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For anyone who has ever been referred to as “absentminded”—

I know your mind was exactly where it needed to be at the time.






INTRODUCTION

I hope when you read this book…

You remember an emotion you forgot about. I hope it hurts your feelings and mends them all at once. I hope the mention of mid-November makes you feel haunted in ways that are both good and bad. I hope the pages about grey days and wet sidewalks make you think of someone in particular. I hope you’ve forgiven them. I hope reading this book feels like waking up from a nap in the dark, alone in your room, your nose cold from a cracked window you forgot to close. I hope it makes you think of the smell of your childhood home, and the way your bare feet feel on a warm summer sidewalk. I hope it makes you realize how much you’ve been through, how many of your fears will never come true, and how you’ve already survived all the ones that have. I hope it helps you escape to a simpler time, and I hope it makes the hard times seem a little easier, if only for a moment.

Mostly, I hope it makes you remember.

I hope you remember all of it.



I also hope you like poetry… because if not, I’ve got some bad news for you.






LOVING
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There’s going to be a last time you ever cry about them

There’s going to be a last time you’re driving in the rain

And you get that empty feeling in your throat

And your eyes start to fill

There’s going to be a last time

And you won’t know that it is

The sky will be the color of the sky

And the ground the texture of the ground

Time won’t freeze

The world will spin on and on

And you will have just cried about them

One last time

Trains will stay on their tracks

The sun will still rise in the morning

The moon will still hang in the sky; it just won’t be done by them

And they will still cross your mind from time to time

But not in waves that are so forceful that you don’t stand a chance

Not in tornados and hurricanes and earthquakes

Just in grey clouds and gentle showers

Wounds have no choice but to heal eventually

And you will find something else to cry about

But it won’t be them
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We will always be young in each other’s minds

And that makes the love we lost

A far more beautiful sentiment

When I think of you, you are twenty-something

You are unsure about your life

About me

You have so much time to decide about both, and you do

I’m not sure which life you chose

But I do know you didn’t choose me

And that is the moment that we froze in time

And in real life, as the grey in our hair becomes more prominent

And we give the best of ourselves to new people

And start to feel like time is moving too fast

I find solace in knowing that the only version we’ll ever know of each other

Is band T-shirts and cheap cigarettes

Late nights and early mornings

Caring about stuff that neither of us would care about now

Being broke but having time to figure it out

Being sad but young so it felt more normal

The version of you I know feels like a breath of fresh, cold air

Wet sidewalks

A romance that felt like a secret even though everyone knew

Exciting, vibrant, and youthful

Carefree and excited

A time when being unsure wasn’t a life sentence, it just meant we had time

We hadn’t laughed enough yet for the lines to find a permanent home on our faces

When I think of you I’ll see

Your quarter-life mindset

Your halfway-in-halfway-out-the-door heart

And your full potential laying itself out like a yellow brick road right in front of you

And I see you start on that path without me

And you never even turn back to see if I’m still watching

If you looked back now I wouldn’t be there, but I stayed a while

I did

We will live on forever to each other

Young

And on the days when my back hurts

And my face changes

And the number of candles on my cake gets too large

To even bother lighting them all in the first place

I pay a visit to your memory

To our memory

Where I will never grow old to you

And you will never grow old to me

And we will never grow old with each other

And it is the most ambivalent feeling

To ever exist
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I thought about you today

I used to think about you every day

There was a time I didn’t have to think about you

Because you were just there

And now you’re not

When you cross my mind it’s never fleeting

You always stay a while

So I guess some things never change

You treat my memory like you did my parents’ house

My passenger seat

My caller ID

My side every single time I needed you on it (and even the times I didn’t)

You linger in my mind like you lingered in those places

The perfect amount of time

I remember the very first time we talked to each other, like it didn’t even matter

That’s the thing about friendships like ours

A no-pressure situation, an eternal sense of ease

The definition of the difference between forced and a force

We were a force to be reckoned with

When I think of you on days like today

I picture you God knows where doing God knows what

Making new memories with new people

Learning new things and seeing new places

And becoming someone new that I won’t ever truly know

At least not like that

But I have the benefit

The superpower

The absolute most sincere pleasure

Of knowing the you that you were

With me

The unreleased version, the outtakes, the movie we love that no one else has seen

Even though we both relentlessly quote it and refer to it as the best film of all time

I thought about you today

And I probably won’t think about you tomorrow

But I will think of you again and again until my brain gets too old to think anymore

I want to say I’m sad about it but I’m not

We stayed at the party together as long as we could

The last ones there

Dancing so hard we didn’t have time to notice our feet hurting

Or that we took different rides home

And by the time I looked back you were gone

I hope you got home safe
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I hope when you think

