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​THE REASON THAT SHE LOVED ME
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A 4,000-word tragic poem

I have tried, for years now, to place my trembling hands

around the single, fragile truth

of the reason that she loved me—

and every time I touch it,

it shatters like something made of quiet glass

and I am left holding

only the soft ache of memory,

the trembling echo of what once was,

the cold breath of what can never return.

Because love,

when it dies,

does not vanish.

It sinks.

It seeps.

It buries itself in the marrow

like a secret that refuses to sleep.

And she—

she was the kind of woman

who loved with the whole of her breaking,

with the whole of her haunted years,

with the wild, aching hope

that someone—maybe me—

could take the darkness out of her hands

and teach it to sleep.

I was never good at teaching anything to sleep.

I think the reason she loved me

wasn’t beauty or brilliance or promise.

It wasn’t destiny or magic or certainty.

It wasn’t because I was strong—

God knows I wasn’t—

or because I lifted her from the ground

and showed her the blue edges of the world.

No—

I think she loved me

because I was wounded in the same place

she was wounded.

I think she saw the tear in my chest,

that quiet, hidden fault line

no one else noticed,

and she recognized it,

the way two shadows recognize each other

on the wall of a burning room.

She saw that I was broken

exactly where she was broken

and for a moment—

for a brief, trembling moment—

our fractures aligned.

She used to tell me

that she felt safest beside me,

as if I carried a home inside my bones

that she could crawl into

when the world sharpened its teeth.

But I was never a home.

I was scaffolding.

Temporary.

Unstable.

Something that looked solid

until the wind came.

Still—

she loved me.

And sometimes, late at night,

when I lie awake with my hand on my chest

feeling the slow, exhausted beating of my heart,

I ask myself

if that was a kindness

or a cruelty.

Because love that arrives in tragedy

always ends in it.

And I remember one night—

the one I cannot forget—

when she curled up beside me,

her forehead pressed to my throat,

her breath shaking like someone praying,

and she whispered,

as if confessing a sin,

“I love you because you make the world feel less lonely.”

Less lonely.

Not safer.

Not brighter.

Not kinder.

Just less lonely.

And sometimes loneliness

is the most tragic reason to love someone at all.

She loved me

because her nights were darker than mine,
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