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For everyone who stayed in the corridor

long enough to learn something from the dark.

“The wound is the place where the Light enters you.”

— Rumi

Author's Note

This book began as a single poem written at two in the morning, when I could no longer distinguish between what I was feeling and what I was failing to feel. That poem did not survive. What survived was the impulse behind it: the need to make something honest from something painful, to hold the experience at enough distance to see it clearly without losing the heat of it.

What you are holding is not a diary. It is a crafted thing, formed from real experience but shaped by the requirements of the poem, which are different from the requirements of autobiography. The grief here is true. The order of events is poetic, not biographical. The speaker is me and is not me.

The book moves through five territories: the bloom of new feeling; the fracture where something begins to go wrong; the collapse at the center; the long and unglamorous aftermath; and the becoming, which is not resolution so much as the ongoing work of remaining a person. I have tried to be honest about the fact that healing is not linear, not triumphant, and not over.

If you are somewhere in this story, in any of its five rooms, you are not alone in it. The poems are proof of that much, at least.
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The Bloom
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Hope · Attachment · Admiration · Awakening  

Before the Word Arrived

There was a quiet before I knew your name,

a shapeless morning, unremarkable and thin,

where coffee cooled and hours bore no claim

and I had not yet let the light begin.

Then something shifted in the afternoon,

a laugh across the room, a tilted head,

a gesture I could not translate too soon

but felt the way you feel a thing not said.

The Volta came not loud but like a door

that opens on a room you did not know

existed in the house where you have lived

for years, and there it stood: the window, warm,

the light already pooling on the floor.

I stepped inside. I did not ask the storm.

The Architecture of a Glance

I have been studying the way you look

at things that do not know they're being seen,

the coffee cup, the corner of a book,

the middle distance, blue and in between.

There is a tenderness you have not named

for objects that have never asked for it;

you hold the world as if it could be tamed

by noticing, by refusing to quit.

And so I learn you from these stolen frames:

the way you pause before you finally speak,

the half-breath held, as if all careful things

deserve a moment at the edge of air.

I memorise you like a man who claims

a country he suspects he cannot keep.
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First Gravity

I did not fall. That is the wrong word for it.

Falling implies a moment of release,

a ledge, a giving way, some violent fit

of air. What happened moved more like increase:

the slow accumulation of your weight

inside a life that did not plan for you,

the way a vine will find the garden gate

before the gardener knows what vines will do.

I noticed it one Tuesday in the rain,

you were explaining something about tides,

your hands describing arcs above the table,

and I was lost entirely in the how

of you: the certainty, the quiet grain

of your attention. I was never able.
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Cartography

If I could map you, not the body, but

the weather of you, longitude of mood,

I'd chart the silences you do not cut

short, the laughter rough and then subdued.

There is a northern territory: cold

and clear, where few are welcomed past the ice;

and southern warmth, unguarded and too bold

for someone who has learned to pay the price.

I stand at the meridian between

the you who watches and the you who gives,

and try to read the borders of the place

where you feel safe enough to stay and breathe.

I ask for nothing. I have only been

a traveler. I mean to keep the faith.
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What Attention Costs

I gave you nothing yet. I gave you time,

which is to say I gave you something real:

the pauses in my evening, past their prime,

the wondering, the slowly turning wheel

of thought that keeps returning to your name

the way a river, dammed, will find the stone

and work around it, never quite the same

trajectory, but always heading home.

I do not call this love. Not yet. Too large

a word for something still this new and green,

but something quieter that's taken charge:

I notice you. I notice what you mean.

And in the noticing I am transformed,

a window that has learned the shape of storm.
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The Grammar of Your Presence

You speak in clauses that refuse to close,

ideas suspended at the breath's edge;

I hang between your sentences like clothes

forgotten on a February hedge.

Your questions are the generous kind, they make

room for the answer before it has arrived,

and I find myself saying things I take

back later, shamed by how much I've confided.

There is no subject in the way I feel,

no clean declarative, no verb that lands

on stable ground. You are parenthetical,

subordinate, a clause that overwrites

the sentence I had planned. And still I deal

in you. I write you in. I hold the light.
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Portrait Without Permission

I know you better than you've let me know you:

the way you hold a hesitation long

enough to let the other person show you

they're listening, and then you move along.

