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To our younger selves
You know, as soon as we get our 
hands on a time machine and we 
can get this book to you. But if we 
have a time machine, why exactly 
are we writing books again? This 
seems like the far less profitable 
choice, after all. Maybe we could 
dedicate it to the readers in the 

meantime... 

Timothy

To you, the readers
Because I’m sorry you have to put 

up with my goofy spouse. 

Theodore

Dedication
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Foreword
I  was in love with the idea of love when I was a kid. 
I had seen media depictions of what love was, and I 
spent most of my days pining for a connection with 
someone. It felt like everyone around me was in love 
while I was alone and unwanted. 

I knew Timothy during this point of my life. He and 
I were best friends. I raced home from school to be 
able to talk to him every day. He spent so many nights 
giving me emotional support. But I didn’t consider 
that to be the love I had seen in the movies. I never 
thought a best friend could “complete” me the way a 
soulmate would. I was wrong. 

I moved out of my parents’ house, Tim moved into 
the city with me, and I soon found myself spending 
every possible moment with him. Anyone who tried 
to ask me why or compare it to being in love made 
me scoff. Clearly, I wanted to be around him because 
we were best friends. Yeah, I loved him, but I didn’t 
love love him. 

I probably resisted the notion as much as I did 
because I had the beginnings of a crush but didn’t 
want to admit it. I had spent nineteen years imagining 
my future, and I didn’t want it all to change because I 
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had decided to marry someone the same gender as 
me. 

Eventually we had a reckoning where everything 
finally came out into the open and we confessed our 
feelings for each other. We got together after that, 
but things were far from over. Once we had owned 
up to our feelings, we had to take on the problems 
the rest of the world was threw at us. 

The whole experience from beginning to end was 
painful. Painful doesn’t even begin to describe those 
years. It was the dark night of the soul, the point where 
the character thinks all is lost and loses all hope. But 
the dark night of the soul is also followed by the 
character defeating everything that made him think it 
was hopeless in the first place. 

Darkness is painful. And true love isn’t love without 
darkness. Love hurts like nothing else. Sometimes you 
wonder why you would put up with something like 
it. Sometimes you wonder why anyone has anything 
good to say about love in the first place. It may be the 
most painful thing you’ve ever experienced. But you’ll 
come out better in the end. 

When Timothy came to me and suggested I put 
together a book of love poems, I groaned. As if the 
world needed another book of love poems. How 
many times can people say the same words about 
love and think it’s a new concept? Eventually I agreed, 
but I swore that I would make a different book of love 
poems. I would make non-traditional love poems, not 
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just a bunch of poems talking about how beautiful my 
love is and how much I want them.

Despite my promise, I struggled. I kept trying to 
find different ways to look at love and failing. But then 
(as with most things in my life) Tim showed me things 
from a different angle. 

Tim collected a lot of his poems from over the years 
we had been together and put them together for me 
to read. When I looked, I saw this clear narrative of 
faceing his inner darkness and eventually emerging 
on the other side. And love was woven through the 
entire story. 

Things clicked for me. I didn’t want to tell a 
traditional love story because that wasn’t out love 
story. Our love story had always been braided with 
darkness, and removing the darkness removed half 
of the story. So Tim and I put our poems together and 
created something new: Darkness and love. 

The poems in this story come from throughout 
our timeline together—some are from before we met 
each other, and some are from this year. However, we 
opted not to put them in chronological order of when 
they were written. After all, some poems were written 
recently but reference events from the very beginning 
of our lives. Instead, we arranged these poems by the 
overall timeline of our relationship. We knew the story 
beneath them and tried to arrange them so that you 
could see that story as well. 

It’s taken us years to make as much peace with our 
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inner darkness as we have. I wouldn’t say that we are 
always at peace with it. Our peace comes and goes 
like a tide. But darkness, like love, isn’t something 
you can escape. You can build a fortress around your 
heart, but someone will eventually see you beneath 
those walls and will decide, “Hey, I’m going to dig a 
tunnel.”

I’m not here to tell you love is easy. It’s not. But 
love has been the one thing standing between me 
and death many, many times. And I can tell you from 
personal experience that resisting will only make love 
twice as difficult. Love is hard, but so, so worth it. Not 
because the other person is an angel sent to you 
from above, but because love is part of the human 
condition. It’s what we’re on Earth to do. It is, to some 
extent, our purpose as humans. Following a purpose 
is never easy, but it needs to be done. It’s part of who 
we are. 

Now, just because our love is a romantic story 
doesn’t mean it’s the only love we’re talking about. 
No love on this planet is greater or lesser than any 
other type of love. You may know love through a 
sister who sends you cookies in the mail. Or through 
the best friend that you spend six hours on the 
phone with before you even know it. Or through the 
kindheartedness of a stranger who hands you their 
umbrella on the street. You may know love through 
the people you see every day, or the people you 
talk to on the internet. You may know it through the 
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people you’re related to by blood, or the people 
you’ve chosen to build a life with. 

Because we all have a shared purpose as humans, 
love binds us together. Family isn’t something defined 
by blood, it’s defined by love. Wherever the love is, is 
where your family is. If you follow the love in your life, 
you’ll always be where you need to be. 

You may have dark times coming in the future. 
Or maybe you’re already waist-deep in dark times 
now. But as long as you have family and love, you will 
always have a lifeline through those dark times. You 
can never truly have darkness without love shining 
like a beacon from somewhere within the darkness. 
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Follow Me On      
My Journey

Come and follow forever, follow me on my journey,
Though I cannot tell you just what lies in store.
There may be joy and there may be sorrow,
But we’ll stick together for forever and more.

I want you, I need you,
I’ll follow and lead you,
Just please come along
I plead with you.

Come and follow forever, follow me on my journey.
We’ll soon end the pain and we’ll hurt no more.

Yes, I’ll follow forever, follow you on your journey.
Wherever life takes you, I’ll be there with you.
Through every joy and through every sorrow,
Through laughter and crying, I’ll be right there too.

I’ll help you, I’ll guide you,
I’ll be right beside you,
And when the time comes,
I’ll cry with you.

Yes, I’ll follow forever, follow you on your journey.
Through hardship and strife, I’ll grow closer to you.
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Red

An adventure, 
a passion. 

Every time it’s placed in a tidy box, 
it breaks out again, 
defiant and smirking. 

Eve’s apple, 
the blood of wars, 
the clothing of superheroes. 

Everywhere—
dresses, 
valentines, 
roses,
trying to catch your eye, 
make you pay attention. 

The warnings—
from stop signs, 
ambulances, 
heat…

None can resist. 

Undeniably dangerous, 
an irresistible love,
and unable to change.
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September 2001

My dad picked me up
from school
twice in my life.

The first time, I thought
the world was ending.
We were let out of school
early.
Dad was supposed to be
at work, but there
he was, waiting in line in 
our brown minivan
Where mom always waited.

I first thought mom was dying
like in the movies
But all of school had gotten out
early, not just us. 

Then I remembered reading
The War of the Worlds in school
and thought, the aliens were coming. 

Dad said he wanted to pick us up
because he never got to
and it gave mom a break
and his work let out early
just like school.

Why?
The teachers wouldn’t tell us
why.
Whispering had been following us
all day. Why?
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“You’ll see when we get home,”
Dad told us.
Adults were so confusing
always skirting around issues
pretending we didn’t know
something was wrong.

When we got home, I saw the footage of 
the plane
crashing into the tower
again 
and again
and again
and again
and again

It was sad, but then
I was angry.
The grown-ups wouldn’t stop 
talking about it
and let me play
in peace

I was just glad
it wasn’t aliens
or zombies
or Voldemort.

The second time
my dad picked me up
was a month later
when he lost his job.

I didn’t realize it was the beginning
of a very different
childhood.
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Melancholy June 

Where are you? I hope you’re happy where you’ve gone.
I don’t know why I can’t seem to move on.
But I can’t.
It’s been so many years.
I’ve shed so many tears
For the life I lost when you left.

Wish I’d known what you meant to me back then.
If I could see your smiling face again,
I’d tell you
How much I loved you then.
How much I need you now.
How much my life was shattered.

You tried so hard to provide for me
When you saw Death beckoning to you.
I was so blind that I couldn’t see.
You faded away, I swore it wasn’t true.

Has it disappointed you
That I haven’t found my way?
After all that you went through,
I’m still just as lost today.

