

If you focused on what you have instead of what they have?
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One of life’s most cruel and unusual punishments

Is not being able to feel things the same way two times

Snowflakes and fingerprints and feelings

All fall in the same category of unique intricacies

The next one always different than the one that came right before it

But my God do I ever wish I could feel some things twice

Like the first time I ever loved someone outside my family

I will crave that kind of innocent confusion for the rest of my life

Or the first time you drove a car by yourself with no one else in it but you

Or felt the burn of liquor down your throat

The first time you let somebody see you naked

Your very first kiss ever

And your very first kiss with everyone you’ve ever kissed

Everything you’ve ever done was done once for the first time

And those firsts are behind you now

But there are so many left to be felt

And life will stay cruel and unusual in the sense that even those ones

Will slip by unnoticed

But they’ll still be yours

That one and only time

And then you get to remember
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We had so much fun being kids, didn’t we?

Playing outside in the summer in bare feet

I can still remember the way the pedals felt without shoes

Sharp on the sole

I feel that when I think of us back then

Calling each other on the house phone

Playing in aboveground pools

The sinking feeling of the doorbell when one of our moms

Had shown up to take us away from each other

We had so much fun comparing Christmas gifts

And catching each other’s eye in church

Trying not to laugh during the sermon

Talking about our crushes and

Writing in diaries we bought at the book fair

With a little lock and key

Only you will ever know how to unlock that part of me

And, sure, they heard us laughing

But they didn’t know what it felt like to be kids with you

Only I do

I worry sometimes that the future is now

Streaming doesn’t feel like cable

iPhones don’t feel like house phones

Life doesn’t feel like it did

Will our kids get what we got

Have what we had

Because being kids with you

Was lighthearted and simple and wonderful

And when I have moments of wondering

How life will ever feel like that for them

I remember it wasn’t the phone

Or the channel

Or the way things were

It was the way you were

The way we were

We had so much fun being kids together, didn’t we?
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There is very real grief that comes along with mourning the loss of the past

Of years that have come and gone

Of friends who are still alive but not yours anymore

Apartments you don’t have the keys to anymore

Cars you used to drive

Grief is the normal response to a major loss

And what is more major to us than the only time we’ll ever get

And the fact that we lose more of it every single day

I feel some of my deepest sadness

In a pit in my stomach that I didn’t know existed

When I think about time that I cannot have back

I see it in montages, like a movie or something

I’m on the balcony of the first place I ever lived alone

Or at the park with my friends maintaining a social distance

I’m at a high school party smoking a cigarette for the first time

I’m on the landline at three a.m. whispering to a boy I like

I’m aching to feel it again

I want to go back so badly just for a moment

And I cannot

So I grieve

Because no matter what I do

That time is gone, and there’s nothing that can be done about it

And the most unrelenting and monstrous part of it all

Is that I refuse to believe I will ever miss now like I miss then

So I spend now missing then

Like a never-ending cycle

And later I will miss today

I will have my arms stretched out as far as they can go

Trying to grab something that is already gone

I will spend my life trying to put the gnawing grief I feel

When I miss something into words

And I will grieve with every word I write
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I’m going to miss you forever—do you know that?

I will spend the rest of my life missing you

In big ways and small ways and medium ways

In all ways

I’m going to miss you

There aren’t many things that last forever

But missing people, it never ever ends

Even people you shouldn’t miss or don’t want to miss, or who don’t deserve to be missed

That feeling will creep in like a robber on his tiptoes

He’s in there and there’s nothing you can do

And it’s beautiful because I know I’ll never forget to keep missing you

Even when the spaces between remembering and forgetting get longer

But it’s awful because you only have to miss someone when they’re gone

Sometimes I’ll miss you and I’ll know that’s what I’m doing

And sometimes it’ll just be an emptiness or an ache that creeps in

And I’ll take a moment to ponder what hurts and where it’s coming from

And my body will clue into the difference between the pain of a cut on my hand

And the grief of you being gone

And then I’ll remember

And I’ll miss you then, too

For all my days

Not every day

But in little pieces until the end of time

I am going to miss you forever

And I find so much peace and so much pain in that all at once
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Sometimes I write down my thoughts

Into the Notes app on my phone

Just in case I think this brain of mine

Has come up with something inspiring

And last night

After I had heavily leaned on the edge of the bar and said “I’ll have a double vodka soda” a few too many times

I thought of you

And I guess I wasn’t thinking much else

Because I pulled up my Notes app

And jotted down those thoughts

Right in the middle of my grocery list

But I drank enough to forget about that

And to forget about me

Not being able to forget about you

Until I was in the middle of the produce aisle

Fighting the Sunday crowd and the Sunday scaries

Carrots

Celery

Apples

What if I am a little bit in love with you forever

Crackers

Hummus

And I can’t promise that I would’ve made it

Through that day

Or even through the store

Without thinking of you in some capacity

I can’t say that I’ve never frozen in an aisle getting groceries

Because I want to stop missing you so badly and so often

While I do the most monotonous and mundane things

And as I look at the list I hit delete

On each item one by one as I check them off

And put them in my cart

Carrots

Celery

Apples

Crackers

Hummus

Until there’s only one thing left

What if I am a little bit in love with you forever

And I leave it for now

Because maybe one day I’ll be able to check it off my list

But not today
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No one has a firmer hold on you

