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i know you didn’t mean it, girl—

maybe the wind meant it, or the house that kept shifting its knees,

or the lamp that learned how to flicker like a stammering saint.

maybe the night meant it, all bricked up with moths and their papery vows.

but you—your hands were so careful,

little ambulances with sirens off,

sliding over the wreckage without waking it.

just let me feel something at all—

even if it’s the shadow of a bell after it has been rung,

even if it’s the echo of a door closing six streets away,

even if it’s the cough of a match that never learned how to stay lit.

my heart keeps putting on its coat, keeps taking it off,

a coat rack of seasons, a revolving foyer of maybe.

it’s silly, i know, but somebody has to mother the maybe.

whiskey and gin sit on the counter like two tired brothers

who drove all night and still missed the exit.

i keep them company. i tell them old stories:

how i used to run toward music the way dogs run toward the sea,

how a prayer once opened like a fist and released a single coin of heat,

how you laughed with both shoulders,

how my name sounded when you wore it.

inside out—

that’s how i go everywhere now:

the lining of the sky exposed,

tags itching the horizon, seams like silver scars

all the way down the day’s blue undershirt.

i am the pocket where lint remembers it was once a sweater;

i am the loose thread that refuses the dignity of being cut.

i know you didn’t mean it, girl—

not the way puddles don’t mean to mirror the moon,

not the way glass doesn’t mean to keep birds ignorant of walls.

you said the word that opened all the windows,

and the wind ran through the house wearing your perfume.

the curtains applauded, and i believed it was for me.

i believed what gentleness can do when it wants to be a storm.

just let me feel something at all—

i’ll take the small coins:

draft beneath a closed door, a radio in the next apartment

teaching a dying language to its last two syllables,

the half-warm tea, the heat ring it leaves,

the way the spoon leans against the rim,

as if even metal needs a place to rest.

whiskey says: remember.

gin says: rearrange.

i pour them both and become a congress of thorns.

on my tongue, they vote yes to whatever hurts elegantly.

their ballots tally in my ribs until my ribs become the tally.

i am a city of referendum scars;

every question ends in a bruise where the answer lived briefly.

some nights the mirror forgets to be glass and becomes a pond.

i skim myself for stones and tell them to skip—

one, two, three—

and then i sink because i said my own name

in the wrong order, because i tried to smile with old teeth.

the walls listen. they were once trees;

they know the grammar of weather and waiting.

i walk the room. the floorboards sing their arthritic hymn.

each step is a modest church where nothing gets forgiven,

only catalogued, labeled with patient handwriting:

jar of would-have-beens,

box of almosts,

shelf of cleanly folded alibis.

i dust what i can. dust is very forgiving—

it loves everything equally.

i know you didn’t mean it, girl—

your apology was a paper kite that got caught on the steeple.

i watched it flutter and i forgave the wind for wanting it.

sometimes meaning is just a costume sorrow wears

to get into the party without an invitation.

you didn’t mean it, but your leaving learned how to talk,

and it has been talking to me in the voice of silverware ever since.

just let me feel something at all—

let the elevator arrive already, let the rain choose a window to write on,

let the headline be about crows rescuing a lost city,

let the clerk at the corner store say my name and get it right,

let a bus stop sigh when i sit—

the bench and i, two tired belts holding up a night.

i want even the small ache of exact change handed back warm.

whiskey and gin, the council convenes:

they drag tide-maps across the table,

take attendance of my tenderness,

circle the date where i promised to quit

and underline it twice like a teacher with red water.

i make no argument. i am not the lawyer of my own throat.

i am only the witness of a candle rehearsing its grief for the match.

inside out—

doctors call it the heart’s bad habit: turning the pocket of the chest

to empty out lint, a ticket stub, two breath-mints, a dull nail.

i call it faith. i call it the cathedral of otherwise.

who else will believe the sun is a wound that learned to shine?

who else will keep the porch light on for the moth named rumor?

my hands learn to cup what can’t be held—

light, ash, the soft roast of your old laughter.

there’s a town where nobody says goodbye; they just walk slower.

i dream of moving there, paying rent with bottle caps,

weaving fences from radio wire and nettles.

every porch has a chair with a name:

regret, mercy, finally, again.

i sit in finally. it complains but bears my weight.

from the street a trumpet tries to tuck a cry back into its brass.

i know you didn’t mean it, girl—

and anyway, meaning is a sly bird, a sleeve of feathers flown off the arm.

we hunt it with nets of maybe and come home with wind.

i didn’t mean to make you a map; i didn’t mean to be a country.

but you are where my passport keeps opening to,

page with the stamp of rain, the visa of your silhouette.

customs waves me through and the guards are all moths.

just let me feel something at all—

let the seam rip. let the city admit its secret river.

let night place its hand on my neck like an old barber.

i’ll pay in stories. i’ll tip with sleep.

i’ll tell you the one about the boy who swallowed a compass

and could never again lie about north,

even when love offered him a gentler direction.

