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He makes me want to love the parts of him he hides from the sun for fear of the shadows they may cast
The parts he says even his mother couldn't love
I want to love those
Because that's where he is
That's where the man in him will be found
Not in the places that get so much sunlight a garden could grow
But in the places he likes to hide
I want to love him there because nobody has traveled that far
No one has made it past the gates of the surface dug into the depths of his core
Made it to places where life doesn't venture for fear it will never return
Yes
I want to love him there
Because that's where he's impossible
That's where he fears like I do that he's unlovable
That if he allows that place to be exposed no one will see that that's where he needs the most love
That's where it's okay for his monsters not to be afraid of the dark and the cold be warm and welcoming
See although they are the dark parts
They are still parts of him and I'm here to love every inch, yard, nook, and crevice
His demons beg to me
So that's where I want to love him
That's where he's scared that even he can't love be loved
He's scared that the minute someone stumbles there they will shrink from the blood soaked shattered pieces of where his destruction began
And that is where I want to walk on glass tread on needles
I need him to see I'm willing to cut myself to build his darkness windows
There hasn't been anyone other than his mother to love him that deep and I want to be the one who is capable of doing it
That's where I want to love him
It's amazing how this man could peering into to the darkness of my core and shine light in me could not see I'm trying to give it back
I'm trying to build a house inside his dark space and make it a home
I'm trying to reacclimate him to love
The truth is he never has believed that someone is capable of loving him in all his madness, sadness, frustrated, under appreciated dark spaces
Because as a man he's taught that space is one he keeps to himself
That's the place he cries in
And that's why I want to love him there
When he's impossible I want to show him I'm possible enough to soothe his raging storm
I'm enough to tame his wild beast
I walking holding hands with his monsters because they don't scare me
And the shadows his casts don't incite fear in me
I want to love him in his darkness
Because that's the one piece of him no one can ever have
But
Me
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"You love me especially different
Every time you keep me
On my feet
Happily excited by your cologne"

Your cologne

That scent that you leave on my pillow that drifts through the entire house and wraps me in it's musty undertones cedar laced droplets with hints of soothing ginger and oriental tangerine.  See I smell each part of it because you locked in my nose from the first time you passed by me and I was held hostage to your scent. And once I had you I'd spray the sheets with that sweet smell so I could always be covered in you and
Your cologne

Your hands

That unbuttoned my blouse caressed my breasts ran phalanges through my hair traced outlines on my back to be later used as blueprints for lovemaking.  Those hands that were rough from a hard days work calloused from lifting the weight of the world to hoist it on his shoulders so I wouldn't have to. Those hands that balled fists when younger to protect what was his but now shook hands to make deals that improved not just our lives but those around us. And still came home to hold mine allowing me to feel the softer side of
Your hands 

Your smile

The one that your mother coveted in baby pictures that when your first love met you it was the first thing she'd seen that captivated her and soothed her even when you two parted. See then she watched those pearly whites grow brighter because of me. It's that smile that lit up the world during eclipse. I was sucked in by it so I know the world will be to and for every bit of joy you give me I watch and see that I return it to you because it grows
Your smile

Your intelligence

It's your intellect that allows us to connect. You challenge me to be a more intelligent being. We speak in full sentences and when we laugh our jokes have full story lines because it's a connective meeting of the mind.  Before you ever touched me your thoughts caressed my mentality and I exploded from sapiosexual desires. Because like a drug your brilliance got me higher and I was addicted to
Your intelligence

"You woo me, you court me, you tease me, you please me You school me, give me some things to think about Ignite me, you invite me, you co-write me, you love me, you like me You incite me to chorus"

To chorus

Songs I sing of you with ink filled pages plots of centuries to come. You allow me to create in me something so miraculous that I want to learn an instruments to accompany these high notes or cinematography to directed a musical that would allow you to hear the second soprano my heart hits when it thinks of you and this is all I can do to express to you that I know that I know

"You love me especially different every time
You keep me on my feet happily excited
By your cologne, your hands, your smile, your intelligence"
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I didn't ask him to carry me

Instead choosing to walk until my footsteps were blood stained paintings on the concrete

Something about maintaining the facade that I was strong enough not to feel the pain of the pick up and walk away that encompassed my day to day that kept me going
It was pure torture and yet I still submitted to the pain because I was more scared of the me that he wanted to love than the familiar of the hurt
I was content bleeding on this concrete 
Content with hiding pains behind empty eyes
Content with walking
Because I didn't ask him to carry me