Than a person who doesn’t want you

But will not let you go

The sharpest claws, disguised as the dullest edges

While everyone around you says “Just leave”

But you can’t because there’s still a chance that they’ll want you after all

But just as sure as the sun will rise in the east

Their mind will not change

And you deserve better

And they don’t want to have you but don’t want to lose you

Both of those things can be true at once

You let them in, you make exceptions

So you sit in the middle of the two of you

While you’re sure and they’re not

Because when someone doesn’t want you

Maybe will never be yes, but it hurts a lot less than no

So you hold on to the maybe like a kid on the monkey bars with blistered hands, and you’re firm

But you’re hurting

And the only person who can choose to let go

To land on the ground with two feet is you

And just as sure as the sun will set in the west

It will hurt

And you will wonder what would’ve happened if you’d held on a little bit longer

But in the same way they were never sure with you

They will never be sure without you either

You are the one who gets to be sure that you made the right choice
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I don’t think, if given the chance

I’d show the younger me where she ends up

Because I think she’d be too excited to enjoy all that happens between then and now

And to take that away would be cruel

All that comes is only because of all that was

And I wouldn’t want her to change a single thing

If I showed younger me where we end up

And I built her an interactive map

I’m scared she’d be so proud that she’d try to find a shortcut

Use different doors, take different turns, back herself into different corners

In a clouded anticipation of being who we are now

Instead of who she is then

If given the chance to sit across from the younger me

At a McDonald’s PlayPlace or on a swing at the park

I know that she would feel safe and loved

She would feel as though she had the perfect amount

Of space to be exactly who she is

She could stand with her arms as wide as they go

Spinning around and around, and I’d never tell her to stop

And while she did I’d read her fairy tales about girls who are magic and

Whose lives turn out magnificently even though hardship is inevitable

And I’d hope that she would be able to hold on to that feeling until she finds me later

I don’t have to find her, though

Because she never left

She will always be a part of who I continue to become

Like a house with good bones, she is the foundation of both ordinary and extraordinary things

She just doesn’t know it yet

I’ve known her forever and I have grown to love her

And I don’t know a lot of things, but I know she’d love me, too

She would sit right up next to me and ask me to play Barbies with her

And she’d think I’ve got it all figured out

And she’d be wrong about that and so many other things as her life unfolds

And I’ve met many versions of myself and I’ve got many left to meet

And each one morphs into the next, but only one of them remains and it’s her

The most important piece of everything I am

And I’m so excited for her to find that out
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I miss the kind of hurt I felt when I was a teenager

The heart-ripped-out-of-your-chest kind of feeling

The magnificently large emotions

Over what I now realize were small, small things

But they weren’t small then

And now when I feel that much hurt

It is never something that turns out small

It’s something that sticks with me forever

I’ve come too far; I know too much

I don’t get to feel big ways about little things anymore

Not like I did when I was seventeen

I will never forget the way it felt

To cry so hard and so quietly at the same time

Because I couldn’t let anyone who was home

Hear me through the vents and ask what’s wrong

How would I explain that I’m in love? They won’t believe me

They’ll say I’m too young but I’m not too young

And this hurts

And I don’t want my mother’s pity

I just want to be this sad

I’ll always be this sad, I thought

And in ways I am, but it’s not the same

I miss being sad when I was seventeen

Hopelessly hunched over by a stack of textbooks

Nothing has ever been as hard as math

And these monstrously heavy feelings

It’s too much all at once

My stomach hurts because I’ve never felt this way before

And what I didn’t know then that I know now

Is that I’ll never get to feel that way again

I will never get to feel the way it felt to be seventeen and sad

I will not ever heave my emotions into a fuzzy pink pillow

Until I feel like I’m going to throw up

Over something that won’t affect me for the rest of my life

I’ll never wake up the next morning with a broken-heart hangover

And sling on my backpack and barely make it to homeroom before the bell

I miss the kind of hurt I felt when I was a teenager

I want to feel sad like I’m seventeen






LIVING
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When you spend your whole life trying to be smaller, you forget about the other small things that matter way more than how small you are.

I’ve not worn shorts on the hottest days because the discomfort of overheating is less overwhelming than the discomfort of feeling like I’m being judged by everyone around me.

I’ve laid in bed with partners past and present and worried about how small my stomach would feel in their hands.

I’ve overlooked big wins while focusing on self-proclaimed small wins like my hip bones feeling sharper when I lie down than they did before.

Or fitting into a smaller size of jeans than I thought I would.