What kind of child would do that to their father?
Even in death, I am still such a bother.
You tried to show me where to walk, but I could not see the road.
Why can’t I find the path?
What is wrong with me? What is wrong with me?

I trip over my own feet in this Melancholy June.

Every year, your birthday still comes around.
I sit still and try not to make a sound.
‘Cause if I do,
I will start to cry,
Start to wonder why
I had to lose you so young.
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Now I’m grown, or at least that’s what they say.
But I’m lost, and get moreso every day.
Tell me why,
Why can’t I be free?
Why can’t I be me?
It feels like my heart is dying too.

You tried so hard to provide for me
When you saw Death beckoning to you.
I was so blind that I couldn’t see.
You faded away, I swore it wasn’t true.

Has it disappointed you
That I haven’t found my way?
After all that you went through,
I’m still just as lost today.

What kind of child would do that to their father?
Even in death, I am still such a bother.
You tried to show me where to walk, but I could not see the road.
Why can’t I find the path?
What is wrong with me? What is wrong with me?

I trip over my own feet in this Melancholy June.
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Control

“I love you.”
Muttering with downcast eyes while
stroking her melted chocolate hair,
whispering
into her ear gently.

But also roughly,
because I’m clutching her to me,
grabbing at her,
and never wanting
to let go of her sweet softness. 

She leans into me, 
presses into my own neck,
as she reaches up
and snakes a hand into my hair.
I can feel her smile.

Her touch is rough as my own, 
but I let her pull at me.
I don’t mind her grasping fingers 
Why would I?

Her hands tangle their way into my hair
and I wrap my arms 
around her waist.
She moves on to kissing my cheek
while I brush my lips against the tip of her ear
in unspoken whispers.

I can tell how much she wants from me 
and 
how much I want from her.
From the way she holds me close 
to the way her body screams, 
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“Don’t leave me!”

So I know what I need to do, 
no matter how it pains me.
Even though I want to keep going, 
to lose myself in her 
and fall.

Instead, I put my hands on her shoulders
and push her away from me
with a barely spoken groan
as the cold air rushes
between us.

“We can’t do this,” 
I whisper,
feeling my voice rasp
painfully over the words
I wish I wasn’t saying.
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Yellow

A breath of excitement, 
just an arm’s stretch away. 

Warmth and energy, 
always around, 
but never quite close enough. 

A birthday cake 
fresh from the oven, 
without any frosting 
and hot to the touch. 

The glow inside 
from the cake turning out 
perfectly. 

All want a piece of the excitement, 
but none are allowed to have it.
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Your Message Was 
Not Sent

Pick up eggs and milk
Swallow the feeling of fear
That life is mundane (unsent)

Working late tonight
stop intruding in my life (unsent)

Let’s order pizza

OK, no problem
God, don’t you care anymore?
I’m tired of pizza (unsent)
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Between Sleep     
and Coffee

Entangled hair spread 
across pillowcases, 
a square of morning 
light glowing 
from the foot of the bed 
where bare toes and 
cats are curled. 
Fingers knotted 
like the necklaces in a jewelry box. Taking
comfort in 
the perfection 
of another soul beside you 
sharing warmth, 
stretching the time 
between sleep and coffee 
into eternity. 

Until 
warm breath 
with the sweet smell of a corpse 
wraps around your face 
in a gentle caress 
you can’t escape. 
But 
no one ever said 

perfection is perfect. 
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Lonely Day 

The morning sun rises,
And I can’t hide my surprise.
Another night has passed
When I couldn’t close my eyes.
No place to lay my head,
My companions are the stars.
Been told people want me,
But I don’t know who they are.

Just talking to myself,
As the snowflakes drift right down.
One can hear subtle music
When there’s no one else around.
Don’t know what I’m doing wrong.
Don’t know how to make it right.
While it’s lonely in the day,
It’s even lonelier at night.

Can someone tell me who I am?
You’ve held my life in the palm of your hand
It makes me think and pause
Who I am now depends on who I was.
And I remember how I’m so alone
When I see you happy in your home
Can you help me find my way?
It is a terribly lonely day.

Shivering in silence,
But it isn’t from the cold.
How can one feel so lonely?
I start to feel so old
But not any wiser.
How far can I fall
Before someone hears me,
And answers my call? 
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The snowflakes tell their story,
Of forever drifting down.
They don’t know where they’re going,
And they cannot see the ground.
They know that they’re dying,
But they never are alone.
Why can’t I be a snowflake?
Where can I call home?

Can someone tell me who I am?
I’m tired of wandering throughout no man’s land
Can someone look into my eyes
And see the tears that I can never cry?
And what am I supposed to do?
I’ll do anything that I need to.
Can I come in your heart to stay?
It is a terribly lonely day.
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Spring Over the Sun

Come, spring over the sun with me.
Come, my lover, and run with me.
I just want to see your face.
Together we will leave this place. 

Trapped in the land where dreams do roam.
So close, and yet, so far from home.
We live in the land where dreams take flight.
I live for when I bed down for the night. 

So let me take you and teach you to soar.
Stay by my side for just a bit more.
This is all that I know how to give.
This is all I can do while I live. 

So come, my lover, come fly with me.
I’ll show you things you would never see.
A world where all is pure and bright.
A world where dark gives place to light. 

A world in which our dreams are real.
A world in which our pain will heal.
It’s not much to give, this astral place,
But it’s the only way to see your face. 

So come with me, spring over the sun.
Come join me when your day is done.
Shed all your pains, your worries, and fears,
Purge yourself with an offering of tears. 

As I have said, there’s not much I can do,
But this is the gift I can offer to you.
If you wish our minds to meld as one,
Then come and join me beyond the sun.
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Pink

A chance to hold the good times 
in your hand and remember. 

Remember back 
to when lacy dresses could be worn, 
when things could be delicate 
and girly. 

Remember back to when 
pigs were fat, sunsets were beautiful 
every night, and nature seemed to 
understand your happiness. 

Remember, 
and be happy in the present.
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When the Rain 
Comes

I think I love rain 
because of the smell it has. 
My mom says it doesn’t have a smell, 
but my dad knows.

It doesn’t smell like 
those candles that say they’re rain. 
It’s like how crying yourself to sleep feels, only 
it’s a smell instead of a feeling.  
It smells like taking a bath without soap, only 
cleaner. 
If letting go had a smell, it 
would smell like rain. 

I don’t like drizzles.
I like fat rain. 
The rain like there’s a giant toddler 
high above us somewhere, crying 
like they just got sent to their room. 
The more I got used to pain, the smaller my tears became. 
I like rain that’s the tears of someone who hardly knows pain. 

Promise me you’ll never shower in the rain.
There was once a giant rainstorm during 
one of my church retreats, and 
everyone else ran out in their bathing suits 
with shampoo and soap. I stayed inside 
and watched them. Something about the 
soap ruined the rain for me. 
It was dirtier than normal rain. 
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Paper isn’t waterproof, and 
I don’t know if I’ll be able to write anymore. 
I’m going to go live somewhere where it rains 
every day. Not big, fat rain. 
Just little drizzles every day. 
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Lost Wing

You may say I’m broken,
And I wouldn’t disagree.
I am shattered,
I have had it,
There is nothing left in me.

And yet I still continue,
And yet I still keep up,
One foot after the other,
But I’m barely hanging on.

Is one wing ever enough?
How can I still survive?
I just keep moving forward,
And never, never, never
Look back.

My life has fallen to pieces.
What happened to things I once knew?
Nothing is what it seems anymore
Illusion is reality

Is one wing ever enough?
Can I still fly south?
I’m looking for warmer weather,
But all I find is
Snow.

I’m in pain
I can’t go on
I want to sleep
And never, never, never
Wake up.

One wing
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I’ve only got one wing
The other is gone forever,
Lost many years ago.

I remember the sky,
I remember the clouds
It seems oh so long ago
That I soared with the birds

One wing
I’ve only got one wing
The other is gone forever,
Lost many years ago.

There is no going back
I’ll never be the same
I’m not the kid you once knew

I’m lost
Where are you?
No one can find me
And I’ll never, never, never
Get out.

One wing
I’ve only got one wing
The other is gone forever,
Lost many years ago.

You may say I only continue for you,
And I wouldn’t disagree.
You are pure,
You are kind,
You do not compare to me.

