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for all the lovers


who never fail


to stitch themselves


back together
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from the poet:


and love, to me, is this inescapable, destined ruination. it is the culmination of everything i’ve ever yearned for and everything i’ve ever feared. it is the bullet and the bandage. it is the beginning and the end. i would have died for it when i was younger. and now that i’m older, i think i always have been. with every hello and every goodbye. with every piece gained and every piece lost. bit by bit. and i let it.


oh god, i can’t help but let it.














love is a needle and thread


and i am the tapestry


it blends itself into me


it expands me


creating something better


every time i have outgrown it


every rip in the seams


carefully mended


love has made me into patchwork


i am sewn together


by a rainbow of threads


some thick


some thin


some strong


some frail


every stitch


a memory


of somebody


i once


knew


every knot


an echo


of somebody


i once


was














some of you will read this book and you will think i am beating the same dead horse, that i am digging up the same grave—the one i swore to have buried and walked away from all those years ago.


but this is not about just one person. it is about all of them. it is about all of them who whittled me down, who contorted me into something small or broken or angry. it is about the one who lied to me for months. it is about the one who gave me panic attacks because his version of events was so different from mine that i did not trust my reality. it is about the one who asked me to stick around until he figured out if he’d rather be with me or the girl he cheated on me with. it is about the one who tried to fuck my friend three days after we broke up and attempted to blame me for it. it is about all of them. each one who carved a mark into me.


so yes, i have buried them all. i have walked away from their tombstones and i have not looked back. this is not a rehashing.


but i have the marks still.


and some things, you cannot bury and leave behind.
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i.


first love is


the threading


of the needle


the beginning


of what will hopefully


be something


beautiful


you don’t know exactly


what it is you’re doing yet


but you’re ready to


create that first stitch
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i yearned for love when i was younger—


i was a romantic from the moment


i learned to read.


hopeless doesn’t even begin


to describe it.


i counted down the days


to the start of my first love.


i’d wonder what they’d look like,


imagine the cadence of their voice,


the feel of their hands.


i had many things to keep myself busy


in the meantime, of course,


but i was the first to raise my hand


as volunteer when love finally asked,


“who’s next?”


“me! oh, me!” i cried,


and oh, was i happy


when love picked


me.














finally. the hopeless romantic gets her romance.


if only she’d remembered the hopeless part.














there was something so meant-to-be about it. of course he was a writer just like me. of course he was a romantic at heart. of course he was misunderstood by everyone else. of course i was the only one who really got him.


it was all lining up to be so, so perfect. i couldn’t believe i’d been so lucky. i was completely convinced i’d gotten it right on the very first try.














you’re so beautiful


he’d tell me,


and it wasn’t the first time


i’d heard it


but it was the first time


it felt like it really counted














for our fleeting, precious moment,


the world seemed


to shine and shimmer


like never before.


has it always been this beautiful?


i wondered.


or is it him?


is our love the sunlight


through the trees


and the sweetness in the air?


and i believed it was.


of course i did.


wouldn’t you?














he was the


center


of my universe.


my sun;


the golden star


i orbited my days


around.


i was so happy to


spin and spin and spin


for him.


i would have basked


in his light forever


if i could have.














this is what it’s like to fall in love when you’re young:


you give them everything, because how could you not? being young and in love is an intoxicating feeling. it’s an addiction. the butterflies, the sparks, the adrenaline rush—you become hooked on all of it. you’d do almost anything to feel that way, anything to hold on to it for as long as possible. so when i talk about the people i loved when i was young—when i was thirteen, when i was sixteen–and i say, i gave them everything, i mean it. because that’s what you do when you’re young and love comes knocking at your door. you give it everything. you just don’t know any better.
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