I’ve secretly checked menus before nights out with my favorite people to find the items with the smallest number of calories.

I’ve stayed home because none of my outfits made me look smaller than I actually am.

I’ve let days be ruined after photos were taken because I didn’t look as small as I thought.

I’ve felt brave walking around in a bikini when I should have just been able to feel nothing.

Why do I feel like I have to be brave to show off my body?

I’ve counted the holes in my belt and cried as I got farther from the smallest one.

Sat at tables and felt not the love and presence of my friends but the tightness of my waistband.

I’ve been scared to meet people in person in case I’m not as small as they expected.

I’ve used a smaller voice

Had a smaller opinion

Ordered a smaller drink

A smaller meal

Envied the smaller girls

I have spent so much time feeling small because I’m not small enough

My goal has never been to feel smaller

It’s been to look smaller

But as it turns out you cannot have one without the other

And it is so contradictory

How big the amount of time is

That we spend worrying about smallness


[image: ]

Your beautiful body is the only one you could ever need. I want you to remember that when it’s not the one you want. Remember that when you are granted one more day on this earth and you turn on the bathroom light in the morning and still take a moment to shake your head at yourself in the mirror like there’s nothing worse in this world than the way you look. Remember that when someone takes a photo of you in a candid blissful moment, and the way your arm is pressed against your side, or the way your chin scrunches together when you laugh, is the way your day gets ruined. Your beautiful body is the only one you could ever need. Remember that as it merely acts as a protector for your insides—your heart even when it’s hurting, your brain even when it’s being mean. Please hold that sentiment close to you when you’re in the back seat of a cab with your friends and you are lifting your legs from the seat to make them look as small as the legs of the person sitting next to you. When you are wishing that your body was their body, and they are wishing that their body was somebody else’s, too. Your beautiful body is all that you need.

There is nothing wrong with it today, and there won’t be tomorrow, either. The dimples, the lines, the scars, the folds when you sit, the imperfections, the fear of your own reflection, the things you try to hide even from yourself. The next time you look at your beautiful body and begin to shake your head in disbelief, please don’t do it with anything but a smile on your face. Let it be disbelief that this beautiful body has taken you this far. That you get to spend your life with your skin as the protector of your bones. They’re in there. You don’t need to see them to believe that your beautiful body is more than enough.
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Your body is your home

It is the place you are meant to feel completely at ease

It is the only place you will live forever

And I hope that, like your home, you can make it a place you’re comfortable

It takes time and it takes work

And most often it is the work you put in on the inside that makes the biggest difference

It isn’t common to look at other people’s smaller houses and wish yours was smaller, too

I hope that one day you can sit with yourself at the end of a busy day

And it is as restful and safe as walking through your door on a cold night

Feeling the warmth of your front hallway and kicking off your uncomfortable shoes

And that even if there are things you want to change, you will give yourself time

The same way you would save up your money

And be out with some old and in with some new

If you started to treat your body like the home that it is

You would be okay with one small change at a time

And on most days, no changes at all

Of course, this won’t stop you from flipping through catalogs

Comparing yours to someone else’s

And wanting things to be different sometimes

But somehow, we let the desire for new flooring

Burn way less intensely than the desire to be a new person

Your body is your home, and you will live in it forever

It is not only the outside that keeps you warm at night

It’s the parts that no one can see

And it’s those safe and cozy kinds of houses that you want to live in forever

And that other people love to come and visit
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Every version of you is a good version

The version of you with stretch marks and the version of you without

The version of you with acne

The version of you that wore smaller pants

The version of you that wore ten sizes bigger than you do now

All those versions are good

The you in the photos way back in your camera roll that make your heart sink

Because you feel you’ve let yourself go—that version and this version?

Both good

The version of you that you’d never want to mentally feel like

But still wish you physically looked like

You know the one

This version of you is so much stronger

But both are equally worthy

And there truthfully never has been a version of you

That you thought was good while it was yours

You only wanted it back after it was gone

And that cycle will continue for the rest of your life

And today’s version will be one you shake your head at in dismay

When you realize you didn’t appreciate you

Every version of you that has been and every version that will be

Is a good version

Because everything you were has made you everything you are

And everything you are will lead you to everything you will become
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I can’t remember anyone I’ve ever seen at a public pool

With such a memorable body, good or bad

That I think about it ever again

I’ve never been enamored with an attractive person at a bar or in an airport

Enough for them to grab my attention more than just the once

I’ve never thought

“I wonder if that woman’s jeans are a bigger size this year than they were last year”

I’ve never sat at a table at a party and repeated a story about

The way someone’s arms looked in their tank top

Or which notch someone had their belt on when I saw them today

When I talk about my friends, sometimes I will bother to note that they are beautiful, yes

But I will list the things that make them that way

That they’re funny and thoughtful

Kind and caring

Strange and lovely

Not that their frame is small or their clothes are expensive

Because it is one thing to want to be looked at

And another to want to be known

“I cannot wait for you to meet her; she’s in such good shape”