One wing
One wing is beautiful in your eyes.
I doubt I’ll ever see it like you,
But I trust in what you say.

So I’ll keep going forward,
I’ll face each day with a smile
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It’s exactly what you would do

I won’t lose myself to the
Snow.
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If Only 

Now it’s happening again
All the friends I thought I’d made
Flew the coop, hit the road,
Thinking they had been betrayed.
But I’d actually betrayed myself
When I couldn’t breathe a word.
I thought I had a listening ear now,
But I couldn’t make myself heard.

If only I could take back my sin.
Start all over again.
Just to be like the dawn of the new day.
If only I could change my heart.
Have a brand new start.
If only there were some way.

Here I weep, here I stay.
What do I do with my memories now?
If I throw them away
Will that act redeem me somehow?
But I can’t make myself let them go.
Oh why am I so weak?
Is it true that they hate me? 
Can things really be that bleak? 

If only I could take back my sin. 
Start all over again. 
Just to be like the dawn of the new day. 
If only I could change my heart. 
Have a brand new start. 
If only there were some way. 

Why do I still cling to hope
This will somehow still work out? 
It’s a childish part of me
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That is still screaming out. 
I don’t know if there’s hope for me
After all I have been through, 
But I wish some day for those I love
To love my childish heart too. 

I really want to take back my sin. 
Start all over again. 
Just to be like the dawn of the new day. 
I really want to change my heart. 
Have a brand new start. 
I wonder if there is some way.

Oh, please tell me that there is some way.
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After the     
Argument

I will always remember 
crouching on that cement floor, 
clutching 
jagged pieces of porcelain 
in my hands, 
trying desperately to 
put that damn plate back together, 

even though I couldn’t remember 
how it had broken in the first place. 
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The Path I Fear

How does one person keep getting lost?
Can I keep her safe? What would it cost?
I could yell at her and cause her strife,
Though she’d probably hate me the rest of my life.

Whenever I try to warn, I yell.
But I just can’t leave her on the road to Hell.
She tries to plant daisies where cinder grows.
It will not bloom there; I’m sure she knows.

Trying to quench Hell’s fire is an admirable goal,
But it can’t be done by a solitary soul.
I wish she’d get out before it’s too late,
And her water begins to evaporate.

She has such a big heart, always giving it so,
And I was so proud when she started to grow.
But she doesn’t notice when she gets herself hurt.
She can only see her daisies in the dirt.

Optimism can be a wonderful thing.
It can turn your heart’s desert into a spring.
But it is not worth losing your life to.
And that is what I’m so afraid she’ll do.

It is dangerous to walk down Hell’s path,
For it is filled with the whole world’s wrath.
One little drop cannot quench the fire,
Regardless of the brilliant plans you conspire.

These words flow uncertainly from my pen,
But I know I don’t want to lose you again.
I cannot speak, I cannot cry,
But at least get this: please do not die.
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Take Off            
Your Coat 

You’ve come in from the cold,
Yet you still cling to your coat.
You look out the window
As though expecting someone to come.

I try to smile,
And extend a welcoming hand.
“Take off your coat and stay a while.”
You shake your head.

“Is the fire too warm? I’ll turn it down.
I could bring you some warm broth,
Or some hot cocoa.
Whatever you need,
But you have to tell me.”

You shrug and continue to stare
Out the window.
I look too,
But I can’t see anything.

I run a hand through my bangs.
Am I doing something wrong?
Why don’t you want to stay?
Am I unwelcoming?

“Um, would you like to sit down?”
You shake your head.
I blink, slipping out a tear,
But I brush it away.
I can’t let you see.
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“Well, do something!”
I clench my fists.
Now I’ve lost it,
And I can’t take the words back.

You glare at me.
How dare I intrude on your private thoughts?
I want to melt into the floor.
Just die, a lowly puddle.
No one would notice.
But no, I have to be strong.
I’d already made my decision to voice my thoughts.
I won’t back down now.

“Why can’t you just remove your coat?
Don’t you know how insulting that is?”
You glare again,
And I shiver as you turn and walk out the door.

I sink to my knees,
My heart is heavy,
And my mind is whirring.
Why did you run away?
Why do you always run away from me?

Somewhere out in the snow,
I know you’re still wandering.
I pray you’re still alive,
And that you know your way back.

I would search for you,
But I don’t know where to look.
I’m not sure you’d come back with me, anyway.

So I’ll wait.
I don’t know what you’re afraid of,
But I hope it’s not me.
And I hope you’ll tell me one day,
So I can fix it.

And I hope that next time
You come into my house,
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You’ll take off your coat,
And stay…
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The Uninvited 
Stranger

When I walk in the house,
There’s two cups of tea on the table, 
One by your hands, 
Another untouched. 
They’re still steaming,
Like you just made them for someone.

There’s stacks of papers shoved under things. 
Your house is a mess, 
And you try to cover that.
You ignore the papers
But I still see them everywhere
And you sitting there with your cup of tea. 

“Take off your coat and stay a while.”
You smile at me. 
I frown and look outside. 
It’s snowing,
But you haven’t turned on the heat
And you’re walking around in shorts. 

I look back at the tea 
And you
Two cups of tea, freshly made,
And I walked in without warning.
That tea can’t be for me. 

You must have been expecting someone
Maybe that someone will come soon
And be angry for my intrusion.
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“Is the fire too warm? 
I’ll turn it down.
I could bring you some warm broth,
Or some hot cocoa.
Whatever you need,
But you have to tell me.”

I look at you and blink. 
The fire is warm, 
very warm and comforting
I’ve always loved to sit by a fire.
But why do you only have heat in
One part of your house? 

Warm broth and hot cocoa 
Both sound wonderful.
But if you get up to prepare that for me
Maybe your tea will get cold, 
And your guest won’t get a warm drink
Whenever they come. 

And I, 
The uninvited stranger, 
Will be eating the food you may need.

I look out the window, 
Expecting your guest. 
You look too. 
Maybe he’s late,
And he could show up any minute, 
Wanting the time you promised him. 

“Um, would you like to sit down?”
I glance at the chair. 
I don’t have the heart to tell you 
It’s covered in papers. 
So instead 
I shake my head. 

“Well, do something!”
I wince, narrowing my eyes.
You’re right, you’re the host, 



= 44 =

And I the guest, 
And what point is there in staying 
When you’re expecting someone else? 

You look ready to die,
I must have done something else wrong. 

Your guest wouldn’t appreciate me putting you 
In such an awful mood
Before he even arrives. 
“Why can’t you just remove your coat?
Don’t you know how insulting that is?”
I wince again.

Maybe I could come back later
After your guest has gone, 
When you’re not so on edge waiting for him.

Maybe I could make my entrance better, 
Buy you some cookies, a warm blanket, 
And offer them to you. 

I don’t want to make you regret
Giving me a moment of rest on my journey. 
I’ll come back at a better time.

So I head to the store
To buy you all I can afford 
To make your house look nice again.

I hate to leave, but 
No one appreciates an uninvited stranger. 

Maybe someday you’ll tell me
That second cup of tea
Had always been for your
Uninvited stranger.
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My Share of         
the Cost 

Drama follows almost everywhere,
People see it, they don’t even care.
They don’t understand me,
What it’s like to be me.
My life’s nothing more than a mess,
Leaving me only to confess,
I’m at a loss what to do. 

Everything has a price.
Nothing in life is free.
I’ve paid more than my share of the cost,
So what is there in it for me?

My heart is now set upon a goal,
Regain what’s lost, nevermind the toll.
I want to heal your life.
I caused you so much strife.
Some things are lost, never to regain.
One must suffer, tolerate the pain,
But this won’t be one of those things.

Everything has a price.
Nothing in life is free.
I’ve paid more than my share of the cost,
So what is there in it for me?

I’m at fault for everything you lost.
Your hopes and dreams now have all been squashed
The pain hurts ten times worse
When I see you’ve been cursed.
I will someday restore your life somehow.
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You can trust me to always keep my vow.
You won’t have this pain for too long.

If I could just find a way
That I could take your pain for awhile,
I would take it away from you joyfully,
Just so I could finally see your smile.

I will journey to lands I’ve never been,
Then I’ll go back and do it all again.
Nothing can stop me now,
I’ll fix this all somehow.
Then one day, when I finally find a clue,
I will surely make it up to you
Then finally we will be at peace.

