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    To every broken heart that cannot find the words
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Author’s Note:
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Thank you for taking the time to read my work.  As an empath, I often find myself filled with the stories of others—impressions from a touch, a shared moment between strangers in an elevator, or picking up a scarf they held in an] store.  People feel strongly, and strong emotions leave behind traces of energy.  I can’t explain it, and I have no control over what I feel from other people.  I once thought that it was a curse, but now I realize, as a writer, it is my duty to share their stories.  They may not ever put into words what they feel.  They may never know that they shared their stories with me.  While my own and original words, the stories and poems below are not my own experiences—these stories and poems came about because I encountered someone’s energy, and these are the impressions that flashed into my mind’s eye.  I publish them here in hopes that one day, these people will read my words and know that their stories are important—that they are important.  Enjoy.
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I Can’t Escape
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No matter how far I run, how well I hide

I can’t escape.

It never stops the pain, the heartache, the loneliness.

I can’t escape.

You always find me, your memory, your presence.

I can’t escape.

I go to sleep at night, I see you, hear you, feel you.

I can’t escape.

You permeate the very air I breathe, the air everywhere.

I can’t escape.

I travel, I go, I leave; you always find me.

I can’t escape.
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He Was There.
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I drift towards sleep, and I see him.

Not clearly, more it is a sensing, not viewing.

I feel his breath once more as it teases the tendrils on my brow.

I hear his heart begin to beat in rhythm with mine. 

I taste his smile against my lips. 

I smell the pure masculine scent of his sweat.

I finally sleep in the security of his strength.

In the morning I awake to an empty bed that has held only me.

Yet last night I knew he was there.

How else can you explain what I experienced?

Like the after effect of an earthquake there is a deadly calm in the morning air.

Then I remember.

My lover is dead.
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I Loved You Anyway
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You were never mine to love,

I loved you anyway.

Now you have promised your hand to another.

I loved you anyway.

Your heart I still pine for, your hand I too desire, but to no end.

I loved you anyway.

You will soon have a wife; a child is on its way.

I love you anyway.

You never whispered my name, soft and sweet and low.

I loved you anyway.

You never held my hand, caressed my cheek in the dusk.

I loved you anyway.

You never kissed me good morning or took me in your arms to sleep.

I loved you anyway.

Where ever destiny leaves us, and all good-byes are said,

Remember, I loved you anyway.
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I Remember
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I remember a moonlit path and whippoorwill’s seductive call.

I remember a soft voice and a gentle hand that guided me through the night.

I remember that small, grassy glade in the middle of the woods.

I remember the smell of love.

I remember how he tasted.

I remember his face when I told him that I'd never.

I remember his tender smile.

I remember how I felt when I became a woman.

I remember his face when I told him I was pregnant.

I remember innocence lost.
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Like that Summer in Montana
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Sometimes I sit and look out across the fields as I drink my coffee in the early morning light.

My thoughts drift, untethered, to forbidden places.

I don't like to think about some things, but sometimes I just do.

Like that summer I spent in Montana.

I worked as a wrangler on a dude ranch, well wrangler/cook.

That's where I realized what it meant to be a woman.

He was working there like me, money for school.

Funny, I don't remember his name, but I remember everything else about that cowboy.

His hair was like dark, glistening honey with streaks of corn silk blonde.

His eyes were as blue as that clear Montana sky.

His laugh was as pure as a cold, mountain stream, but warm like sunshine on a spring morn.

His lips were as gentle as newborn foal but as demanding as an unbroke stallion.

His hands were hard and calloused, but when they touched me they became as soft as velvet.

That summer I learned more than how to rope.

I learned so much about myself, my desires, my capacity for love, and for pain.

He taught me how to be the woman I am capable of.

Yeah, he taught me how to hurt when we parted way.

But that summer I learned how to love, say good-bye, and survive.

Somethings hurt, but they can be good in a way.

Like that summer in Montana.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
-
<. ) AL
n T3 ’0?"” 'ﬂ*‘: '{r

*“t fz,“ L@ M<
Lucy Harrvelson





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