Doesn’t roll off the tongue like

“I cannot wait for you to meet her; she’s so nice and funny, you are going to love her”

Some things are here to stay, and some things are bound to go

And I promise from the deepest part of my soul

You will be remembered for the way that you are

Not the way that you look
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There’s this trend online right now where all the girls

Seem to have ten-step skin care routines

And they all look so dewy and beautiful all the time

Even before bed and right when they wake up

It seems to me like most of the girls are right on trend with the trends

But I’m not

And I know the internet is a highlight reel

But I can’t stop adding things to my cart

And wishing I were a part of the trend, too

There’s this trend online right now where all the couples

Seem like they never disagree

They seem like they are never not having a good time

And like their energy consistently matches each other

Like neither of them ever loses their temper or needs a minute

And I know the internet is a highlight reel

But I can’t stop believing it to be true

There’s this trend online right now where everyone is wearing a matching set

And telling me if I “just do these three small things my whole body and whole life will change”

But everyone’s three things are different from one another’s

And now there are one hundred things I need to be doing

And suddenly I want new headphones and new concealer

And new workout clothes and a new car

And a new nighttime routine and a whole new life

Because suddenly it feels like where I am it’s raining

And where they are it’s sunny

Even if it’s not raining here at all

It’s just the conclusion that gets drawn from the comparison

My life is not as bright as yours so it must be grey

And I think the trend online that we don’t talk about enough

Is how hard we’re all trying to keep up

The trend online is that when our phones aren’t filming

We’re all slouched over them scrolling with our faces lit up

Dewy or not

So caught up in watching a life we want that we miss out on the life we have

And it might not be trendy but it’s the truth

So just in case you felt today like you weren’t on trend with what everyone else is doing

You are
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Anxiety is beautiful because it’s just you wanting things to go right so badly

It’s just you caring so much that it’s debilitating

Anxiety shows up because you want the most out of every single day

So you worry that isn’t going to happen

Being an anxious person is being so thoughtful it makes you feel sick

It’s fearing the worst because you want the best

It’s sweating the small things because everything matters to you

Do you know how special it is to care as much as you do?

Anxiety is beautiful but it is exhausting

It’s like playing tug-of-war constantly with what is within your control and what isn’t

And even on the days you let go of the rope, your hands are still burning

It’s losing sleep over your health because you love life so much

You want it to go on as long as possible

It’s worrying about other people because you love them so much

You want them to be as happy as they possibly can be

It’s knowing how deeply you want things to work out

So you try to eliminate every way that they could possibly not work out

And I know you’re tired of caring so much

I know it’s hard to see the beauty in a storm

When it won’t let up and it’s ruining things

And it’s keeping you inside and it’s dark and it’s beyond your control

But in the same way that it has to rain sometimes

You have to feel

And there’s nothing wrong with you

You just want everything to work out so badly

That’s what your anxiety really is

And there’s beauty in that, I’m sure of it
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There are too many scary things in the world already

Don’t let the scale on the floor in your bathroom be one of them
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It’s the end of December and I’m writing a list in my Notes app again

How has it been 365 days since I wrote the last list of things I never got around to changing?

I call them aspirations and resolutions but they read like they’re just rules on a wall at a children’s playground:

Work out more

Spend less

Sleep more

Worry less

Stay home more

Go out less

Read more

Weigh less

For a girl who hates math I’m going to spend a lot of this year subtracting things from my life

Making rules for myself like a coach even though I’ve never made a single team

And I don’t know what constitutes a year being “my year”

But I am here, phone in hand, sure that this new year will be “my year”

Even though this past year:

I got to go swimming

I got to fly on planes

I got to be hugged in the middle of my kitchen for no reason

I got to be in love

And be a good friend

And have good friends

And I got to eat truffle fries

I got to hold babies

And find a mascara I really like

I got to talk to my mom on the phone every Sunday

I got to care enough about things to cry about them

I got to laugh and make people laugh

I got to be greeted by my dog every time I came home

I made it home every time—isn’t that something?

I got to sleep in a bed

And eat cereal for breakfast

And make mistakes

I took the best everything showers

And complained about how expensive everything is these days

And I got sunburned

And found some new favorite songs

But these aren’t the things on my list of reasons that next year will be “my year”

And I don’t know for sure if I’ll lose ten pounds or sleep more or worry less or save money

But I do know that I’ll probably accidentally do all those other things again

And next year, at the end of December, I’ll be sitting there with a better-luck-next-time mentality

After another beautiful year that somehow wasn’t mine
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The grass is green