Everything has a price.
Nothing in life is free.
I’ve paid more than my share of the cost,
So what is there in it for me?
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Blood is Thicker 
Than Water 

I never thought myself to be the kind that would fall.
I learned how to walk before I learned how to crawl.
But into these hands was thrust a burden so wide.
I never could have shouldered it without you by my side.

So where are you now? I don’t know where you are.
I can hear you calling to me from afar.
I need you here now, I can’t live on my own.
Without you always by my side, I never would have grown.

We traveled on our journey. We marched hand in hand.
Searching for the thing we lost to enter the Promised Land.
But a dream that is attainable isn’t a dream at all,
For once we found that thing we lost, then we again did fall.

The blood of the covenant binds my heart to you,
That promise holds us tighter than the water of the womb,
My spirit is still with you through each and every day.
I’ll never give up hope on you, where there’s a will, there’s a way.



= 48 =

Winter is Here

Spring has come and gone
Summer was on its way
But winter has come instead
Hope has blown away

I shiver in the cold
Snow swirls around my cheeks
I’ve forgotten to wear a coat
It hasn’t been cold for many weeks

My fingers are getting frostbite
My breath is turning into ice
I thought I could handle anything
But you were my only vice

When you vanished into the mist
My springtime ceased that day
Now summer will never come
Winter is here to stay

I wish my heart would freeze over
So I could melt with the snow
Maybe I could become the mist too
But would I’d see you? I don’t know

My tears freeze on my face
The snow is above my knees
The blizzard obscures my sight
The cold chokes me and I wheeze

I don’t know how long I’ll last
In this snowy version of Hell
I’d rather go where I’d burn
At least there I’d be able to yell
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The snow eats away at my skin
And I’m starting to decompose
They scream for all I’ve done wrong
Like so many tortured souls

Why did you teach me to care?
I didn’t a few months ago
If you had vanished back then
It wouldn’t have brought on the snow

Can you come back from the mist
Or are you gone for good?
Do you know I’m out here
Trapped in the snowy wood?

If you come back after a while
It might already be too late
The snow may have consumed me
I see why you believe in fate

Bad things happen to you
And you can point your finger in blame
Fate is an easy target
The no-responsibility game

You might not see me if you return
Now the snow is over my head
I have no pocket of air
It won’t be long till I’m dead
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Questions and 
Contradictions 

Nothing’s ever black or white,
Nor a line completely straight.
Safety and danger are intermixed.
We brush it off as fate.

I’m just down on my luck.
Today’s my lucky day.
This is my trash, but your treasure.
One receives and another will pay.

Life’s too fast. Life’s too slow.
There isn’t enough time.
Time is just an illusion.
There’s no reason to your rhyme.

Where is up? Which way’s down?
Your left is on my right.
Light shines in the darkness.
When does day become night?

I am you. You are me.
My reflection in the mirror.
Where is the dividing line?
What makes “there” not “here”?

Questions innumerable.
Contradictions galore.
You must swallow them as fact.
There’s nothing to learn anymore.

We are enlightened. They were dumb.
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We know more than they.
Yet how did they do that,
Without the technology of today?

I will ask. I’ll open my mouth.
I’ll make myself a fool.
I don’t care if I never
Graduate from your school.

You have too many gaps.
You don’t answer my questions.
You won’t help me understand.
You won’t give me suggestions.

My theories are unique, I know,
But that is my own choice.
I have my own mind to feed.
I have my own voice.

So sorry, I know I may seem odd to you.
I know I may seem wrong.
But I don’t dance to the rhythm of your drum.
My life has its own song.

So you go down on your path,
And I will go on mine.
Someday we’ll reach our own Truth,
Even if it’s at the end of Time.
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Change or Die 

Bloody footsteps trail behind me.
The stench of death is on my boots.
My coat is stained with innocent blood.
Causing chaos is in my roots.

I’m an emissary from Heaven.
I’m an emissary from Hell.
I’ll take your world and turn it upside down
When you thought you knew it well.

Change or die, change or die
See who you are, laugh and cry
Rise up from the ground, come down from the sky
Change or die, change or die

Change to survive, die if you don’t
That’s the way that my trail leads.
Hate the picture the mirror reflects
And you’ll wind up with unmet needs.

Blame the mirror, blame the scribe
Blame the crow that precedes the storm.
I am the one who ruined your life.
It was I who brought you to harm.

Change or die, change or die
See who you are, laugh and cry
Rise up from the ground, come down from the sky
Change or die, change or die

I’m an angel, I’m a demon
I’m just a human being.
From Heaven and Hell and in between
I’ll awaken you to your feelings.
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Change or die, change or die
See who you are, laugh and cry
Rise up from the ground, come down from the sky
Change or die, change or die

I’m an emissary from Heaven.
I’m an emissary from Hell.
I’ll take your world and turn it inside out.
It’s about all I can do well.
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Fighting With Honor

The good old days have come and gone
Night is closing in.
The nightingale concludes its song
Its breath is wearing thin.

The heart that once was strong with life
Is bleeding away.
Capture the memories in the reflection of your knife
Then slash them away.

I’m fighting with honor.
I’m fighting with valor.
I’m fighting a war.
I know how it drains me.
I know how it pains me.
But not what I’m fighting for.

Snow thawed and froze over again.
It’s not pretty now.
Waiting on spring weather to begin.
But it’s eluding me somehow.

A butterfly is supposed to sprout wings and fly
Not stay forever in the chrysalis and die.

Close your eyes and go off to a place
Somewhere away from here.
Get away from the insane rat race
And find a respite from fear.

I want to not come back from there.
I wish my dreams were more than air.
So I pick up my sword and fight.
I don’t know what I’m doing but I think it’s right.
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I’m fighting with honor.
I’m fighting with valor.
I’m fighting a war.
I know how it drains me.
I know how it pains me.
But not what I’m fighting for.
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The Phantom

Wish I could do what you say
Wish I could become my own
But moving quickly is dangerous
More than you seem to know

Don’t wanna lose my mind
Because I found myself

My road is long
The journey slow
It’s been unraveling for eons
Look into my eyes and you’ll see
More than you’ll ever know

You’ll never hear me creeping
You’ll die if I’m free
For I am the Phantom
Untamable as the sea

I hide most of myself
And yet you still sense the power
A raging black core within
Only barely contained

Fire, fire, fire
They fear the devil tempting me
Burn, burn, burn
They should fear other things
Rage, rage, rage

Because I am the devil they fear
Hidden beneath my gilded cage

You’ll never hear me creeping
You’ll die if I’m free
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For I am the Phantom
And I hold the key

Why won’t you run, you little girl?
Don’t you know I want your soul?

I exhaust myself controlling this fire
I can’t contain it forever
Instead I forget it exists
Run, little girl, run

I’d destroy my lover
Without second thought
I would crush you
Because you didn’t call me “Lord.”

Why would you try to unlock this darkness?
Run, run, run, little girl, please

You’ll never hear me creeping
You’ll die if I’m free
For I am the Phantom
And I love being me

Someday the bad will consume all
I’ll delay the day
Save yourself while you can
Leave me to decay

I’ll make more barriers
Against the raging fire

Burn, burn, burn, little girl
I am the Phantom

You’ll never hear me creeping
You’ll die if I’m free
For I am the Darkness
I am the Portal
I am You

I am the Phantom
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How Can I Be 
Thankful?

What do I have to be thankful for?
For losing my best friend?
For my world crashing down?
For feeling this is the end?

Why should I be thankful when
I can no longer see blue sky?
The sunlight’s faded away.
Just try and tell me why.

What’s the point of being thankful
When you’ll just have to accept your hates?
My calendar is now empty
I’ve erased all the dates.

How can I be thankful when
My world is broken and shattered?
My life is now so empty
I’ve lost all that mattered.

I’m still in denial, I’m biding my time.
I’m hoping for the pain to end.
I need to see that all is not lost,
Need the comfort and return of a friend.

I want to just start over,
To go back to how things were before.
I just won’t know how to be thankful
Until you return, Theodore.
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Double Life

The fear comes 
over me in waves, and 
I feel two inches slip 
between me and my body, 
and there’s this horrible feeling of numbness and 
too much all at once, and 
all I can think is 
please make it stop make it stop make it stop.

Except it doesn’t. I just end 
up falling asleep and waking up 
in the morning 
in this world again. 
Same as tomorrow 
and the day after 
and the day after. 

