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			whitney hanson is excited to share home, her first collection of poetry, with her readers. whitney is a twenty-year-old university student who believes that sharing one’s story is the key to impacting others. she deeply believes that pain can be converted to purpose. she hopes that you will find the purpose for your pain in the pages of her book, and she ultimately aims to help her readers “make peace with their bees.”
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			introduction

			the other day, someone asked me “why did you decide to write a book?”

			i would like to say i had an altruistic mission to save the world from heartbreak, but the truth is, writing this book was primarily an act of saving myself.

			when i began writing home, i was in my sophomore year of college. i was lost in almost every area of life. covid had derailed my freshman experience and my sophomore year was shaping up to be no less chaotic. i was a student athlete who was struggling with the pressure of athletics. i was unsure about the direction of my academic future. my romantic relationships had left me heartbroken and questioning my worth. as a result of all this, i was in the lowest place i had ever been mentally and emotionally. i knew that something needed to change, but sometimes when you have a powerful emotional experience involving specific people or specific places, you develop an attachment to those people and locations. it takes a lot of bravery to leave relationships behind even when you know it is best for you. i was overwhelmed with heartbreak, confusion, anxiety, and loss.

			my mind and heart were flooded with those bees.

			writing became my only way to calm them down.

			as i wrote, all the words spilled out: the ones i wanted to say to the people who loved me then left me, the ones i used to save myself when i felt lonelier than i ever have. i even wrote down the words that i simply wanted to scream into the void on my darkest nights.

			one of the most difficult realities about heartbreak is that it is never going to disappear from you entirely. some days you will find peace, on others the bees will swarm your mind and sting you from the inside. they serve as a reminder that love does not exit the room gracefully.

			through writing home, i found that healing isn’t a process of vanquishing the bees. it’s a process of making peace with the bees. it’s a journey of acceptance and reorienting the heart, of finding home within yourself. if there is a message i could convey through my journey, it is that it is never too late to leave. it is never too late to start defining your identity on your own terms. it is never too late to begin your journey home.

			despite my fear and sadness, i did what i needed to do. i left and began my journey home. i relocated physically, to a new city, in a new state, 1,842 miles away from my hometown. and i sent out this collection of my pain and healing like a cry into the universe.

			i never thought anyone would hear me. i never imagined anyone would understand. but to my surprise, this voice replied. it was yours. quiet at first. then gradually louder. finally, i was overwhelmed by the sea of people crying back from the emptiness, “me too.” those two words brought me the hope i never knew i needed.

			so now i give my story to you and i hope that somewhere in these pages you discover pieces of your heart. i hope that you use this book like a road map home when the world around you feels dark. most of all i hope that despite how impossible it seems, someday you find a way to make peace with your bees.
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				i remember the last night i spent in your room

				i’ve never really liked people touching me

				but something about the way you always

				smelled like honey

				and how you held me without hesitation

				made it easy for me to find comfort in touch again

				i remember the last night i spent in your room

				you told me that you slept with her

				my skin began to crawl

				and somehow honey

				started to smell like danger

				you became a beehive

				bursting with everything i was afraid of

				i remember the last night i spent in your room

				i’m not sure why i didn’t run

				when the bees filled my head

				and venom stung in my veins

				and you tried to hold on to me

				but all i felt was poignant pain

				i remember the last night i spent in your room

				i’ve never really liked people touching me

				and something about the way your honey

				turned into venom

				and how there are bees in my brain

				makes me hope that no one ever touches me again

			

		

	
		
			
				you’re not who i thought you were

			

		

	
		
			
				“maybe it was love”

				she casts doubt into my dim bedroom

				“they don’t mean to hurt you, you’re just difficult to

				love”

				“they are treating you this way because you deserve it”

				“they just want what is best for you, you’re making

				this up in your mind”

				“they slept with another girl, but it’s probably because of something you didn’t give them”

				she doesn’t always make sense

				but sometimes she’s awfully convincing

				~the voice inside my head

			

		

	
		
			
				love letters i’ve received:

				i want you

				but not right now

			

		

	
		
			
				she loves me

				she loves me not

				i’ve been tossing flower petals to the wind

				hoping that one of them reaches you

				but my questions are always met with confusion

				she loves me

				she loves me not

				i keep counting

				calculating

				circling around your words

				searching for an i love you

				between your kindness and inconsistency

				she loves me

				she loves me not

				i chase your heart around daisies

				the same way i count the seconds on the clock

				waiting for you to call

				she loves me

				she loves me not

				i am tired of playing games for your love

				i am tired of asking flowers for answers

				but right now, flowers are all that i’ve got

				because she won’t tell me

				if she loves me

				or loves me not

			