The sky is blue

And there is nothing wrong with you

Some days are hard

And life’s unfair

You miss someone

You hate your hair

Inside your heart

A deep despair

You wish your body looked like theirs

You tried to change

But couldn’t do

But there’s still nothing wrong with you

You’ve had the very worst of days

Tomorrow’s way too far away

You read about the world’s decay

The news is full of doom and grey

You feel guilty that your life is fine

But you can’t seem to heal your mind

Something I’d like to introduce is

There is nothing wrong with you

You might feel like the only one

Who feels sad even when there’s sun

Whose shirt’s too tight

Whose brain’s not right

Whose life lately has not been fun

You might think that

You’re a bad mom

Or a bad dad

Or you’re not strong

You might use these as an excuse

To think that something’s wrong with you

So try to realize today

That nobody’s always okay

The videos you see online

You send your friends you hit rewind

The highlights of another’s life

That make you think about yours twice

Just because you come unglued

Doesn’t mean there’s something wrong with you

You text all day

Don’t sleep at night

The rope you’re walking on is tight

You feel like nothing’s going right

You need more money, need less spite

But if you stopped to look behind

You’d notice a very long line

Of others balancing along

The world’s too big for little palms

You find some good and then it’s gone

A bigger house

A greener lawn

You’re grown up but still need your mom

You always feeling like something’s wrong

And lots is wrong, yes this is true

But nothing, oh nothing, is wrong with you
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My heart is so loud

I wish it would just shut up sometimes

With its incessant demands

Its constant fighting

Its unnecessary openness

Just close up once in a while, wouldn’t you?

My brain can signal what it needs

My mouth can say all the right things

But my heart just does whatever it wants

And I can play charades all day long

And make up excuses

And stories

And alibis

Like a younger sibling covering up for a rule breaker who snuck out the window

With someone bad for them

And the lie may have worked, but

I will not rest until I hear them come home

Everything seems fine on the outside

But my goddamn heart is so reckless

And when something is ready to be put to bed

You can always count on this heart of mine to find a second wind

Especially late at night

While my brain asks politely if we can all get some rest

My heart stays wild and so very loud

And as often as I wish it would just shut up

I’ve never really liked the quiet
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Some girls are made of sugar and spice

And I am made of quicksand

Everything I’ve ever felt sank in as deep as it could by accident and stayed there

No matter how hard I tried to let it go

And now everyone and everywhere and everything I’ve ever loved

Or hated

Or felt complete indifference toward

Is swimming around slowly within me

Taking turns coming up for air

And even when they have a chance to breathe

They’re heaving

The good and the bad and the insignificant

All hold weight

Being pulled back down to where they live now forever

Because that is what happens when you’re a girl who is made of quicksand

You’re only doing what you were put here to do
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You are the perfect amount for the right people

Never too little or too much

Just enough

And on the days you are feeling like not enough

They  will  fill  the  gaps  for  you

And on the days you feel you are too much

They will step back while you dance with your arms as wide as they can go

And you will never feel embarrassed once you’re finished

Because you will be met with a standing ovation every single time

You are perfectly you and the right people will make you feel exactly that

While you in turn make them feel perfectly them

It will only ever be your surroundings that need to change

It will never be you

Because when you find your people

You will feel like the perfect amount
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Gravitate toward the people who make you feel like you’re skating

Instead of the people who make you feel like you’re driving on ice

The people who make you feel like you’re learning

Instead of the people who make you feel like you’re about to lose control

Go in the direction of the ones who will help you balance

Not those who have both of your hands holding on for dear life

The right people do not feel like white knuckles and tense shoulders and an overwhelming sense of unease

They feel like rosy cheeks and warm sweaters and two hands wrapped around a warm drink

Be with people who intend to keep you steady and offer a hand when you fall

Not people who cause you to spin out and crash in your most trusting moments

The problem is, you always know when you’re skating

But most times you don’t know you’re driving on ice until you’re in the ditch
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This is the first time you’ve ever lived this day

So why are you so hard on you when you make a mistake?

You’re doing it for the first time; such a brave thing to do

And since you can’t tell the future, the whole thing is brand-new

And yes, you’ll do some tasks that require repetition

But you’re allowed to fuck it up; it’s not a competition

And as you pass through this entirely new to you day

I hope that you can view it in a rookie kind of way

You don’t take just one lesson when you learn to drive a car

The first time you throw a football, it’s not gonna go that far

And just like many things where practice helps you right along

There’s not a ton of time when days are here and days are gone

Tomorrow you’ll be 86,400 seconds older

Maybe happy, maybe tired, and the weather might be colder

It’s the first time that you’ve ever tried to live this exact day

And as a first-time day liver, you’re doing pretty great





[image: ]

When did effortless become the thing we strive to be?

Eight steps to an effortless makeup look

She makes being a mom look so effortless

He executed that intricate plan effortlessly

Twelve outfits that are effortlessly chic

She is so effortlessly beautiful

Why do we try to make hard work look like it wasn’t hard

Trying to make wearying, strenuous tasks seem effortless

Takes more effort

We’re all carrying bags of bricks on our shoulders and telling others we are carrying feathers

Why are we lying to one another?