I want to go somewhere. 
Anywhere 
far, far away from here. 

I don’t want this life. 
I don’t know what name to sign anymore. 

I’ve loved you since I first knew you. 
Don’t lie to me. 
You’ve never even looked at me. 



= 60 =

Panic Attack

can’t breathe 
can’t see 
can’t think 
can’t breathe 

oh god 

can’t breathe 
can’t breathe 
can’t breathe 

nothing ever changes 
nothing 
nothing 

stop lying to me
nothing

Can’t breathe
Crushing me 
killing me 

leave me alone 
go away 
nothing ever changes 
nothing 
not even me

oh god 
oh god 
oh god

why can’t someone help me?
why can’t I crawl out of this hole?
this hole 
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this goddamned hole
why 
why 
why 

can’t breathe
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The Delirium of    
the Roses

I fall 
into the delirium of the roses
tasting their sweet breath on my tongue. 

I fall 
into the delirium of the roses
ostracized from any life I had 
before. 

It is a pleasure to fall—

The roses are a verdant 
hedge maze, with nothing at their center, aside 
nothingness. 

I fall 
into the delirium of the roses 

For a minute 
I taste the acrimony. 

For a minute 
I remember 

I was pushed before I fell. 

I fall 
into the delirium of the roses. 
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Love Poem to 
Nightmares

nightmares are better lovers 
than life could ever be 
they show truth hidden  
beneath lies

i know what i am
only in nightmares can i be 
truly free 
unchained from all 
that everyone tells me who i am

i long 
for darkness
for sweet relief of being punished 

only the dark shadows 
of my mind understand that
only in nightmares 
can truth set me free 
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Shadows

The black shadows fill my mind, and I feel peace. 
Only shadows understand what I have done. 
Only shadows hold me accountable. 
Only my nightmares know who I am. 
Truth waits for me in my nightmares. 
It is a relief to have someone know I’m not worthy. 
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Your Sky

A whisper beneath my tongue
         You scream, yet all sleeps
They can play their life

                                              Our wants and dreams sit

Who is a gorgeous luscious goddess?
                                                           Only none.

Would you sing of rosy summers?
                                           sweet music?
                                                     and honey?
 
No,
        You cry for bitter achings
                                      still winters
                                                 and rust

                                                                          And I love you.
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Eternal

i.
Night
will rise.
As whence they came. 

Death. 

That—
From our Beautiful Promise
all who let wind through 
are

damned. 

Discontent
through your winter.

‘Tis summer. 

Above all, be his
and
Dark shallt go

mad. 
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ii. 
My thoughts turn 
Dark
As soon as my friends
Are gone.
I focus only on you
And your death.
I try to think of words, 
But I cannot. 

Anyone who tries to put space 
Between you and me
—And our covenant—
Should be damned.

You were miserable
And your misery makes me miserable,
But
I feel guilty for being so happy 
Your misery led you to me. 

If you would live up to your feelings, 
Admit you loves me,
Let me hold you,
Then I wouldn’t be able to sustain my dark thoughts. 

Even when I was alone. 
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iii. 
How do we show someone we love him?

Through our thoughts of him. 
Through every action that reminds us of him. 
Through falling to our knees and crying. 
Through missing him. 
Through wishing for his touch. 
Through finding ways to carry on.
Through living our lives beautifully. 

Through letting him have life 
                                        through us. 

iv. 
Wherever you are,
May your joy be eternal;
Filled with summer rain.
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Falling Free Into     
the Wind 

My arms stretched out wide
Like I’m nailed to a cross
A weight on my heart
You can’t perceive my loss

An invisible virus
Spreading through me
Please try to see
Take a look at me

And I will show you just how far
The rabbit hole goes
I can tell you things that
No sane person knows

You can fall down, fall back,
Or step through time
In Wonderland
Confusion is quite sublime

And I am now falling 
free into the wind
Scrambling through the dark
I can’t seem to find the end.

And then the crushing waves
Take me away
Hold my tears at bay
I guess it’s just my destiny to live this way

Meet Loneliness,
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My very best friend
Never leaves my side
He’s my friend until the end

Meet his buddies, Pain
And Sorrow too
Spend some time with them
They want to get to know you

How can I know Joy
With this pain in my heart?
If I give something up
I could fall apart

If I relinquish my pain
My heart could bust
Do it if I must
Grind me into dust

And I am now falling
Free into the wind
Scrambling through the dark
I can’t seem to find the end

And then the crushing waves
Take me away
Hold my tears at bay
I guess it’s just my destiny to live this way

Pain, Sorrow, and Joy
Are not different at all
No matter how high you go
You’ll always fall

And I am now falling free
Into the wind
Scrambling through the dark
I can’t seem to find the end

And then the crushing waves
Take me away
Hold my tears at bay
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I guess it’s just my destiny to live this way
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Starry See

My strength ebbs into the night.
I’m feeling too run down.
I can’t even be noticed
In this small, suburban town.
The only thing they see,
Is the one thing that they hate.
The cold is inconvenient
When it freeze locks all the gates.

Trapped under the sea of emotions.
Drowning in a sea of snow.
I assume a friend would be nice,
But I guess I’ll never know.
I just wish someone would see me.
Free me from this spell.
But no one knows I exist,
So I’m trapped in this frozen hell.

Am I really so ghostly?
Can someone open their mind?
You’ll see I’ve been there all along.
Take your memories and hit rewind.
I just need someone to save me
Before I drown in my starry see.
What I do may look pretty,
But it isn’t really me.
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And I’m So Tired

I’m so tired, I want to melt into the floor.
Sound is a blanket made of needles.

Once, I terrified myself by pretending I had a whole house, 
but I ended up falling in love.

You were the one who took risks.
Give me back magic and making a house with you.

Give me back the tiny red chairs, 
the warm clothes that still smell of softener,
sticky bologna with the crusts peeled off, 
and yarn wrapped in circles and stiffened with glue.

Wonderbread life moms 
still put on ruffled aprons when they pull out flour,
distracted by a documentary—
the eggs corrode holes in human skin.

I’ve had enough of lies. I’m only looking for someone 
else’s failing lack of punctuation.

Someone almost killed you once, passing a cigarette 
between pink sparkled nails and, like, what even?

This is the gradual and eternal expansion of 
our universe—the soul, the wisp of white smoke.

My brain fills, like a water balloon stretching
until it pops, leaving fleshy chunks behind.

And I’m so tired.
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Reflection in the 
Mirror 

I press against the glass.
Am I really here, or
Am I just a figment,
Your reflection in the mirror?

I can see your face,
I know how you feel.
I would give you comfort,
But I don’t know what is real.

Can you tell me the truth?
I have to know.
Do you reflect my tears
Or cause them to flow? 

I know life is hard,
Full of ups and downs,
For I see you look in
And show me your frowns.

But there’s something more,
Something on which you subsist.
Would you please tell me
What it’s like to exist?

I press against the glass.
The mirror feels cold.
I cannot escape
This imaginary world.

Yet somehow I love you.
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I don’t know who you are.
I think you could see me
If you’d leave your heart ajar.

You’ll never know me beyond
Your reflection in the mirror,
But when you need to talk,
Know that I’ll be here.
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Like Father

Sometimes I worry 
I’ll turn into you with your too big hands and 
the wisp of hair you protect like a child and 

sometimes I worry.  

Sometimes I worry 
about leaving a monster behind in 
the sink when I shave and 
obsessively waging war against the grease and 
sweat of my body and 
that maybe when I’m a dad I’ll need to 
wait a month for my bifocals and

sometimes I worry. 

Sometimes I worry 
you were like me once with 
the childhood you never talked about and 
your nose stuck in a book and 

sometimes I worry. 

Sometimes I worry 
I’ve already turned into you with my sideways hair and 
my squishy belly and 
when I’ve worked in front of a computer for 
eight hours straight and 
when my voice goes that extra bit 
too loud for no reason at all and 

sometimes I worry. 

Sometimes I worry 
when I want to walk around the block 
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without any intention of going anywhere other than 
away and 

sometimes I worry. 

Sometimes I worry 
I’m nothing more than you.
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Orange

A splash of 
spunk and oddity. 

The foreign fruit 
from the ships of other lands, 
the long hair 
of the girl 
with strange clothes. 

