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Dedication

To my nana, who always

loved my voice.
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Introduction

I believe that we read poetry to relate to the world.

We see our lives through the words of a poet when we are incapable of expressing ourselves.

I started reading poetry as a way to comfort myself through spells of depression. Discovering poems that closely reflected the thoughts in my own head became reassuring in a time when I felt severely misunderstood.

It’s hard to imagine that anyone out there could possibly feel the same things that you do, to the depths that you feel them. Therein lies the beauty and surprise of poetry.

Once you see that someone understands your feelings, suddenly you’re not alone anymore.

I decided a little over a year ago that I wanted to share my own collection of poems in the hopes that they could bring comfort to whomever is looking for it.

The inspiration for this collection came from personal experiences as well as experiences that are not my own. Emotion can be explored and felt through the fabrication of a story, and some of these poems were crafted out of pure empathy for those around me.

Each one of us leads vastly different lives, and yet we can all relate to the fundamental feelings of happiness and sorrow.

I hope that you, the reader, can see yourself reflected in my words.







I can’t seem to write

perfect words

or make them flow as

they should.



They don’t sound

particularly profound.



I can’t paint you

pretty pictures

or blend colors like

other artists do.



My watercolors don’t

bleed beautifully.



But I can say I love you

in as many languages

as you need me to.



I can be fluent in

loving you.
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It’s been a while since I’ve had a

moment to miss you,

and to cry.



This warm, summer breeze

on my balcony makes me think of

Cape Cod,

and your floral swimsuits.



How you never wore sunscreen but

always told us we had to.



Even in this loud city,

quiet moments exist where your

spirit is present.



And I feel like you’re sitting next to

me on the beach again.



So I’ll wait until the sun goes down

before I go back inside.



For now, we can sit here and listen

to the ocean.
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“I love you, darling,” were the last words you said to me.



And although I don’t have a recording of it,



and although I forgot to save your voicemails,



I will never forget the sound of your voice.



I see you in every flower and every hummingbird

that happens to be near.



I’d like to think that it’s your spirit, just saying hello.



You surround me, always.



I miss you.



And I love you, too.
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This is how I know

I love you so much.



Whenever I see something

beautiful, I want you to

see it, too.
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I seem to be your new

favorite novel.



One that keeps you up

at night,



turning my pages.



Fingers lingering on

me so you don’t lose

your place.
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you’d think the

sound of this beach

would give me déjà vu,



but it doesn’t.



maybe because it’s a

different ocean than the one

we used to visit.



maybe because it’s November



and I only know the Atlantic

in the summertime.



I hear things a little differently

these days.



the waves sound more

lonely than peaceful.



I’d like to think that

if you were here,

the sun would shine

through the fog

brighter than

it does now.
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I find myself missing you

before you’re even gone,



Knowing there exists a space

without you next to me.



A somewhere I never want to

feel too comfortable in.
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My Delilah.



I remember her on our porch,



how she closed her eyes in the sun

as I held her close to me.



I can hear the wind chimes from a

summer afternoon.



I was always clinging to her,

trying to savor our quiet moments.



she knew I loved her, without ever

learning my words



and she loved me right back.
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3:24am



The softness of a blink is felt in moments when tears run dry.
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