Saying things like

“True love is effortless and easy and fun”

And “The right friendships aren’t hard work”

And “Being a good mom comes naturally”

Nobody speaks “effortless” fluently

I don’t know if it’s a language anyone even really knows

We are all just trying to form sentences that seem correct enough

That other people believe that in some world they make sense

And that there’s just an upper echelon of people who speak in this dialect

And those people have it all figured out

But those people don’t exist

Life is hard

True love takes work

The right friendships take time and effort

Being a parent is exhausting

Doing your makeup in a way that looks like you’re not wearing any is incredibly involved

We are all out here putting forth tireless effort to seem as though we haven’t put in any at all

Comparison will steal our joy eternally

And thinking things are easy for someone else

Will make them seem even harder to you

Life will have endless moments of effortless beauty

You can drop your bag of bricks to enjoy those moments whenever you please

But you are allowed to let the others know that there were bricks in there and it was heavy





[image: ]

I wonder sometimes if when you get to heaven

Or whatever comes next

There’s a front desk and a survey on a clipboard

You grab a pen and take your seat

But you’re in less of a rush to fill it out than you usually would be because

Well

You’d write your name and your birthday

Your hand just makes the shape of those letters and numbers like clockwork

Because you’ve done it so many times before

And then you start to answer the questions on that paper

What was the last song you listened to?

What were you thinking about when it happened?

Who crossed your mind first?

Did you get to say goodbye?

Were you afraid?

Are you now?

You’re filling in the blanks

Checking yes or no

Did you take a moment to love yourself on your last day?

Did you thank yourself for all your service?

All your hard work leading up to now?

Were you kind that day?

Were you in a rush?

What was the last thing you did just for you?

Was the last conversation you had meaningful?

Did you stop to notice any details?

Look up from your phone a little more often than usual?

Ask the ones you love questions?

Or was it just another busy day?

Was it the end of the line or somewhere in the middle?

What made you special?

What was your favorite food?

Did you eat it recently? Exactly how you like it?

Or was it altered to align with the changes you were

Always

Trying

To make

To the parts of you you weren’t satisfied with?

All the questions are in past tense:

Who were you? How did you feel? What were the best, most notable parts of your beautiful life?

And

When was the last time you took note?
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The discomfort of being human never goes away

We’re all doomed to know the embarrassment of saying the wrong thing to the wrong person

Or looking around after tripping over a crack in the sidewalk to make sure nobody saw us

Mispronouncing a word while reading aloud

Ripping our pants

Spilling sauce on our T-shirt

The list of the obvious goes on and on

The surface level of discomfort that we can laugh about together

But

What

About

The

Other

Parts

The loss of feelings for someone you don’t want to stop loving

But you didn’t get a choice—it just happened

The getting used to coming home to no dog greeting you at the front door

The searching for your size at the bottom of the pile while hoping nobody notices you

Trying to lift all the denim with one hand

The drinking of wine not for the taste but for the courage

The sitting across from someone who just broke your heart

And trying not to cry while they stare you down

The being uncomfortable in your own skin

All the time

The idea that you will lose so many people you love

And the actual loss of them when it happens

The having to ask for help

The being wrong when you were sure you were right

And the being right when you were sure you were wrong

This list goes on and on, too

Discomfort generates loneliness

And loneliness generates discomfort in return

Like a never-ending cycle

Unease is not only a feeling but a place we live every day

And the whole “being human” thing

Well, that goes away eventually

We will all have our time

And our time will come to an end

But the discomfort of being human

Never goes away
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Every beautiful place you’ve ever visited

Is a place that someone couldn’t wait to leave

Every destination you’ve dreamt of escaping to

Is a place someone dreams of escaping from

As you land at the airport and anticipate the plane’s doors opening so you can get off

Someone waits to board with the same anticipation to get on and fly to a place that isn’t there

It often crosses my mind when I get to a new place

And I look around at all the neighborhoods and apartment buildings

Where everyone is in their own little pocket

With their little problems

Living their little life

And you’re seeing it all for the first time, thinking it’s magnificent

While someone else is seeing it for the millionth time

Thinking it’s entirely mundane

That’s the thing about life, though, isn’t it

One person will see beauty where another sees dullness

One person will see light where another sees dark

And in your most boring, thoughtless, and repetitive moments

You are likely in the realm of another person who’s having the time of their life

Thinking that the things you’ve had enough of

Are some of the most beautiful things they’ve ever seen
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I like bad coffee

And eating leftovers cold while I stand in front of the fridge

My favorite earrings are the ones that turn my ears a little green

I have clothes that cost way too much

But consistently revert to a ten-dollar crewneck from Old Navy

I watch the same TV shows and movies again and again

Why start a new story when I know I like the old ones?