Never afraid to be itself 
or stick out among others 
in a crowd. 

A warning to the normals 
to back off, 
not to touch 
unless you dare. 

A challenge sitting unspoken 
for only seconds 
before moving on.
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Rules and  
Regulations

Come now and tell me just how much you love me. 
Please do not think you can hold it above me. 
Please do not spare me. 
The truth will not scare me. 
Denying it will dare me
To dig for the truth. 

Don’t keep it secret for I sense your sorrow. 
Please do not hide it, think of your tomorrow. 
I know why it’s hidden. 
Our love is forbidden. 
But can’t you see
That our love is meant to be? 

And though the confines of life
Try to keep us apart, 
There is no way to explain
Our rules to the heart. 
Our rules and laws don’t make any sense
In reality
True love conquers all
We’ll claim our… 
Our liberty. 
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The Reluctant 
Dreamer

Don’t drag me into 
your brightly painted dreams 
of the future 
with your hues of 

sunny yellows and 
crimson reds and 
electric blues and 
rich purples. 

Don’t tell me that 
everything is going to be okay 
when it’s so not. 
Don’t tell me that 
all we need to do is
be ourselves 
and everything else will follow. 

Why should I believe in dreams 
in a world that shattered 
me inside and out? 
Why should I believe 
when I can’t see anything 
different? 

Why should I believe 
you love me 
when I can’t see anything 
worth loving? 

I can’t bear to dream, 
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to leave myself open 
to all the pain and hurt 
again. But 

I can see your painted colors 
when I look into your eyes. 
And I can sometimes dream 
for a little jump at a time 
as long as 
you’re beside me. 

So maybe 
even though I can’t see 
your future 
and I don’t want to dream, 
I can try. Because 

the future you see 
always has me by your side 
and love between us. 

So I guess I’ll be a dreamer 
for now, 
even if only a reluctant one. 



= 82 =

The Day After 
Today 

Where are we going now?
I’m staring into a void.
Why don’t you see me now?
Am I something to avoid?

What am I doing here?
I cannot find my way.
I’ll follow my greatest fear
The day after today.

Why is it snowing now?
My heart’s been turned to ice.
Why should I love you now?
Then I’ll be rejected twice.

I need a hand to hold
To lead me to my heart.
But I fear my heart is cold,
And our souls are far apart.

How can I reach to you? How can you see me?
Won’t you reach back to me? Please, won’t you free me?
Can’t you see me locked away in this prison cell?
Abandoned for eternity in this frozen hell.

The years stretch on and on.
The time begins to numb.
Till at last I see the dawn,
Like the first time I saw the sun.

All that I tried to achieve,
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I was met with nothing new.
But to get you to believe,
I had to first believe in you.

Now that you know the truth, I will not leave you.
When others laugh at you, I will believe you.
Keeper of Innocence, put your trust in your heart.
Don’t ever let the world tear your soul apart.

Time has turned back on.
I have a job to do.
But I won’t be gone for long.
I’m coming back for you.
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First Winter,        
First Light 

Memories have all but died.
Failed to protect hope, though I tried.
Nothing to do but crumble and I know
That this may be my very last snow.

A flame flickered in my heart, then turned to ice.
Won’t give someone a chance to hurt me twice.
My eyes are weary, stained with bloodshot red,
And I face the coming morning with dread.

But then you work your magic into my soul.
And I find my power to embrace the snow.
Your face turned the darkness bright,
And helped me to see the light.

It was my last snow, and you were the last light.
I thought this couldn’t ever go right.
But you grabbed my heart and made me see
You can be anything you want to be.

Fear coats the world in a blankety haze,
And everyone stands around in a daze.
But you’ve reached inside and touched my soul.
And I know we’ve got things under control.

‘Cause that was my first snow, and you’re the first light.
One’s perspective can change overnight.
What once appeared to be a dreary end,
Has become a new height to ascend.

Keep your light shining, and me in your heart.
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Now we can never be apart.
No matter what hardships may come to play,
Your pioneer light has lit the way.
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Teach Me              
to Fly 

Life is so easy to understand
Yet life is so complicated
Internal peace is sought after by man
Yet internal peace is overrated

We all seek the answers to life itself
Yet we don’t even know life’s question
And we all accept our limitations
Given by the power of suggestion

Take me to the sky
Teach me how to fly
Please grant this single wish before I die
My life has been rough
But I’ve learned just enough
All I ever needed to learn
Was to learn how to fly

We all try to embrace that which is good
Yet we don’t even know what’s bad
Even in the worst of times
There are good things to be had

You talk of uniqueness, yet act the same
As everyone else around you
Why brag about your differences
If you’re ashamed of what you do?

Take me to the sky
Teach me how to fly
Please grant this single wish before I die.
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My life has been rough
But I’ve learned just enough
All I ever needed to learn
Was to learn how to fly
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Blue

A piece of the sky,
something to reach for,
something to wish for.

It wraps you in its arms 
and never lets go.
It creates,
it destroys. 

It is everywhere,
but no one truly sees it
until they look. 

Deep eyes, 
old china, and
robin eggs in spring.

It is safe and protecting one minute,
then fierce and dangerous the next.
But it is always itself. 
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You Are Loved 

Tears become raindrops from the sky
Racing as fast as they can fly
Into the river, flowing free
To get dispersed into the sea.

My heart skips a beat when it thinks of you.
My brain can’t discern between fantasy and truth.
But my fingers never lie as they pen this song
And then play all the notes to go along.

Why don’t you know you’re loved?
Just look up and see the moon above.
The night is dark, but there’s light up there.
And there’s something magical about the air.
It’s the dark night of your soul, but don’t give into despair.
And please remember that you are loved.
You are loved.

Even if I can’t hear these chords,
Even if I can’t hear the rain as it pours,
I’ll never lose the important things,
Like the sound of your heart when it sings.

A heart does more than pitter patter.
In truth, those sounds really do not matter.
But there is a sound that makes me ache,
It’s the sound when your heart breaks.

Why don’t you know you’re loved?
Just look up and see the moon above.
The night is dark, but there’s light up there.
And there’s something magical about the air.
It’s the dark night of your soul, but don’t give into despair.
And please remember that you are loved.
You are loved.
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There are lots of things I don’t understand
When I try to relate to you.
But even if I’m scared I’ll always try to take your hand
And then we can ride this through.

So give yourself a chance
Don’t throw yourself away
You don’t know what you really are.

But I think we can dance
Just dance the night away
Until your soul is filled with stars.

Why don’t you know you’re loved?
Just look up and see the moon above.
The night is dark, but there’s light up there.
And there’s something magical about the air.
It’s the dark night of your soul, but don’t give into despair.
And please remember that you are loved.
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That Red Coat

Running through a darkened train station, embraced 
by the smog 
and noise of Chicago, 
but running towards 

that red coat. 
Commuter trains everywhere 
choke the atmosphere 
with their unique scent of diesel 
and leather briefcases. All around, 
those briefcases move along 
their way, gripped by 
large hands connected to black coats 
in a sea of black and brown, 
but in between the waves is 

that red coat. 
Around me, the inky sea 
swells and surrounds and suffocates 
me as I run 
and push. Until 
I am Moses 
and the inky sea parts 
and I finally run forward 
and embrace 

that red coat. 
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Butterflies and Roses

Soft delicate petals, 
Soft delicate wings
Touching with the barest
Caress of a whisper. 

Ripped apart by
The rough hands of the world, 
A dark scar
Runs across smooth red skin
And disturbs
The colorful pattern of shapes
In a jagged line. 

Still, 
Both carry on,
The orange of wings 
Melding with red petals
Until it’s unclear
What is wing
And what is petal. 

Both sharing an intimate level of
Comfort and safety
So different from any life before
That they could almost believe
The prior pain of their lives
Was destined to bring them to
This perfect moment
Of absolute trust. 
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Dark Chocolate    
Love

No one understands me
When I call you my
dark chocolate love.

But you are.
And I know why.

It takes searching to find you.
You’re classier than a milk kiss.
You’re different.
It takes time to get used to you.
You’re sweeter when things go slow.
You can be better savored than milk.
Others say you’re bitter,
but that’s only because they can’t handle you.

The people who don’t love you don’t understand
And the people who do love you 
love you deeper than others love their milk kisses.

You taught me to love dark
And milk doesn’t taste as good now.
I can’t have anyone but you.

