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to the ones who still wish on expired stars


to the dandelions that have been blown away


to the dreams that will only ever be dreams
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where hope lives


there is a place i


dream of often,


a place where i take


up more space,


don’t walk as off,


purse my lips as if


no worries fill my head,


look people in the eye and


crack a smile out of cement,


a place where light comes from


somewhere other than the sky.



overanalyzing


why do i always seem


to read welcome signs


on doors that


remain locked?



the first step


i suppose i do not write to forget you


but rather to remind myself


why i need to.



i grab two, just in case


there are not enough


fortune cookies or shooting stars


to reassure me that love


will play out nice for me.



iridescent


we rode that bus in silence.


lights flashed after a stop


that wasn’t ours and we


glanced at each other three times


before it went dark.


you ran off at your stop


in the middle of the


pouring rain.


i always caught your eye


but didn’t catch a name.



through the tunnel


holding my breath


when you walk by,


i’ll take my breath away


before you can.
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reserved


how could i risk getting too close


to those lips when we both know


they belong to someone else?



vacancy


fate is a two-way street and i keep drifting


into the other lane, blowing through


the stop signs and every red light.


i must be turning down all the wrong roads.


i must be walking out of the same door, empty-handed.


the christmas with no gifts.


the birthday with no candles.


the new year’s with no kiss.



favorites


i can’t wait to tell


someone all of my


favorite things,


movies and books


and places to sit,


paintings and fruits


and cities to visit,


tell them about


my life before twenty


and all my biggest


dreams, all the art


i wish to see, and


hope they never leave.



uncertainty


flush my cheeks and shoot a risk


with a smile from across the room.


leave a napkin with a number


stained with hope and a chance.


the waiting is so long for a call


that will never come. head down


with my back against the wall.


i would rather have you say no


than to never know at all.
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wasting the waiting


if it is meant to be


it will happen,


but i wish it did not


have to take this long


for me to wait and see


if it would become something


that it was never going to be.



rapunzel cuts her hair


i never understand why


i plan so far ahead for something


that is not in clear view.


creating fantasies and expectations


of a prince who has not saved me yet,


his horse going in the wrong direction


while i’m trapped in the tower of my mind,


waiting for someone to stop by.



empty-handed


i’m standing in the middle of a crowded


place and my hands sway in vacancy.


strangers fumble through vinyls and CDs,


stare at my lonely, and i can’t wait to leave.


see how my friends have found hands to hold


while mine swing patiently


and i imagine, just once, a love that would


reach out for them, or even wait for me.



mystical mournings


cupid’s bow does not


shoot stars anymore,


only eyes i cannot catch


and names that will


never taste my lips.



could i have just one more memory?


it is a choice to think about you still,


to have the past packed up in


the attic of my mind, a reminder


that some things will never leave.


and i believe storing you in thoughts


may continue to be an excuse to call this love


before a new season breezes through my window.


i won’t stop looking through old frames


until i find new pictures to put in them.
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muscle memory


i told you there were too many versions of far away


that needed to be put in place so i could move on without


somehow taking you with me.


when people asked about us, or how i was doing,


i swallowed swords. i said i was doing fine when i was


far from it. i said we talked less. spoke of you in the


past tense, as if there were a funeral they had missed.


you are more alive than ever, but i have been trying to kill


the idea of you. a big, beautiful machete and infatuation


to set on fire, but i forget to mention how you continue


to sit crisscross applesauce inside my pocket. i grab you
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