Lots of things about day-to-day life scare me

But nothing makes me more scared than dying

Which makes me kind of happy because life must be pretty great

If I’m so afraid for it to be over

I like my hair better a few weeks after it’s freshly done

I know so many lyrics; my brain is probably so full of words that it looks like

A Bible or a dictionary in there

But I can’t remember anything about long division

I reminisce over and dwell on love I wanted

More than love I’ve actually had

I miss all the other seasons instead of enjoying the one I’m in

And changing my body has never solved any of the problems in my head

I count calories far more often than I count blessings

I find insults more memorable than compliments

And lost love more memorable than love I’ve found

I will always want brunch

I will always say yes to a shot of tequila

And I will always wonder what could’ve been

No matter what choice I settle on, I will never feel settled

And living life like this gives me less sleep and extra heartbeats

Because I’ve never known a calm day in my life

And I hope to spend more days making a difference

Then I do wishing I were different

And all I can do is wonder if someone is reading this

Nodding their head, agreeing with every word

Because that would go to show that maybe we’re not so different after all

And life is hard but life is good

And as long as it’s both

We’ll be okay
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Why are we so ashamed of time?

Why are we embarrassed about having more days under our belt

Hiding our age like it’s the greatest secret to ever exist?

Why do we wish to be younger again, when all oldness is

Is evidence of gifted heartbeats?

Time cannot be guaranteed

It is a lottery every day that you either win or you don’t

A fountain that hydrates you or runs out

Not a choice, a gift

And yet we cringe as we scroll to click our birth year while filling out forms online

We envy younger people

“They have so much time” we say

But you have had so much time; why isn’t that being celebrated?

I’ve always wondered where the mindset

Surrounding time and ageing and youngness became so adverse

Why is it not the young looking at the old saying

“I wish that much time were guaranteed for me”

But instead, it’s the old looking at the young

While they’re wishing away the only guarantee in their existence
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What if you just try it?

Don’t commit to it

Don’t let it become you

Don’t tell everyone about it

What if you just gave it a try?

Trying is an endeavor

An attempt

A best shot

Not a life sentence

Or a vow

Or a contractual obligation

What if you try it

And you hate it and it sucks

And you never do it again?

But what if you don’t try it

And you wonder until this short life

Doesn’t let you wonder anymore?

Wondering is like the power going out forever

In a room you’ve never been in

And there are no flashlights or candles and

You are uneasy with every step you take

While trying is also hoping to take the right step in a place you’ve never been

But this time the lights are on

And you can see where you’re going

Just try it

Keep it to yourself

Do it with you

And see how it goes
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You could be the CEO of planet Earth

With every qualification in existence backing you

You could be the most competent person in the universe

You could be licensed to slay dragons

You could be a superhero

You could be the last person in the world

And you would still feel like you are not good at your job

But guess what? Every other person feels this way, too

So, at least you are good at being human
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All beautiful things have a period of unpleasantness

The three a.m. scaries before sunrise

The big muddy melt of snow before spring

The breathless trek before the summit

The greasy hair before the everything shower

The heartbreak before the healing

The alarm before the awakening

The cold feet before the warm bath

The bad will be outlived by the better

Just you wait and see
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You know when you’re a kid at a swimming pool

And before you can swim in the deep end

You have to take a test to get a wristband

To prove you can stay afloat on your own

Being an adult feels like someone forgot to test you

And just threw you in

And everyone around you seems like they have a wristband

Like they’re meant to be there

And you’re just barely treading water

And trying to keep your head above it all

So you don’t sink

And you have moments when your endurance kicks in

And moments when you cannot catch your breath

But all you can seem to do is look at the others

While you frantically try your best

And wonder what it’s like to know how to swim that well

But the truth of the matter is everyone in the deep end is tired

So tired

And even though they told you they have wristbands

They don’t

Their hands are underwater just like yours

Where you can’t see them

And for all they know, you’ve got one on yourself

All you have to do is tell them and they’ll believe you

You may even start to believe it as well

Because even in the deep end no one ever questions

Whether or not your confidence is real

And in the moments when it feels too much

Like you’ve been thrown out into waters you cannot handle

Don’t forget the shallow end is never too far away

And no one is stopping you from going backward

And resting for a while
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The rules you’ve set for yourself are made up. By you. You are the mayor and the entire population of your town. You are the one in charge, and you are the taxpayer. And, boy, are you ever paying for the rules you’ve set for yourself. All those things you think you have to be. There is no list of rules on the wall. There is no bible. All those “supposed tos” are complete fabrications of your mind. The number that’s supposed to show up on the scale. The clothes you’re supposed to be wearing. The way they’re supposed to fit you. The way people are supposed to feel about you. The kind of friend you’re supposed to be. The way your house is supposed to look. The amount of money you’re supposed to have. The car you’re supposed to drive. How successful you’re supposed to have been by now. The way life was supposed to go.

How are you supposed to keep up?

Well, darling, you don’t have to, because you made the whole thing up. The rule book that you’re living by is just an accumulation of everyone else’s rules and standards; it’s not even yours. So, when you say things like “I should weigh less” or “I should clean more” or “I should be different” or “I should be better,” you should probably change that should to could. Because you can if you want, but you don’t have to. You can do whatever you want and be whoever you want without being bound by a list of invisible rules and the guilt that comes hand in hand with not following them.