I love you,
my dark chocolate love.
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Purple

The arrival of someone special, 
surrounded by beautiful things and love. 

Delicate flowers reaching towards the sun, 
thin cloth with intricate designs. 

A rare find, but no one finds it strange, 
instead they embrace and love the beauty within. 

Simplified to a child’s tongue after a piece of candy, 
a pure moment of joy that any child would look forward to. 

Royalty encased in a plastic wrapper, 
where people don’t think to search for beauty.
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Always and     
Forever

Two flowers stood
Side by side 
Nearby the path
Supporting the other
Despite the distance
Between them

I smiled at the flowers 
And knelt to smell them
Both achingly sweet
But still I was careful
Not to get too close
To the beautiful flowers

For they had grown
Sharp edges
To protect themselves
From the world 
Of hurt that 
Surrounded them

The flowers were the same,
And yet very different
From one another
One had bent petals,
The other a weak stem
To support it

It still didn’t detract 
From the beauty of the two
Both gracefully spiraling 
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Towards the sun
With flowing colors 
And twisting leaves 

I don’t think that either
Of the two
Would have been as beautiful
Without the other
Flawed flower growing
By their side

Where one was bent,
The other was smooth
And where one was weak,
The other was strong
So that together
They were one perfect flower

I knew that the flowers
Had been through much pain—
It showed in their
Worn and rough appearance
Yet they still 
Were giving beauty to the world

I’m sure that without the other
A flower by itself
Would have gone unnoticed
And been crushed
Beneath the foot
Of someone walking past

But instead they can’t help 
But be noticed
As they stand tall together
Side by side
Despite their differences
And their individual flaws

So I walked on with a smile
My day a tad brighter
As I remembered the flowers
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And reminded myself to tell you
Thank you
For being my flower
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My Best Self

I didn’t want to fall in love. 
I thought I did, 
but I was wrong. 
I wanted to be loved—

adored, or worshipped, even. 
I wanted someone 
who didn’t question me, 
who tolerated every single quirk, 
who fit perfectly against my hip and neck. 
I wanted someone 
who stopped the loneliness 
from clawing its way out of my ribcage 
and into the cold air 
where I’d have to face it. 

Instead I got you, and 
you’re so much more 

than what I wanted. 
You’re the one 
who always asks me the right questions, 
who tells me to go back to bed when I’m sick, 
who rolls their eyes at my puns. 
I found someone 
who encourages me to be 
a better person—my best self. 
The kind of person 
I see in you. 
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Love is…?

I once wrote 
“Love is like a butterfly
That takes me up into the sky”

I never knew how far
From the truth I was
Until now

Love can never 
Compare to a butterfly
That flits so free

Riding on a current of air
Soaring, sweeping
With the easiest grace

That isn’t love
How could I not know that
Until now?

Love can never
Compare to the red
Color of romance

The maid of troubles
Carefree, uplifting
Roses and cherries

That isn’t love
I always thought it was
Until now

Love is not free 
Like a butterfly
Flying through the air with ease
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Love is my anvil
It weighs me down, 
It brings me back to earth

The sound of your voice
Turns me to lead
Though it’s worth it for you. 

Love is not romantic
Like the color red
That you always hated 

Love is spluttering
Makes me trip,
Makes me fall on my face

The sight of you in simple jeans
Turns my tongue to cardboard
Though it’s worth it for you. 

For you I don’t mind lead and cardboard
I would take any negative side effects
To hold you in my arms

Because although it’s not what I thought
Love is still–and always will be–
The greatest emotion ever

Especially when 
I’m with someone 
Like you
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I Still Love You

I still love you.

Even when the night is darkest,
Even when the wind is coldest,
Even when you can’t hear me,
Even when you push me away,
I still love you.

I swear I do, 
No matter how harsh my actions, 
I’m still hiding the fact
That I’m scared. 

Terrified. 

But—
I still love you.

Even if I say I don’t,
Even if I’m gone forever,
Even if you said you hated me,
Even if we weren’t a “we,”
I’d still love you.

I’m sorry for what I’ve said,
Done,
To make you cry.

But I promise
No matter what, 
Even a billion years from now, 

I’ll still love you.



= 102 =

Fairytales

Once upon a time 

is a fine beginning 
for fairytales 
and stories. But there 
is no once upon a time 
for us, only a 
seamless blending between the 
time before you and the 
time after you. 

We live in the grey space 
between then and now, 
mixing the black of then 
with the white of now 
into delicious tones 
of in-between. And 
it’s enough 
to make me believe 

everything before you 
was just leading 
me to you. 
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Yes, Please

I grew up picturing having a love 
like the one in the storybooks 
and movies. 
Where one of us would chase 
the other down at the airport, 
yelling, “Stop!” 
And then declare our love 
in the middle of the terminal 
breathlessly, 
before sharing that perfect kiss 
in front of everyone. 
Bestowing them 
with the beauty of our love.

I pictured my future proposal 
so 
many 
times 

that I wasn’t prepared when it slipped out 
between threadbare sheets, 
my nose tangled in your hair 
as I contemplated 
the grooves of your skin. 

I planned to redo it. 
Better. 
Romantic-er. 
But then 

it slipped out again 
while laying in the sun, 
twisting grass in our fingers 
and sharing dreams 
of the future. 
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I swore 
I would get it right 
eventually. 
And still 

it tumbled from my lips 
during that long night on the train, 
waiting out the cold hour 
before dawn 
with you your head on my shoulder. 

I’ve tried 
and failed 
more times than I know 
at perfection. 

Until I realized 
that the words always slipped out 
when I could see a future with you 
and wished for eternity. 

Until I realized 
that my misguided proposals 
were my way of saying, 
“Yes, please, forever.”
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Feathers of Hope 

I was coming for a visit
When I saw your angel today,
But when they noticed I’d caught them,
They quickly ran away.

In all the flurry and confusion,
They left behind a trace,
For they dropped a few of their feathers
As they vacated in haste.

So I gathered up the feathers,
And I pass them on to you.
So next time you feel alone,
Remember your angels with you.

A single feather brings healing, hope,
And freedom from despair.
Let these Feathers of Hope guide you,
And remember that I care.
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Green

A piece of life, 
a piece of time 
to hold in your hands. 

Watch it disappear 
and flake away, 
only to come again. 

The magic of life, 
cheerfulness. 

The arrival of spring, 
a stark contrast 
to cold white snow 
and dead brown leaves

A dream to imagine, 
a dragon’s scale, 
a mermaid’s tail. 

A frog sitting among the grass blades, 
waiting for a meal…
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Here for a Reason

The flower’s grown up big and strong.
It’s budding, lush, and green.
It hasn’t yet tried to bloom.
And it’s scared from what it’s seen.

It knew it hadn’t grown up yet,
Though it pretended that it had.
It’s easier to stay a child.
It doesn’t hurt so bad.

“What will I become when I bloom?”
The little flower said.
“I could be pink or yellow.
Or orange or purple or red.

“I could be a wide range of sizes.
I could be a wide range of shapes.
I could be a useless weed,
Or I could be a vine of grapes.

“Am I even useful?
Does anyone hold me dear?
Does anybody want me?
Why am I even here?”

I kneel beside the flower,
Take the bud in my hand.
I gently smile at it
As I crouch upon the land.

“You are here for a reason.
I can see your beautiful soul.
Don’t be afraid to blossom.
You’re about to become whole.
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“You’re amazing deep inside,
But you’ll have to bloom to see.
You were planted here for a purpose.
It’s just obvious to me.”

I stand up and I leave,
Knowing the flower will be well.
It will soon be blooming
At the tone of Nature’s bell.

But I know growing up is hard.
I’ll watch you as you grow.
If you ever need to talk,
I’m here, just so you know.

I want you to know how lovely
You really are to me.
It may not be obvious to you,
But it’s something I can see.

So take care of yourself,
And grow in your own way.
I want to see who you become.
I look forward to that day.
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Evolution of Love

Storge
Receiving love 
without worry about 
giving back 
all of myself 
or none, 
if that’s what I choose. 

Philla 
We may not be 
related by blood, but 
you are my family, 
and we are equals 
who would fight side by side 
and die together. 

Agape
Even if I don’t know you, 
I can love you 
deeply, selflessly. 
I can empathize 
with you and try 
to give you my everything. 

