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to the tired souls searching for home—may you find it somewhere within these pages






foreword

A week before my eighteenth birthday, I vividly remember sitting on the floor of my mother’s washroom, the words tripping off my tongue. I had asked for her permission to get my very first tattoo. “Homesick. I want it done in my handwriting. Right here,” I said, pointing at the space along the bend of my left arm. I had penned a journal entry earlier that month in full detail about what being homesick felt like, and something about it felt closer to me than anything I’d ever written in the past. Having parents who divorced each other on two separate occasions, moving out of my childhood home where I’d spent seventeen years of my life, and desiring to attach myself to anyone who reciprocated with some form of affection, home was something that felt within arm’s reach—yet also so painfully intangible.

Madisen Kuhn’s stunning collection of poetry has an endearing way of reminding you that no matter how achingly distant the notion of home might feel, it’s a lot closer than you think. Knowing she spent most of her adolescence looking for comfort in temporary places makes you feel less alone and more reassured. Growing up, especially as a teenage girl, it’s easy to convince yourself that all the odds are stacked against you, and I marvel at how genuine Madisen puts those sentiments into words. You know that bittersweet feeling you get when listening to “Ribs” by Lorde while driving back home late at night? From the first poem in Almost Home to the very last, my heart filled with that same familiar nostalgic intensity.

To me this book is a gentle kiss on the forehead, a warm hug from an older sister, and a recognition that all beautiful things come from life’s uncanny imperfections. It’s an ode to celebrating the love you find within yourself, accepting the pain you spend so much time trying to suppress, and finding a way to turn that pain into something worth living for.

And in the mantra I know best: you will be reminded that you are your own home.

xo,

Orion Carloto
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homeless

i raised myself to be someone who has no roots at all. i did it to myself by never staying put, always jumping from place to place instead of embracing one home. i have no home at all. i am always wandering, always temporary, never knowing how long each stay will last. and i cannot grow as quickly as others when i am pruned. others who have steady sunlight and familiar soil. they have real friends, and a permanent family, and the coffee shop down the street that is always there. i have train tickets, and parking tickets, and parents who take turns making me cry, and google maps to help me navigate short-term return address cities. instead of feeling free, as wandering implies, i feel so incredibly trapped—locked out of a safe space that everyone else spent their adolescence building. mine was built on highways between broken homes. i look at the photos they share and wish someone had taught me how to swim with the tide. i began drifting before i knew what it meant.






repressed

if you are

like me

when you

were young

you were

taught that

tongues

should sleep

safely inside

filtered mouths

not dressed

in honesty

or pleasure

but rather

in delusion

in carefully

memorized

scripts

when

your bones

grow around

these limits

they break

a little

with every

breath

they form

in twisted

patterns

through

knotted

childhoods

into

corrupt

adulthoods

where

we must learn

what it

means to

unravel it all






i am tired

my blood feels thin

within my veins

i’ve never been inside a home

that smells like freshly baked muffins

and acceptance and truth

my walls have always

been made up of bone and grit

the paint peeling from

overhearing so many lies

i’m not sure the voices even notice

the tone of carelessness

that lines their mouths

or that i have spent years trying

to unlearn their brokenness

the toxins that leave

a waxy film over

everything

i am






subjective

i do not feel compassion

for the man who made me

learn what it means to survive

to come out the other side

with wounds that hide under

repressed skin, only to reveal themselves

as silence or black ice caught in

a flash of remembering

i do not wonder what made him this way

think, did his mother hug him enough

when i hear his voice echoing

in nightmares where i cannot scream

and my legs feel like lead

burdened by the weight of all this baggage

a torn-up suitcase

filled with bloodred bricks—

it does not meet the carry-on weight limit

and i cannot unpack it





[image: Image]





where do i go from here

there are ladybugs crawling all over my mother’s house

or maybe it’s my stepfather’s house

or my brother and sister’s house

it’s someone’s house, it’s not mine

the ladybugs are scaling the windowpanes

polka-dotted carcasses line the kitchen floor

the faucet is dripping

it has been for years

you dream of growing up in a house with

a fireplace in the living room

you forget that you might live there

with people who won’t fix it

instead, they grow cold

they throw cardboard boxes over the side of the front porch

and pungent trash bags into a rusting and dented trunk

the basement is unfinished, filled with dead mice

and pieces of my childhood that are easy to forget

the washer trembles when it’s off balance

it won’t stop till you rearrange the tangled sheets

there’s a yard full of untrodden grass

it looks so large and whole from the outside

but there are holes in the walls

the size of doorknobs and fists

i would really like to go home






crying through space and time

i feel close to myself

when i cry

when my shoulders shake

it feels familiar

and safe

i am nineteen again

crying on the train

going home after

kissing a boy who

couldn’t make me feel

safe

i am sixteen again

crying in my aunt’s basement

thinking that out of all the

temporary beds i’ve slept in

this one is the softest

i am twelve again

crying with

the door closed

listening to the familiar bellows

of a broken home

when i cry

i am the same person

i have always been

it is like i am saying to myself

i’m still here

i’m still here.






blooming in concrete

the bits of apple

between my crooked bottom teeth

remind me of all the homes i’ve lived in

or almost lived in

that have left a sweet but spoiled taste in my mouth

as they rot just under my nose

i have yet to find a place to rest my head

not a clean pillow or warm chest would welcome my cheek

but i have looked and obsessed and tried

i have tried

my fingers ache from all the golden knobs i’ve reached out to

just to have them slammed in the door

again and again and again andagainandagainandagain

the wide and narrow roads are lined with

quaint front porches and crooked mailboxes

they are bursting with life

sad ones and dramatic ones and unremarkable ones

gasping and pulsing and humming

but there is nothing suited for me

all the welcome mats have been flipped over

before i clear the front step

so i keep running my tongue over the bite of longing

in places i’d rather not be






when i’m alone / in a coffee shop / i find myself

when i’m alone

in a coffee shop

i find myself

daydreaming about strangers

and mourning the life i want

but will never have

one with the steadiness

of a close-knit family

to wrap around me

when i cannot

keep myself warm

one with a father

who is brave enough

to face his depth

one with a mother

who does not settle

for self-preservation

one where they both

love me more than

they love themselves






vanilla

i hope you revel in the normalcy

when you feel the sunrise on your skin

walking down a brick path

on your way to class

i hope you breathe in the morning

hold the ordinary close to you

like a life that almost didn’t happen

because for some of us
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