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This book is about waiting.

Not the romantic kind or not only. The romantic kind is the surface. Underneath is something most of us have practiced without naming it: the postponement of becoming, disguised as devotion.

The narrator waits for someone. You will not learn much about that someone. No face, no voice, no biography. This is deliberate. The beloved in this book was always more architecture than person, a structure the narrator built to stand between himself and the life he was afraid to enter alone.

The form follows the psychology. Early chapters are formal, controlled, almost dignified in their sonnets. By the final chapter, the poems are six lines. The language has been stripped of everything it was hiding behind.

If you recognize yourself in these pages, that recognition is the book working as intended.

If you don't wait. You will.

“The knock never came

because no one was outside.

And yet the waiting shaped the entire house.”
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CHAPTER ONE
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THE CERTAINTY OF ARRIVAL

— Rational hope. —
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Prose

The room is ready.

I say this without vanity. I say it the way a person announces a table set before company arrives, with a kind of practiced calm that is only possible when one believes, completely, that the company is coming.

The chair across from mine has been positioned at the angle I imagined you would prefer. Not directly opposite, which can feel confrontational. Slightly to the side. Welcoming but not demanding. I worked it out over several evenings, shifting it a few degrees each night until something in me settled and said: there. That is the angle for someone I have not yet seen arrive.

The window ledge is clear. I cleared it in the autumn, the small ceramic pot that had accumulated dust, the paper I had been meaning to read, the phone charger coiled like a waiting question. All of it moved. The ledge is bare now so that if you arrive in the afternoon, the light will come through without obstruction, and there will be nothing between the light and the room except the fact of your being here.

I have a key cut. It hangs on a hook near the door, separate from my own keys, so that it does not become confused with the ordinary business of my life. It is the only key on that hook. I pass it every morning and every evening, and I do not think of it as hope, exactly. It is more like a placeholder. The way one saves a seat.

People have asked what I am waiting for, and I have given them the simplest answer: a person. They have nodded, and I have nodded, and we have all understood something together that does not require elaboration. Waiting for a person is the most ordinary thing in the world. It requires no explanation. It has been done since the first fires.

What I have not told them is the particular quality of this waiting, how it is not anxious but organized. How I have arranged not only the room but certain interior spaces, conversation areas inside myself where I have rehearsed the things we will say. Not scripted. Nothing so rigid. But practiced. The way a musician practices scales not to be mechanical but to make room for something beyond mechanics when the moment arrives.

I know what I will say when you arrive. I know what I will not say. I have folded certain grievances so small they will not be visible at all. I have made room in myself the way I made room on the window ledge. I have cleared the obstruction. I am standing in good light, or I believe I am, which is very nearly the same thing.

The evenings are the most deliberate time. I arrange them. I do not fill them completely, that would be to abandon the possibility of interruption, and interruption is what I am waiting for. So I leave margins in the evening. Space for a knock. Space for a key in a lock. Space for the particular sound of arrival, which I have imagined so thoroughly I sometimes hear it in the pipes, in the upstairs neighbor's footsteps, in the ordinary settlement of this building at night.

There was a promise. I will not quote it here because the words are not the point. The feeling of the words is the point, and the feeling was unambiguous. It was the feeling of a door not yet opened but certain to be opened. Soon. That was the word, I think. Soon.

Soon is not a precise word. I understand this. But neither is it vague. It is a word with direction. It leans forward. I have always liked that about it, the way it refuses to stand still, the way it always points somewhere ahead of itself.

I am very good at patience. I want to be clear about that. This is not a difficult waiting. This is waiting I have chosen, structured, maintained. A man can wait with dignity when he understands the reason. When he has made the room ready. When the key is on the hook.

Tonight I sat in my chair. The other chair held its angle. The evening came in through the clear window and did not find anything in its way.

I was, as I say, ready.
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Poems

I.

I have prepared this room the way one makes

A table for a guest whose name is sure:

The chair turned slightly for the angle's sake,

The window cleared of everything impure.

Not longing, no. Call it geometry,

A science of the space between two chairs.

I've calculated absence carefully

And found it solvable with minor repairs.

The key is cut. It hangs beside the door.

The evening light arrives without a wall.

I have rehearsed the conversations for

The moment when I hear your footstep in the hall.

Soon is the only word I have not moved.

Everything else is folded, fixed, approved.

II.

Prepare the cup before the water boils.

Set out the bread before the hunger comes.

Patience is not passivity, it toils,

It builds the hour, waits until it hums.

I've read about the men who loved this way:

Who hung their coats beside a second hook?

Who set a second candle for the day

A second person would return and look.

They were not fools. Or if they were, the name

Of foolishness is relative to those

Who've never felt that certainty, the claim

Of faith in something coming, someone close.

You are not here. I practice being kind.

I leave the future open and unsigned.

III.

The room holds many rehearsals of your name,

Not name exactly. Name would be too small.

I mean the sense of you, the frame, the claim

You have on all the space inside this hall.

I've practiced saying things I mean to say:

Some small, domestic, easy to pass the light.

Some larger, held in storage for the day

You're here and we have hours and the night.

I have forgiven things you haven't done.

Absolved the absence even as it grows.

This is what preparation is, begun

Not when you come, but always, as it goes.

Come home to someone who has already healed.

The argument is over. The room is sealed.

IV. — Practicing Forgiveness

I hold the grievance gently, then I fold.

Not discard, fold. The way a shirt is pressed

And put away. Not lost. Not bought or sold.

Just stored, and stored with care, beneath the rest.

When you arrive I will not reach for it.

The drawer will stay exactly as it is.

This is the gift I give you: I omit

The memory of everything amiss.

I have been practicing. The mornings most 

I breathe and let the smaller grievances go.

I do not cling. I am not like a host

Who counts the candles after every show.

Come in. The room is not a record kept.

The only thing I've catalogued is slept.

V. — The Empty Chair

A chair can hold the whole idea of rest,

The shape of someone sitting is a kind

Of faith: I've made a place, I've made it pressed

And ready, angled to the light, aligned.

It does not trouble me, the empty chair.

A chair unoccupied is not the same

As chair abandoned. It is simply there,

Reserved. The way a seat is held by name.

I will not fill it with approximations,

No one who is almost you, no near.

I've turned down easier conversations,

Declined the ones who offered to sit here.

The chair is faithful to a single form.

Let other chairs accommodate the warm.

VI. — The Window, Unobstructed

I cleared the ledge so light could reach the floor.

This is love's earliest labor: making space,

Removing what was there before

So something new may find its rightful place.

The ceramic pot is in the kitchen now.

The papers in a drawer. The coil of wire

Removed. I do not worry about how

The room looks now, I tend a different fire.

What I keep is order: chairs aligned,

A surface clear, a hook beside the door.

Not ornament. Not beauty. Just the kind

Of readiness that matters at the core.

Come through the door. The light will find us here.

I've held the window open for a year.

VII. — The Key

One key hangs separate from the rest of them,

No fob, no tag, no ordinary ring.

Just metal shaped to fit the stratagem

Of your return: a small, specific thing.

I had it cut in early spring, I think.

The locksmith made no comment and I made

No explanation. At the transaction's brink

I took it home and hung it, unafraid.

Some mornings it is simply hardware, steel

That catches light the way all metal does.

Other mornings it is something I feel

More than see: a whole hypothesis.

The hook is near the
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