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Introduction

It is almost serendipitous, but I am writing this at a time in my life when I feel simultaneously like I’m too much and yet not enough for the world – and so this has been the perfect project to get lost in. There are so many expectations in life, from various sources: societal, cultural, familial, those set upon us by friends, colleagues, strangers, and, perhaps most crucially, ourselves, and it is hard to navigate it all, and to truly feel like we belong. 

   You’re Never Too Much is an anthology which I hope will help you explore your feelings, as well as realize and appreciate that everything you feel is valid, everything you feel has purpose, and speaks to who you are as a person. There is no right or wrong way to be, only feelings which we can hone or lose ourselves in. Whether you’re going through a heartbreak, a low period in your life, a moment of anxiety or depression, or simply feeling like the world is too much or crumbling around you, I hope you find words in this book that speak to our shared experiences at the moment you need to hear them. 

   Let’s be proud, let’s be bold, let’s be forgiving, and let’s be thankful for the way we’ve felt and the way we feel. Think of this anthology as a balm – not an antidote, but a soothing salve for every emotional wound, with words of wisdom from those who live in the same world we do. Trust me, you’re not alone in the way you feel. 

   So feel it.

Charlie Castelletti, April 2025




Why



In the gaps between 

dreams and

storms and

lies

I

                             write



In the hollows of 

night and

smiles and

hope

I

                             write



In the shadows of 

words and

trees and 

kisses 

I

                             write         so I don’t feel things anymore



                                        so I feel everything



Attie Lime




Raw thoughts on ‘too much’ 



Am I too much? Do I do too much? Laugh too much? Think too much? Care too much? Ruminate on

the past too much? Make more of things too much? Cry too much? Do nothing too much? Hurry too

much? Sleep too much? Stay awake too much? Eat too much? Lay too much? Do I exist too much?

Want too much? Yearn too much? Ask too much? Withdraw too much? Isolate too much? Talk too

much? Keep to myself too much? Edit too much? Critique too much? Watch too much? See too

much? Hear too much? Taste too much? Feel? Too? Much? Am I human too much? Too much, too

much? Too. Much. Too much? Too much no longer feels real at this point of the paper. I wrote too

much, too much and it no longer feels real. I wonder if I do this to myself too much, will I one day

disappear,

dissipate,

no longer real to the brain,

to the world?

Just like too much on the page, just like too much.



Christina Alejandra




I’M FEELING . . .  
IN LOVE




Waffle House Crush 



I’ll have you smothered n covered n

diced n peppered n

capped n lathered n

lustred n smoothed n

spread



drizzled n dazzled n

blazed n baked n

blended n buttered n

shined n sprinkled n

seared



creamed n candied n

steamed n whipped n

stuffed n sugared n

spiced n simmered n

oiled,

reduced,

heaped,

dressed,



n can I get some coffee with that?



Harry Josephine Giles




O, Were I Loved As I Desire to Be!



O, were I loved as I desire to be!

What is there in the great sphere of the earth,

Or range of evil between death and birth,

That I should fear, – if I were loved by thee!

All the inner, all the outer world of pain,

Clear love would pierce and cleave, if thou wert mine;

As I have heard that somewhere in the main

Fresh-water springs come up through bitter brine.

‘I were joy, not fear, clasped hand in hand with thee,

To wait for death – mute – careless of all ills,

Apart upon a mountain, though the surge

Of some new deluge from a thousand hills

Flung leagues of roaring foam into the gorge

Below us, as far on as eye could see.



Alfred, Lord Tennyson




enemies to lovers trope 



i don’t want to admit it

out loud, this infatuation with a

wound. the line where the threads

of my skin split, the ragged

breath where i

realize i am hurt

and don’t feel it yet.



correction: i don’t want to admit it

out loud, the enchantment of an

insult. the justice of it. the honesty.

the end of a long wait. 

i can finally sleep, now.

i have never

been better loved than by

an enemy.



correction: i don’t want to admit it

out loud, this regressive  

longing. the way i want to lick your

shadow off the ground. 

i know better, of course.

but i am by spellbound by insult.

i twitch at the smell of blood.

feral, maddened, 

reverent.



Kelsey Day




Two Boys in the Dark



Your heart, a wild and untamed thing,

finally unleashed on the world.

Held in captivity, locked away behind layers of fear, finally free.



Falling for a sweet boy,

with soft eyes and an open face.

It had been a small thing,

a gesture that went unnoticed.



A compliment given,

fire kissing your cheeks,

unprepared for this. He was bold and beautiful, brazen with his words,

words like poetry to your ears.



A snowball that becomes an avalanche,

from kind words to gentle kisses.

His bedroom. The door bolted, the backs of your knees against the bed,

his hands holding you in place.

The world is asleep, but this room is alive.





