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to my friends, who have always listened to my stories


to gerald, who helped me stay alive to see the end of this chapter




this collection comes with


the following content warnings.


please be safe.


read at a healthy pace.


talk with your loved ones.


take what you need.


leave the rest.


mental health conditions


suicide/suicidal ideation


self-harm


sexual assault


gun violence


violence against poc


brief mentions of body dysmorphia


brief mentions of drug/alcohol use


+ other tough topics





preface


i have never been anything


but a paper girl.


something to tear into pieces.


something to burn.



preface (ii)


paper girls


can cut back.





longing and the tenderness that frays you


(is the grief more painful than the wanting?)




a world with no bottom


the way the sky crawls over the sea


the way what’s big will always smother


the way we sprint after our breath


the way there is no overtaking what empties us


the way all roads lead back to the tearstained bathtub in your mother’s house


the way the floorboards are stained from how it always spills over


the way the taste of your becomings is always behind your tongue


the way your throat is cracked from trying to spit the old you out


the way you cut your teeth on homing shadows


the way the darkness has followed you ever since


the way tomorrow grips you


the way you have never let go


the way nothing


ever


really


ends



my chest is full


i was told to write about you


in less than five lines


and i am once again reminded


how much space


you take up



picasso


you created a version


of me that carved away


my insides


and painted my heart


a bruised clock.


parts of me scattered on the canvas.


i have become less


home to love and more


shell to fill


and i can’t forgive you for


turning me into another memory to frame


on your wall of


paper girls.


i don’t know if i should call you


an artist or


a butcher,


but either way


i’m empty now.



the fairy tale becomes a memory


now that you’re gone,


i reach inside my chest


to cling to the pieces of you that made


a home inside me.


i hold my breath


because i’m afraid of losing what’s left of you


in an exhale.


now that you’re gone,


my face is wrinkled from clenching my eyes shut


to try to get a glimpse of your memory.


to see the way you left me.


they always say the best way to move on


is to go through,


but i didn’t know i would ever have to


do this without you.


not knowing what could be is worse than


remembering what was.


all this to say, i miss you. and i don’t know why forever wasn’t in our story.


but i’ll reread the old chapters anyway just to pretend, if only for a moment,


we got our ever after.



heartbreak survival guide


1. it’s going to get worse. it’s going to get worse. it’s going to feel like they left you all over again every time you inhale. exhale. inhale. they’re still gone. they’re still gone. they’re still gone.


2. don’t reread the love letters. don’t burn them either. they’re your grandchild’s first fairy tale. an instruction guide to your next lover. a reminder that you survived.


3. you’ll regret texting them if you do. i miss you only sounds like song lyrics when there’s music playing. they are a badly strung violin.


4. tell everyone. don’t hide your broken. shout from the rooftops that you’re bleeding. get emergency surgery. resuscitate in 3-2-1 … detach yourself from the burden of silence. they did not take your voice when they left.


5. remember the clichés. it will pass. this is the hardest part. nothing lasts forever. sit in your lonely and make a crown out of it. deem yourself royalty and look into a mirror. look at your kingdom. you built this body. no person can crumble it. fill in the cracks. start again.
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home


the midwest held nothing but tornadoes, blizzards,


and you.


each one of those took the breath out of me.


left my heart homeless.


left me digging through the wreckage


trying to find a way out of this mess.


left me realizing there was no way to take the girl out of the


disaster that made her.


but still, i find myself admitting


i would do it over and over and over again.


i would take shelter every day if it meant


getting to spend another second


in the country


with you.
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(3) missed calls


hey, it’s me. which, that’s obvious, but since i’m having a hard time remembering what your voice sounds like, maybe you’ve forgotten the sound of mine? anyway, i called to tell you i still wear your new york t-shirt sometimes. my new lover says i must love new york, and i say no, i love the people. i have the journal you gave me too. i wrote our last conversation in it. i wrote one word to a page to help it last a little longer. i’m rambling now. i called because i walked by a man who smelled like you. or maybe it was your ghost. either way can you call me back? i promise i’ll answer this time.



sacrifices


i would bleed out for you over and over again.


i know it’s not healthy, but i would.


i would empty my veins to show you there’s room for you here in my body.


a place we call sanctuary.


we become martyrs because


there is always something bigger to believe in.


i wish i had known that before


i followed you.



prayers for a gone girl


i am restless for the way you want me. i don’t know how else to say this, but to wrap it around your throat and choke you with it. and i don’t mean to be rough, but my mother always said the best way to ripen a lemon was to apply pressure. that holding on tight meant they were just too afraid to lose what’s left. i want you, i want you, i want you, but you keep saying that yearning for a disappearing act is the most violent suicide. that you cannot keep wanting a girl who dances with a reaper or a lover who does not hold herself at the end of a long night.


and i’m sorry. i know i am screaming to you from the grave. you cannot hear me if i am a ghost. me wanting to end my life makes you crave a world in which you never knew a sad girl to begin with.


all this to say, i love you. i really fucking love you. my brain is my heart’s cancer and i dissolve into myself when you say my name. and i know it’s there when you fall asleep. the version of us you’ve always wanted us to be. seeing every thunderstorm as a reason to take shelter inside each other’s stomach. making friends with the butterflies.


i just need you to admit that you want me, want me, want me. and i don’t want you to blame it on the yearning.



two truths and a lie:


1. certain birds remind me of the way you’d sing. a low hymn that got faster as you smiled through tomorrow’s melodies.


2. i don’t like birds anymore. they’re loud and bothersome and don’t know when to stop singing, singing, singing. they’re awful communicators when you think about it.
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