It’s your world. You can’t break rules that don’t exist.
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Your reflexes get quicker when they’re exercised

I may not be great with a tennis racket or catching a baseball

But my reflex to stop trusting you is fast

My reflex to walk away is rapid

My reflex to get angry moves at light speed

Though I’m not necessarily proud of that one

Your reflexes get better with practice

The more you are put through, the less you’ll put up with

The more lessons thrown at you, the faster you learn them

The more times you get hurt, the less you want to feel that again

And the lower your capacity, the faster your reflex to get out as fast as you can

The problem is sometimes you move too fast

You think something is coming at you

So you dodge it

But really it was coming to you

You cannot blame your well-practiced reflexes for trying to protect you

After being needed so often in the past

But you do not always have to move so quickly

Sometimes reflexes can be too good

Sometimes it is safe to stay still





[image: ]

Look around at the people

Who pull into the garages of the houses on your street

The person in the car at the red light beside you

The names in your reply-all emails at work

The guy in front of you at the drive-through

The woman who held the door for you this morning

They are all going through something

And their problems seem like the only problems

The biggest problems

To them

The same way that yours do

To you

Everyone is living in their own little world, just getting by

Wiping the sleep out of their eyes in the bathroom mirror

Scrambling to find their keys

Fighting oncoming burnout

We’re all staying up too late

Our faces lit up by our phones in dark bedrooms

Doomscrolling through the internet

Reading about ways to self-help

With very little motivation to help ourselves at all

We’re all swiping through camera rolls

And wondering if our bodies will ever look like that again

Trying to come up with dinner ideas

And maintain relationships

And tell just enough of the truth to our therapists that it helps

But not the whole truth

Definitely not the whole truth

We’re all doing it

We’re all the center of our own universes

And it’s a blessing that we can’t hear the brains of others

The way we hear our own

Screaming at us during every waking moment

And I know your problems seem big to you

But their problems seem big to them

And for some reason that makes everything

Seem a little smaller
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If you were going to die this afternoon

Would you listen to the radio in the morning?

Would you still brush your teeth

And wish for two more minutes of sleep when your alarm goes off?

Would you still kiss your partner goodbye?

Wear your favorite sweater?

Put ChapStick on your lips?

Check your blind spots while you’re changing lanes?

Would you drink some water?

Call your mother?

Check your phone?

Talk to friends?

Would you wear your favorite shoes

And sing along to the songs you know

While you listen to the radio in the morning

Before your final afternoon?

Would you tie some more importance to these actions?

More presence and more love and more kindness?

Would your silly little everyday life

Matter more that morning than it will tomorrow or than it did today?

Because if you were going to die this afternoon

And it brought more beauty to the simplicity of the radio in the morning

The smell of your coffee

The warmth of the first sip

The ability to tie your shoes

The answering of phone calls

The voices of loved ones

Your small but extraordinary life

Maybe you don’t need your life to end this afternoon

To be able to see it that way
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“According to plan” isn’t all it’s cracked up to be

If things go according to plan, you outlive the humans you are made of

You have to say goodbye to your mother

You have to watch your father get older

You realize the great impacts of the small lifespans of dogs

If things go according to plan, you move out of your childhood home

And never live there again

You outgrow clothes and you outgrow people

If your schedule goes as schedules are meant to

You will get older

Your back will be fragile, your hair will be grey

You will be running out of time every day

But that was the plan all along, wasn’t it

There is good and there is bad in the way things are supposed to go

So the next time something doesn’t go according to plan

It may not be the worst thing to just

Let it be
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You’ve got to learn to love yourself

You have to

You can’t spend your life with someone you don’t love

It wouldn’t be fair to you

It’d be a shame for you to get by instead of go through

You’ve got to learn to love yourself

Because you’re tied to you

You can’t devote your life to someone who is mean to you

You can’t get away from any of these parts of you

You’ve got no choice but to fall in love with you

So knowing that this life sentence obligates you to

Pick out all your very favorite parts of you

Rectify the awful things you’ve said to you

Make it so you’d love to share a room with you

You’ve got to love yourself

There’s nothing else to choose

You have to see the mirror like the ones who love you see you

There is no rock or hard place

You are stuck with you

So please just put the work in; I am begging you

So you can sit on porches on summer afternoons

So you can feel good even in a bathing suit

So you can do way more than stand the thought of you

You’ve got to learn to love yourself

You have to

You have to
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One day you will find the courage without the wine

And the confidence without the reassurance

And the love for yourself without the acceptance of others

You will find peace in the middle of the day

And a different unit of measurement that isn’t comparison

One day you will find yourself and you won’t even be looking

You will realize that you’ve been there all along

Just a little out of sight

And you will forget you were ever gone

I promise
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