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whitney hanson is the author of home and climate. through whitney’s vulnerability and authenticity, she has connected with thousands of readers and adamantly believes that poetry is not a dead language; rather it is the key to unlocking true vulnerability, which leads to deeper connection with one another. whitney grew up in rural montana, and now she lives in south carolina.












for anyone who has outlived
someone they love
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though i am often in the depths of misery, there is still calmness, pure harmony and music inside me.


—VINCENT VAN GOGH












introduction


there are never enough words.


whenever i complete a book i always feel it is a bit unfinished. it is a challenge to squeeze all my feelings and experiences into the binding. the story in these poems was more challenging to tell than any other i have explored. no matter how many poems i completed, no matter how much i revised and rearranged, i still felt like i couldn’t do it justice.


eventually, i had to accept that the story was never going to feel finished. when i think about it now, it seems appropriate that i should feel so unsatisfied with a book written about grief. there is nothing more inconclusive than the feeling after you lose someone you love. there is nothing easy about misplacing a piece of yourself.


so, this is my message to you. i hope that in these pages you find a friend. i hope that you feel a little less lonely. i hope you find some peace. but if you reach the end, and your heart is still a bit broken, know that it is normal to feel that there are never enough words.
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mel·o·dy


a rhythmic succession of single tones organized as an aesthetic whole


a single note echoed out into the universe


you


at the very beginning of your story


loud and unafraid


now imagine your entire life


each moment a single note in the song


each rise and fall in the music


each breath between notes


each element of the beauty


this is your melody


a string of notes


dancing along the pages of your life


the composition of you


you begin with hope. the kind that is unwavering, untouched by the hands of heartache. please, clasp that hope between your palms as tightly as you can. as if you are a child and there are fireflies trying to escape your fingers. and when it becomes dark, because it will, peer between your pointer finger and your thumb and remember that there is light.


little one,


don’t ever let the word sensitive be used as a weapon against you. keep your heart soft and spirit gentle. it is a gift to break even for the moth in the spider’s web or the bird with broken wings.


a three-word question


who are you?


it is so easy for me.


i simply list everything i love


from the stars


to the sun


to the feeling of the wind in my hair


when i run


it is simple


i am everything i love


and that is enough


it is summer. i am 10 years old, running through sprinklers in my backyard, and my biggest concern is how cold the water feels when it hits my sun-kissed skin.


little one,


you built a sandcastle on the beach


you didn’t worry about the tide washing it away


i envy you a bit


what is it like to create so carelessly?


what is it like to assume everything will stay?


what is it like not to worry that a change in the tide might


take everything you love away?


the snow is not snow


it is an opportunity to build a fortress


the grass is not grass


it is an opportunity to run barefoot


the clouds are not clouds


they are an opportunity to imagine


the river is not a river


it is an opportunity to swim


the music is not music


it is an opportunity to dance


you are awake but you pretend to be asleep so someone will pick you up and carry you to bed. you sink into the warm blankets, your favorite nightlight casting a soft glow on your head. this is how the end of the day is meant to feel.


soft and gentle and safe.


on windy days


i spread my arms


and close my eyes


and if i concentrate hard enough


i begin to fly


catch the leaves in autumn


go outside when it rains


watch thunderstorms at night


build blanket forts


pick wildflowers


admire rocks and seashells on the beach


collect all the simple treasures


the world has to give


little one,


love is simple for you


i’m sorry that i call you naive


i don’t think you’re naive


i think i’m jealous


you are far better at love


than i could ever be


notice the sounds of a busy house


music in the kitchen


tv in the living room


the sound of your sibling’s laughter


spilling out the open door in the hall


soak it all up


because one day


you’ll be on your own


wondering where


the laughter


disappeared to


they say when you grow up in a burning house you think the whole world is on fire.


i didn’t grow up in a burning house. i grew up in a house where we hid the fire. i grew up in a house where everyone was secretly burning on the inside, but we didn’t dare speak of it. i grew up in a house where we wore our armor like a badge of honor and pretended that nothing ever hurt us. for so long i thought it was only me who felt like i was deteriorating from the inside.


now i put my flames on paper. because i need you to know that there are others whose fires are kept inside like a scorching secret.


i will not let you burn alone.


my favorite trees to climb


are the weeping willows


they are the only ones


i feel truly understand me


to the souls born into this world


with a somber nature


to the people who are more like rain clouds


than rays of sunshine


to the children


of the weeping willows


they only reject you because they fear you


they only fear you


because you make them


feel something


your rain clouds are not your weakness


they are your superpower


i am passionately blue


i’m so lonely


not like i’m missing someone who left


more like i miss


a part of me i’ve never had


duet: a composition for two performers


i lived in the dark


not figuratively


i lived miles and miles from the city in a place where you


almost feel you could touch the stars if your reach your hand


up


what a wonderful beginning


the stars were my first best friend


you were my second best friend


i think you rivaled the stars


meeting you


was like putting


the last puzzle piece


in place


you will meet people who pull you


the way the ocean pulls the tide


you will find hearts


that feel cozy next to yours
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