The way you laugh at things a beat too slow,

as if the joke must first be verified

by something more than surface. As if below

the obvious, there's always something wide.

I've built a portrait from these gathered scraps

of you, approximate and incomplete,

a likeness made of margins and of gaps,

of what you almost said beside the street.

It may not be your face. It is the face

I keep returning to. It is your place.
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Longing, Unnamed

It has no name yet, what I carry for you,

it lives below the ribs and hums at night,

a frequency I cannot fully bore through,

too low for language, too alive for light.

I've tried to call it fondness, too polite.

I've tried to call it curiosity

too clean, too cool, too unafraid of height.

The truth resists my terminology.

So let it be unnamed a little longer,

this thing that makes your absence fill a room,

that makes me choose the longer route to see you,

that keeps the evening open past its use.

Unnamed things are sometimes also stronger.

Name it too soon, and watch the fragile bloom.
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How You Entered

Not like weather, sudden, total, loud,

not like a letter slid beneath the door;

you entered like a shift inside a cloud,

a change in quality of light, no more.

And then the quality of everything

was different: morning tasted new,

the Tuesday walks meant something, and the spring

arrived with something extra, something you.

That is the danger of the gradual:

you do not see the gate until you're through,

do not notice what the heart has done

until you're standing in the middle of it,

blinking in the light, made vulnerable

by nothing more dramatic than the sun.
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The Weight of What I Haven't Said

I practice you in sentences unspoken,

rehearse the things I mean to tell you soon

in the hours when the night is almost broken

and silence has the texture of the moon.

I say: your name. I say it and it settles

like something finding where it has to go,

a key that fits without the fight and rattles

of keys that don't. I say it soft and slow.

And all the rest, the careful, wanted things,

remain inside me, folded like a note

I have not found the courage yet to send.

Perhaps tomorrow. Perhaps the light will come

differently, and with it some new wings.

Perhaps. Perhaps. But now I hold my throat.

PART II
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The Fracture
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Doubt · Distance · Misunderstanding · Tension  

Something Changed on Wednesday

I cannot find the seam where it began,

the day was unremarkable and plain,

you spoke the way you speak, your usual span

of words, your usual movement through the rain.

But something in the register had moved:

a semitone, perhaps, below your warmth,

a fractional withdrawal, not yet proved

by anything but instinct pointing north.

I told myself: imagination. Tired.

The weather in you changes; let it change.

But evenings came and something had expired

that I could not yet name or rearrange.

The chair across from mine forgot your weight.

I noticed it. I set a smaller plate.

Your Silence Has a Texture Now

It used to be that silence between us

was the comfortable kind, the kind that sits

without agenda, makes no fuss,

the silence that means nothing as it fits

around two people who don't need the noise.

But this one has a structure, has a weight,

has edges I can feel, it employs

a grammar of withheld, of something late

in coming that is not arriving now.

I map it with my fingertips at night:

this silence has a cold side and a brow

and something in it braced against the light.

I ask if you are well. You say: I'm fine.

I hear the distance folded in that line.
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Reading You Wrong

Perhaps I have constructed you too well,

a version made of the most generous light,

a portrait where I chose which things to tell

and which to leave outside the frame, at night.

I have been known to love the idea of a person

more faithfully than the person could sustain,

to find the marble and then watch it worsen

under the ordinary weight of rain.

Perhaps the disappointment is the mirror:

it shows me not your fault but my own need,

the way I've always wanted someone clearer,

more permanent, less prone to disagree.

You are not less than what I thought you were.

I am the one who made a legend, sir.
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The Space Between Your Texts

There is an hour between us I've been reading

like scripture, parsing the elisions, gaps,

the hours of your silence, their own pleading

geography, their uncharted, unmapped

terrain. You used to answer in the moment,

the way a room will answer back a knock;

now there is an interval, an omen

I can't decode, a sound behind a lock.

I've told myself a hundred explanations,

you're busy, tired, distracted by the world;

and each one has the logic of evasions:

technically true, and technically cold.

The hour expands. I put the phone face-down.

I feel the space between us as a town.

––––––––
[image: ]


Half-Conversations

We have been speaking lately in the halves,

the sentence started and then veered away,

the thought withheld just past the point it calves

from what was meant to something safe to say.

I notice how you reroute at the edge

of what might open something difficult;

I watch you turn
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