Was to afraid that the weight of my brokenness would be to much for his arms to tote into forever 
Yet that's where my feet where trying desperately to take me
I was to fearful that my pain would become his pleasure and he'd leave me to walk alone just as the rest

And right in this moment that's what my heart, mind, and body called for

Rest

Rest from the tears of heartbreak
The pains of infidelity 
The hurt of lies told to ears who trusted those words to be truth 
Rest from love
I took a moment to sit here 
Head down 
Legs locked into chest
Protecting me from myself 
I looked back over the blood soaked footprints and remnants of salt from tears cried through smiles painted on and dried
When I noticed 
He was carrying me
It was not my request but he wanted to rescue me 
He saw me coming knowing my feet couldn't move anymore 
Seeing the red stains
Mental strains
Tear soaked streaks that adorned my face
and
He felt 
He needed me
Needed to profess his love for me that had been there since the creation of eternity

He felt 
He needed me
Needed to provide my stability because while he knew I could do it alone he yearned to show me he was here

And

He felt 
He needed me
He was my protector

See
I didn't ask him to carry me
Didn't think I was deserving of his favor because of the weight of my past 
Didn't think I should be carried 
So I didn't ask
But he felt the need to carry me with him into eternity

He ignored my pain 
Ignored my past
Ignored the blood filled tear lined concrete streets I had walked
Why

Because

He felt 
He needed me
Decided it was he that was meant to protect, profess, and provide

Decided I was his rib

He was my Boaz

And

When I couldn't walk

He carried me
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It's Monday

I'm supposed to be posting sweet nothing's of you but I was with you on Sunday

Told you of how I loved the way you made ox tails and gravy

How I was thankful that God chose your mother to carry you as a baby 

How the way you fold the sheets drive me crazy

Because it's never right

And those same sheets I fussed about were only in the laundry 

Because on Saturday night

We sweated out every thread within those 500 count sheets 

After dinner

Where your mother made mention she doesn't like my hair

And I give a damn because all of that shade cannot create cloud enough to cover the sparkling in your eyes 

When you asked me to pass the mashed potatoes over Friday night dinner

In a house filled with alcohol and haze 

Dinner tables set 

Let's sit and bless this meal with share with friends

Laughter on ends 

Bones and spades 

Ratchet girls and corner boy stories of when we were young  

That originally caused the argument of Thursday 

Because you say now I'm to bougie 

And I say you just haven't grown up 

You

Still wanna pop bottles in the club with niccas 

Who 

If you fell off 

Wouldn't know how to spell on 

To put you 

But I'm here begging you to get your shit together 

Because I believe you can do better

I'm simply here to motivate you

Isn't that what you claim I did every 

Woman 

Crush 

Wednesday

When you mentioned my name

Telling the world how the ugly in me fuels the best in you

How the pretty makes you want to be prettier in parts you've only felt comfortable embracing ugly

Wasn't that what you said I do

Or was it Tuesday

When shouting matches lead 

To fuck me and how you could do better 

On your own 

Easily

How you didn't give a shit if I put you out 

How through every thing I said all you heard

Was how I didn't care

Threw your clothes like money into strip club air 

Cause I assumed

Even erroneously 

That's where you prefer to spend your night 

But it's only 

Monday right

And I'm supposed to talk about all those things that make me crush on you

But to be true

Even on the days where it's ugly 

I still believe in you

On the days it's hard and I feel myself wanting to walk away 

There's a bigger piece that makes me stay

Because love my love for you isn't just 

For Monday
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He called me his peace

Like he had no idea 

That love and I had been at war....

He called me his stability

Unknowing that I'm emotionally shaken

And

That parts of me are broken....

Truthfully, 

I'm told 

I cut like glass 

Why would he want to bleed for me?

He told me he had plans

And had etched my name in them....

It's like he chose to ignore the crumbled blue prints of previous builders that lay behind me

They didn't find in me solid foundation to stand their houses on so why would he?

He claimed me as love

Didn't care of my imperfections

My broken pieces

Or 

My destruction

He spoke quietly 

When he ran down his resume

See 

He's cleaned up behind tornados

Ran bulldozers over half built foundations

Leveled out the land 

Letting others see beautiful homes could be built

He was good as puzzles

So the broken pieces could be put back together

And if he bled 

He'd rather bleed out to save me

He told me he fought to find his footing

He had a craving for stability

And

The only person to satisfy his yearning was me

He simply couldn't live any other way

He revealed to me that:

He feared being in turmoil 

He feared being unstable

He feared not being able to build 

But he didn't fear me

He wanted to go to war 

If his 

Victory 

Was 

Me

He called me peace....

As though I had never been 

Destruction

Like it was my name
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