		

	
		
			
				dear empathy,

				please stop telling me

				that it’s okay when they hurt me

				stop allowing me to accept

				the knife you see in their side

				is a reasonable excuse

				for them to put two in mine

				please stop introducing me to their demons

				i don’t want to shake hands

				with the reasons

				they can’t seem to stay

				please stop waving a white flag

				and making me pity their anger

				and make peace with their madness

			

		

	
		
			
				exhausted from a culture of

				i love you for tonight

				but tomorrow it may be different

				and let me borrow the parts of you

				that i need to make me whole

				but never take all of you

				in a world where the word commitment

				tastes like poison

				in our mouths

				please tell me

				why is it so difficult for someone to stay?

				i want to exist in a world

				where love isn’t an emotion

				it is a promise

				where i love you for tonight

				means i will be there tomorrow

				and where you borrow the parts of me

				that you need to make you whole

				along with all the rest

				where commitment doesn’t taste so bitter

				please tell me

				it isn’t so difficult to stay

			

		

	
		
			
				i don’t care

				is what i said

				but i meant it in the way flowers

				pretend not to care about the winter snow

				they stand there frozen

				unaffected

				but as soon as the snow melts away

				they fall to pieces

				petal by petal they surrender to the cold

				i don’t care

				is what i said

				but i wilted as soon as you turned your head

				all my hope fell like petals to the floor

				along with every i love you i ever said

				i don’t care is

				what i said

				but inside me

				something once alive

				was now dead

			

		

	
		
			
				hold my breath and count to ten

				one two three

				forget how your hands might look on her skin

				five six seven

				eight reasons that you can’t be upset so stop

				nine ten eleven

				twelve i was supposed to exhale at ten

				thirteen fourteen fifteen

				sixteen maybe it takes more than ten seconds

				to let it go

			

		

	
		
			
				if it’s not meant to be

				tell my why her sweatshirt smells like comfort

				if it’s not meant to be

				tell me why i’m flooded with hurt but

				the minute i see her my heart melts

				if it’s not meant to be

				tell me why she plays on repeat

				like a song in my head

				and i don’t want to press pause

				if it’s not meant to be

				tell me why i can’t stop

				retracing her body in my mind

				if it’s not meant to be

				tell me why the person i am with her

				is who i want to be

				if it’s not meant to be

				tell me why

			

		

	
		
			
				stop making excuses for their behavior

			

		

	
		
			
				i stand here fully dressed

				to say goodbye

				but you left me naked

				embarrassed of all i showed you

				clothing can only keep you as safe

				as the walls you put around your heart

				i took my walls down for you

				i wish i hadn’t

			

		

	
		
			
				what hurts the most

				are memories we didn’t make

				the pictures i had of our future

				i spent an eternity waking up to you

				tell me,

				how do i forget things that never happened?

			

		

	
		
			
				eventually they’re not going to be

				your person anymore

				they won’t be the one

				you want to share sunsets and shooting stars with

				they won’t be the one

				you want to call when your feelings

				are too heavy to carry alone

				i know that right now you want to run to them

				but closed arms will not hold you

				and careless hearts will not heal you

			

		

	
		
			
				i have a bad habit

				of clinging to the people and places

				that have been hurting me

				today i asked myself to explain why

				because sometimes

				it doesn’t make sense to me either

				this is the conclusion i have come to

				i stay because although i’m treated poorly

				i find comfort in the surety

				of knowing exactly what i’m getting.

				moving on is a commitment to uncertainty

				and things could always be worse

				on the other side of a big jump

				i have never been good with risk

				i don’t like to gamble

				i like control

			

		

	
		
			
				when i heard you found someone new

				my blood became

				liquid concrete in my veins

				angry and shaking i cut open my skin

				hoping i could pull you out

				but instead, the concrete began to harden

				i think it is better that way

				maybe i was meant to be a statue

				a stone-cold depiction of

				all the reasons

				you shouldn’t fall in love

				a reminder of the damage

				that people with

				dark eyes and enticing smiles can do

				and i hope that that someone you found

				finds my statue too

				before it’s too late for them

				to walk away from you

				~statue

			

		

	
		
			
				change is scary

				you’re going to be okay

			

		

	
		
			
				don’t stay because you’re comfortable

				this is not your home

			

		

	
		
			
				i gave your sweatshirt back today

				it won’t go down as a historic event

				one hundred years from now

				no one will care that it happened

				no one will even know

				and that’s what i have to think about

				to make it feel okay
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