Ludus
Two butterflies flitting, 
fluttering through the sky. 
Hardly touching, 
yet close enough to think as one.
Playing, teasing, 
flirting. 

Eros
Wanting you, 
craving you. 
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Soaking up every inch 
of your beauty and being filled 
with irrational fire 
that may eventually consume me. 

Pragma
Deep understanding 
comes in the quiet of night 
when you aren’t looking. 
But I can feel 
our souls twisted together 
so tightly we never need to speak. 

Philautia
Loving you has shown me 
that I’m worthy of love. 
Worthy of you. 
Even though this love 
is often fleeting, 
it’s there. 
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Bright Happy 
Endings

Tell me a story 
with heroes and journeys 
of adventure and might 
in places that I’ll never see. 

Tell me a tale 
to wash the taste of this lifetime 
out of my mouth. 
Wrap all the endings up 
with a crisp red ribbon. 
Give all the characters the 
bright happy endings 

that we only know 
from conversations whispered 
in the dark 
under threadbare blankets 
as we promise each other 
“Tomorrow, tomorrow” 

for all eternity.
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Dishwashing  
Cuddles

Soapy water soaking into jeans 
with holes in the knees 
between giggles and lingering fingers 
caught on a waist, a shoulder, 
in hair. 

Dried cheese is stuck 
to the sharp bits of the grater 
and I’ve been scrubbing 
for five minutes straight, but 
I don’t care. 

This is what marriage is; 
little snatches of time 
where we make the everyday 
extraordinary 
simply by being together. 

Being happy.
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Microorganism

Our relationship is like that thing 
where we’re a tiny reflection 
of the entire universe. 
Or maybe the universe is 
a projection of us. 

Anyway, that’s what we are. 
I forget the word, but 
it starts with micro-something. 
Micro-something-ism. 

Well, whatever. That’s what we are. 
Our relationship is like the stars, 
expanding and growing every day, and 
even though we’ve learned so much, 
there’s still so much to learn. 
And that’s exciting.

It’s going to bug me though, 
that I can’t remember the word. 
Our relationship is a micro-something. 
You’re my microorganism. 

Do you mean microcosm? 

Yes. 
Thank you. 
Microcosm. That’s what I meant. 
Our relationship is a microcosm.
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Indigo

A pair of familiar old blue jeans, 
the midnight sky touching the sea, 
the binding on an ancient book. 

A wooly blanket 
to wrap around a sleeping child, 
hoping he dreams 
sweetly through the night. 

To stare at the sky, 
hoping a shooting star will appear, 
waiting lazily through 
the warm summer night.

Soft, 
smooth, 
silky. 

Dark and mysterious, 
but ever comforting and soothing.
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24/7

12am
Delaying Bedtime
Just one more minute to touch
Then I’ll sleep, I swear

1am
Darkness cloaks the house
Huddled under thick blankets
Toes meeting halfway

2am
Woken from nightmares
But anchored by a warm touch
Silent pure comfort

3am
Having dreams of you
Even when you’re beside me
I can’t pull away

4am
Alarm blares warning
Time to get ready or else
Five more minutes, please

5am
Let me skip today
I want to stay here with you
Where it’s comfortable

6am
Finally awake
Give me a quick kiss goodbye
I’ll be home later
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7am
Sleeping on the train
I love you, I’ll see you soon
Texting as comfort

8am
Stalling before class 
I’m already missing you 
Wishing for warm beds

9am
Thinking of you still 
At least tomorrow is ours 
Off to class I go

10am
What if I told you
I can see eternity
From within your eyes?

11am
I might feel panic
But then you are beside me
Making the world right

12pm
Give me cozy nights
Curled under a thick blanket
Never letting go. 

1pm
Knowing you chose me
Gives me something warm to hold 
On the coldest days

2pm
Is it still a phase
All these years from teenagehood?
They sure got us wrong. 

3pm
I feel so silly 
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Reciting cliche love poems
But you’re not cliche

4pm
I’m still not sure why
You would choose to love me, but
I trust your judgement

5pm
I could never hate
Your politics or gender
I love you for you

6pm
I’m still far away
Only one more class to go
Before I see you

7pm
I love the small things
Knowing that you thought of me
For just a minute

8pm
Let me see inside
Your wonderful brain and heart
Give me your writing

9pm
I want more warm days
With no schedules or deadlines
Just warmth and cuddles

10pm
Finally coming home
To the place where i feel safe
If only time flew

11pm
Trains don’t move quickly
Just keep thinking of warm hugs
Waiting for me there
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12am
The day is worth it
Even when I’m without you
We’re never apart
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Winter’s Song

The whisper of snowflakes falling on the ground,
Falling into your dreams, without making a sound.
Taking you back to days of sentimental bliss.
Enjoying the childhood you’ve begun to miss.
Covering the world, the white sands of time.
Turning the seasons, like a little bell’s chime.
Whispering to the wanderers that the time is up to roam.
There’s a time to journey, and a time to return home.
A snowflake on your face, a tender little kiss,
Takes you back to yesteryear, shows you what you miss.
Everything is clean, the world as a whole.
The winter’s gentle music puts a song in your soul. 
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I Wish, I Wish With 
All My Heart 

I wish I wish with all my heart,
That you and I would never part.
We’d climb a tree and touch a star,
And maybe find out who we are.

We’d leap from a mountain to the wind,
And find out where all rivers begin.
I’d ride all the way across the sea,
Upon the notes you sing to me.

Now shut your eyes and go to sleep.
Don’t be afraid and don’t make a peep.
Be enchanted by my little rhyme,
And perhaps we’ll meet in another time.
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Bend

I stepped off the bus into heat, the dry kind of heat 
that surrounds you and 
tries to choke you from the inside. 
I didn’t really care, because 
the sky was bluer than I’d ever seen, 
and you warned me 
about the heat anyway. 

There was something about the 
crummy motel and hours of walking 
that reminded me of when 
I first fell in love with you—dirt broke and happy. 

The city was covered in 
rust red, 
sandy gold, 
and accents of 
silvery green. 

Two days wasn’t enough 
for every shop downtown, 
but I tried anyway. 
I fell in love with the vintage treasures 
sparkling silver in the window,
the faded red paint on the dala horse

The heat was the perfect excuse for ice cream. 
Vanilla, mint chip, strawberry—it didn’t matter. 
Thick and perfect in a way that made you forget 
it was going to melt.

And the beer—! 
The beer was probably the first 
time I enjoyed it—cold and sharp, 
perfectly accenting the sharp cheddar of my macaroni. 
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I find myself wishing 
I was still there; 
wishing for the childhood you had 
in exchange for my own. 
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Second Chances

If we could meet a second time

It’d be here
                     and now

In this time and place.
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What Will the Final 
Petal Be? 

What will the final petal be? 
Or am I too afraid to see? 
Though I’ve picked off half the daisy, 
Now my mind is going crazy, 
And my vision is too hazy now to see. 
What will the final petal be? 
Why does the mirror look at me? 
I can tell you have a secret
One I fear that I’ll regret. 
What will the final petal be? 

What will the final petal be? 
Can I find out so easily? 
My mind is so unruly, 
And I cannot find out truly
In the midst of my patchouli fantasies. 
What will the final petal be? 
What scent is covering up for me? 
What big secret do I hide? 
What dark core resides inside? 
What will the final petal be? 

Love is like the wind. 
It goes where it wills. 
It dances to Earth’s end, 
And plays on windowsills. 
You cannot hold it back. 
You cannot make it go. 
The hardest thing to accept
Is that you may never know. 
You may never know. 
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What will the final petal be? 
I must regain my dignity. 
As much as I wish to hide
My questions must be satisfied
As I find the final petal... 
Is me. 
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If you liked 

...
This collection of poems offers an 
unflinchingly honest look into what it’s like 
to be transgender. This book takes the 
reader by the hand and leads them through 
the author’s journey from girl to man, 
showing an intimate look at what it’s like 
inside a transgender mind.

When the Ink Runs Dry is a short collection 
designed to inspire you quickly and send 
you back to work. Short stories, essays, 
poems, and visual typography are all 
interwoven together to stimulate both sides 
of your brain and get your creative juices 
flowing again. 

Take a journey back to your childhood, 
when all dreams were possible, and join our 
heroine on a dreamy adventure through 
the stars. So pick up your pens, pencils, and 
markers, and start dreaming.
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