Kisses that are fast, that are slow,

and a hunger that is insatiable.

Words spoken under heavy breath fill the room with electricity.

It sizzles and pops, illuminating this darkened room.



Your name falling from his lips,

placing soft kisses against your neck.

Hands searching,

tracing the outline of your body.



He listens as you open yourself,

your history and your heart falling into his hands.

A burden that is gifted,

shared between two boys in the dark.



Charlie Brodie






The perfect caress has a velocity of three centimetres per second



I read on the science of touch, a paper titled

Human C-Tactile Afferents are Tuned

to the Temperature of a Skin-Stroking Caress:

or, my need to have another body pressed to mine

           is built into me

like hunger or thirst.



Neurons wait for fingertips to trickle down my skin

like raindrops down a car window.



Bodies lose their mystery when you first kiss

           first cut corpses

                        first feel your own fail (you).

Wonder is as relative as a race between

a hammer and a feather (a feather and a hammer)

and I never feel as eyebright as I did

when curiosity took me to dissection rooms

and the backrows of cinemas

             exploring bodies with light or without

             hands moving with hesitation.



Tonight my limbs encompass you

with the gentleness of a golden retriever

holding an egg in its mouth.



Jack Cooper




I Wish in the City of Your Heart



I wish in the city of your heart

you would let me be the street

where you walk when you are most

yourself. I imagine the houses:

It has been rainging, but the rain

is done and the children kept home

have begun opening their doors.



Robley Wilson




By-Product 



I am the aftermath of the stars;

lovers will tell you that you are made of

stardust. Lovers will call you

a miracle. Lovers will remind you of

the slim and slipping odds that you should ever

have landed on this spinning rock, not least

at the same time that they did; lovers will teach you

to see your shape with kinder eyes.

Trust them. Even when they are liars.

Even when they are fleeting, no more stable or

familiar to you than those distant (and long dead) stars,

just trust them. Just for long enough to love

yourself hard and harshly. You will meet your best

and most loyal lover there in your bedroom.

There, in your mirror.



Aaron Cawood




I loved you first: but afterwards your love 

I loved you first: but afterwards your love

Outsoaring mine, sang such a loftier song

As drowned the friendly cooings of my dove.

Which owes the other most? my love was long,

And yours one moment seemed to wax more strong;

I loved and guessed at you, you construed me

And loved me for what might or might not be –

Nay, weights and measures do us both a wrong.

For verily love knows not ‘mine’ or ‘thine;’

With separate ‘I’ and ‘thou’ free love has done,

For one is both and both are one in love:

Rich love knows nought of ‘thine that is not mine;’

Both have the strength and both the length thereof,

Both of us, of the love which makes us one.



Christina Rossetti




Valentine 



Not a red rose or a satin heart.



I give you an onion.

It is a moon wrapped in brown paper.

It promises light

like the careful undressing of love.



Here.

It will blind you with tears

like a lover.

It will make your reflection

a wobbling photo of grief.



I am trying to be truthful.



Not a cute card or a kissogram.



I give you an onion.

Its fierce kiss will stay on your lips,

possessive and faithful

as we are,

for as long as we are.



Take it.

Its platinum loops shrink to a wedding ring,

if you like.

Lethal.

Its scent will cling to your fingers,

cling to your knife.



Carol Ann Duffy




Text 



I tend the mobile now

like an injured bird



We text, text, text

our significant words.



I re-read your first,

your second, your third,



look for your small xx,

feeling absurd.



The codes we send

arrive with a broken chord.



I try to picture your hands,

their image is blurred.



Nothing my thumbs press

will ever be heard.



Carol Ann Duffy






I’M FEELING . . .  
ANGRY




Red 



He sees red everywhere.

Today, it’s in the rain-hinting clouds

of the wind-chilled sky

and in the barista’s overly enquiring eyes.

His coffee is crimson, his toasted sandwich scarlet.

Blazing now, his language flares

and he paints me with all the reds he has –

I’m puce, I’m flame, I’m folly.

Candy, carmine, coral.

Ruby, russet, fuchsia.

I’m cherry, I’m chilli, I’m brick,

I’m shocking pink.

Now, his red runs through my veins

and since my skin is thin,

it risks a spill.

The barista clears our cups.

A voice inside me rusts

and erupts: Shit, man,

can’t you see I wasn’t finished!



Shauna Darling Robertson






Betrayal



Rose, for the blooms that drew me in.

Ruby, for the ring that bought my fate.

Scarlet, for her nails, her lips, her sin.

Flame, for the grief that blazed to hate.

Brick, for the scars, my souvenirs.

Blood, for a heart that’s been slashed in two.

Crimson, for eyes that are wrung with tears.

I see only red when I think of you.



Claire Schlinkert
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