whiskey and gin, you truthful liars,

make a lantern of my mouth.

float it down the hall where the doorframe waits like a shy moon.

i will follow, slow as forgiveness, fast as rumor,

and each room will ask for a password i no longer know.

so i will hum the little tune the ice cubes make

when they confess they are temporary.

inside out—

i turn the calendar like a glove,

wear the past on the outside so the future can stay clean.

i walk to the window and practice not asking for a sign.

even the streetlight hums a domestic hymn.

a moth arrives, the same age as the first fire.

we understand each other—

both of us believers in hot, unwisely.

i know you didn’t mean it, girl—

and i’m an old orchard beneath a frost advisory,

blossoms like tiny mouths calling for a mother named spring.

if mercy has a ladder, let it lean on my ribs.

let it climb and hang a garment there—

a coat of ordinary warmth,

pockets full of tomorrow’s loose buttons.

just let me feel something at all—

not the opera, not the marching band—

just the small drum of a sparrow’s insistence in the gutter,

just the courthouse of my pulse adjourning softly.

i am tired of arguing the case against silence.

today i set a chair for it.

today i invite it to look through my drawers as long as it likes.

whiskey and gin keep minutes.

their handwriting slants toward the night.

they write: he said her name the way rain says the syllables of earth.

they write: he learned to listen to clocks with his eyes closed.

they write: a bruise is a museum ticket that doesn’t expire.

i sign the ledger. i leave a tip of light.

i thank the bartender for keeping my ghosts from loitering.

inside out—

i show the moon my hems, my stray threads, my laundry pinned to the ribs.

i tell it, look, i wore this sorrow without a coat.

the moon, that patient tailor, nods;

it knows a seam by heart, it knows where to hide the knot.

it snips nothing. it lets me walk with my bit of unravel—

enough to keep me honest, not enough to make me fall.

i know you didn’t mean it, girl—

so i make a garden that forgives trampled paths.

i seed it with jokes i never told,

with apologies that took too long to learn to walk,

with a single brass key to a house i keep refusing to leave.

sunrise comes by bus, cheap and punctual,

and day opens the blinds like a locksmith at prayer.

just let me feel something at all—

and here it is: the bread warming under a clean towel,

the knife choosing mercy, the plate choosing to be round,

the chair choosing not to complain when i lean.

when i breathe, the stove’s blue tongues nod,

yes, yes, yes,

and i say it back, a litany of small treaties.

whiskey and gin witness this simpler country: water.

a glass of it shines with the old courage.

i drink and inside me a herd of deer unlearns the gunshot.

the room grows a backbone, the mirror grows a landscape,

and i know the door will open because doors mean it even when we don’t.

i set the bottles gently back on their shelf.

i thank them for escorting me to the border.

inside out—

i flip my shirt, i show the stitching of the day,

a tidy surgery of thread where grief installed its zipper.

i pull it up and down, practicing the afternoon.

the window offers me a coat of weather—

i wear it like a rumor that turned out kind.

on the street, buses write psalms with their brakes.

somewhere a dog invents a new word for stay.

i know you didn’t mean it, girl—

and i, who meant everything too loudly,

am learning to mean things the way a fern means green,

quietly, by simply doing it again each morning.

i will build a season out of ordinary errands,

buy fruit, overpay the future with small sweetness,

let my name ride home in the paper bag with the pears.

just let me feel something at all—

and let it be this:

the first bite into the day, grainy and lit from within,

juice looking for my wrists,

my mouth blessing the mess.

i’ll mop the floor with yesterday’s newsletter,

i’ll hang the rag on a chair and call it art.

whiskey and gin watch from their shelf like constellations.

i salute them the way sailors salute storms after the shore is found.

i am not cured. i am not broken open anymore either.

i am a field after the circus has moved on—

a few tent-stakes left like metal dandelions,

footprints learning to be grass again,

a ring of light where the lions once rehearsed their gentleness.

inside out—

i turn the pockets of this new hour and find

lint that looks like clouds, a coin warm as a small moon,

and a folded note i must have written in my sleep:

it says, be tender with the door. it is tired of being dramatic.

so i open it softly. i step through like a rumor explained.

the hallway is just a hallway again, the morning is merely morning,

and my heart—my heart is a room with the chairs put back.

i know you didn’t mean it, girl. i know.

and i forgive the grammar of accident, the syntax of drift.

i keep one photograph: not of you leaving,

but of the light you left in the kitchen,

how it sat in the sink and made the water look like yes.

i drink that yes when the hours go thin,

and it warms the edges of my name.

just let me feel something at all—

today i choose the something that doesn’t argue,

the something with a soft grip and a clean breath.

i put it in my chest where the old bell used to hang.

i ring nothing. still, the birds come.

they build a small nest between my ribs,

and i promise not to move too quickly.

whiskey and gin do not object.

their work is complete for now; they nap in their glass constellations.
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