Of the way you used to speak to me

Your whole body freezes

And you feel bad

I hope when I cross your mind

You’re yelling

And I’m crying

You’re stomping

And I’m sinking

And it makes you mad

And not the mad you’re used to

Or the kind you can’t control

The kind you feel when you see

Everything that you had

I hope the guilt eats at you

The way you did to me

’Cause the movie of those years we spent

Is just so sad

I still think about it

And I wonder if it’s heavy

While you carry all the trust that

I cannot get back

I didn’t even want a lot

I just wanted kindness

And I’ll never know why that

Was just so much to ask

I hate how I’d defend you

To everyone you’d meet

Like you were a nice guy

Some real great catch

And even though it took a lot

To leave and cut the ties

And walk away

I hate that you’re still living in my past

Now I tell the story

With the triumphant ending

And even though I walked

I still feel not enough

And I don’t wish the worst for you

I hope that you succeed

All the while feeling

The remnants of me

In your gut

Remember saying that you loved me

So you could get what you wanted

Then taking it back

And calling me a slut

And I think the very worst

Is that I took the pain and anger

And remorse and constant sadness

And I called it love
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It would’ve taken me a long time

To know what love feels like

If I hadn’t loved you

When I think about first love

The first person that makes you press your back into the wooden door in your bedroom

And silently cry all the way down to the floor

I don’t know what that feels like because you loved me

I know what it feels like because I loved you

I was buried in avalanches while you waited for snow that never came

I prepared for apocalypses and you didn’t even lock your door at night

I wrote novels and you didn’t like to read

You didn’t love me

I loved you

And that is how I learned

What it feels like to love

And you what it feels like to be loved

So at least we both learned something
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Sometimes I have to stop for a moment in disbelief

To come to terms with the fact

That you and I are not close friends anymore

We’re actually not friends at all

It’s funny how when you learn about love you learn about family and you learn about partners

But you don’t learn that much about how deeply you’re capable of loving your friends

How a piece of you can die with a friendship

Just like pieces of you can die with the kind of heartbreak that is normalized

And talked about all the time

You and I used to talk every day

From morning to night

You and I shared an eerily similar personality

So many moments of “Please don’t say anything” until we stopped bothering to use that preface

Because you and I shared so much trust

We shared clothes

We shared beds

We shared hours and days and weeks and years

We shared lipstick in bathrooms

We shared a very mutual and deep-rooted care for each other

We shared silence so comfortably

But I guess we still do that

And I hope we still share a similar belief that all of that was real

They say all good things come to an end

And we were a good thing that came to an end

We’re not close friends anymore

We’re not friends at all
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I only miss you on the sad days and the grey days

The days when I’m alone at sea and calling out a mayday

I miss you when I wake up in the middle of the night

When no one’s at the airport after I get off a flight

I miss you when the steering wheel is freezing on my hands

I miss you when the concert ends after I see the band

I miss you when I smell the rain through my cracked bedroom window

I miss you in my doorway; not sure I would let you in, though

But I never find myself missing you in the sun

Or on the really good days, or when I’m having fun

When I’m laughing with my friends or I’m content or skies are blue

I find it kind of funny that I’m never missing you

’Cause all my favorite people they remind me of the day

But when the sky is lit up my brain wishes you away

So maybe it’s a sign—some kind of writing on the wall

If I were never sad

I wouldn’t think of you at all
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There is a recipe for getting over someone

It’s long-winded

And lacks simplicity

And there’s always a bunch of preamble before you get to the good part

The kind that has you saying to yourself

“Why is this so long? Just tell me what I need to do”

And once you get past the part you don’t care for

Or want to know about

Or have any interest in understanding

You get your list of ingredients and instructions

And this recipe is tedious

Lengthy

Difficult

Salty

And will be worth the effort in the end… it should be, anyway

It starts with a cup of denial

A fistful of sadness

A few tablespoons of anger

A piece of you that you don’t get to have back

And you have to let that marinate for a while or it just won’t turn out properly

Once you think that’s finished

Add a pinch of regret—not too much, though, and only if you want

It’s more of a preference

A bit of confusion, to taste

And a surprising amount of realization that you’re actually going to be okay

More than you’d ever think to add, actually

A quarter cup of courage (you’ve got lots to spare, don’t worry)

A pinch of satisfaction

A trace of emptiness

You won’t taste it in every bite; just every now and then you’ll get a hint of it

But you won’t mind it when you do for some reason

And once you’re all done, you can bake it for as long as you want

At whatever temperature you need it to be

And you might hate the way it tastes

You might feel like all that work was for nothing, but you will try again

Change a couple of things

And make it work for you
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