

I dedicate this book to the two people who ensured my continued existence, when it was closest to ending

Thank you for sharing your light




It ain’t always pretty, looking into the light. The light of relief, of death, of love, or life.

It ain’t always pretty, that weird little thing called life.

Thank you, my dear, for picking up these words. They are not words of wisdom. They are words I had to write, back when I wrote them. And I have felt compelled to write them many times since.

They are written during different times and many different eras of my personal existence. And they are just that: my personal reflection of existence. I’ve come this far by writing my way through the grief.

As humans, we have a lot to grieve. Mainly life and love. So that’s what these words contain: life and love. When it’s broken, when it’s great, when it’s doubtful, sad, or joyous, or when it’s just there. I’ve simply tried to shed some light on them; the words.

And I’ve found that sometimes other people's words make more sense than your own.

So now, I give them to you.

Some are long formed, most are fragmented. It’s up to you now, how you read them. Or see them, breathe them, consume them, refuse them – it’s up to you now, how to use them.

I hope you see it, the light. This is what I hope to give to you, with these words: life, love and

LIGHT
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PROLOGUE: I WANT TO TELL YOU A STORY

- A BRIEF STORY WITH VERY LITTLE MEANING

Humans tell stories, and no one really knows why.

I think we tell stories to create meaning, where there is none. We tell fairytales, true crimes, love stories of the beautiful woman we spotted on the train, horror stories of the teacher we never liked, true stories of our ancestors, made up stories about our future. We tell stories to make the ones around us feel something; be it scared, nostalgic, happy, sad, angry, whatever. We tell stories to feel something. A sense of meaning, perhaps.

Because that is essentially what stories do: they give meaning, even to that which has none.

So maybe by telling you this story, it could obtain some sort of meaningfulness? Let’s try.

I want to tell you a love story: The tale of the broken heart.

It is long, it is lonely. It is filled with people and possibilities, yet it is lonely.

Not always sad, sometimes just confused or frustrated.

It is mine. My story is the one of the broken hearted.

Did you know a heart can shatter into a million pieces over and over again?

Life itself can do that to you. When the Universe throws its catastrophes at you, and you only dodge half of them, you tend to grieve the loss of your unlived life. It breaks your heart every time you have to pick yourself back up and rebuild your life again, on the ruins of what you thought was your existence.

Abandonment can do that to you. When you finally allow yourself to trust someone, when your happiness relies on someone seeing you, when all you need in the world is to be acknowledged by a supposed friend – and then that friend turns his back on you. It hurts. When you are left alone to bear your sorrows, even after you’ve asked a trusted one for help, it breaks your heart and soul a little more.

And then, of course, romance can do that to you. Falling in love with someone who doesn’t choose you back, developing crushes on people in happy monogamous relationships, being told you are not worth your date’s time, breaking up with someone you later realise might have been the one, it all breaks you a little every time.

Close your eyes and imagine all these things happening to one heart. One singular heart bearing all these fractures, in a short time. Over and over again.

Can you see it breaking?

That is my story of very little meaning. I can’t find the sense of it, only facts based on behavioural evidence and my personal experience.

Fact number one: I am unloveable, or at least unchooseable.

Fact number two: I draw immediate attention and fascination, but it always plays out in one of two ways:

either A. I become the entrusted friend you confide everything in; or B. the infatuation fades when reality kicks in, and the relation ends, no matter its nature.

Fact number three: I have met the love of my life – and yet, I remain heartbroken. Over and over again.

Every time I try to open my eyes, every time I try to allow myself to believe just a bit, my heart is shattered a little more. No matter how much I (think I) make sure we are connected, they always choose someone else.

I am the unlovable one. Or at the very least, the undateable one. The one you create a deep friendship with, but never more. The one you call The Indispensable Lifegiving Light of my World, just before you tell me about your new girlfriend. And I am left to be the supportive friend who provides dating advice and directions to the best flower shop.

I go home and I write you a poem. A poem about how fine I am with your new girlfriend.

I’m fine

I tell myself I’m fine

I still have your deep blue eyes

On me every time I smile

You promised me nothing

And I gave you everything

You broke me

And I loved you

Sometimes I think I still do

Most times I think I’m fine

But then you bring her

You want me to meet her

You want me to like her

Because you love her

When I forget you chose her

I’m fine

When I still have your deep blue eyes on me

I’m fine

But when you say her name

When your eyes sparkle just thinking about her

I break a little more every time

I want you

No more

But I want to meet her

even less

Every time I think I might be fine, my heart breaks just a little more.

My smile fades just a tint. And I feel sorrow. I struggle with my ever-optimistic hope. Hope that I haven’t already met the love of my life.

But I believe I have met my soulmate. I have met the love of my life. And I am heartbroken.

Can you find any meaning in that? Or is that the one thing that can never have a meaning, no matter how many times the story gets told? The ever-doomed meaningless:

The broken heart.




GLITTERY GEL PENS

”I Love You”

In all pink letters from a gel pen on a lunch note

Or whispered in an ear at a high school prom

Mumbled on a couch on a sleepy Sunday afternoon

Written in the stars on a dark night’s sky above the perfect lake

Yet, how come it always sounds so out of place?

Wrong place, wrong time, wrong lips, wrong eyes

Or even worse: wrong words

Always too light or too heavy, too early or too late, always, always, always the wrong words

Love is not words on a lunch note or written in the stars

Love is making coffee for someone in bed or doing the dishes

Love is taking care of laundry and cooking on non-occasional days

Love is a smile in the eyes, a phone call in the middle of the night

I don’t like writing about love or caring or sleepy Sunday afternoons

Because it is always the wrong words – no matter what I write

And then comes the darkness – and it comes no matter what I write

Even if it is in all pink letters

At least I wrote down my fait

With pink glittery letters from a gel pen




BODIES OF WATER

In the darkest hours

The sleepless nights

The restless souls

We wander

We are drawn towards the light

Or the sea

Or just any old body of water

Tonight, it’s the Moon

Her cold light brings me comfort

Of companionship

Of not being as alone as I feel under endless stars

In the darkest nights

Tonight, it’s the Ocean

I’m drawn to the sound, to the void of endlessness, of

Anonymity

And yet, so much life

Light and life

That’s what calms me

When on a restless night

I have the darkest hours

My soul has ever seen

So Moon, dear

Give me your warm and welcoming light

But your touch is fleeting

And as much as I long for the rest

I am not ready yet, I can’t be




THEY FOLLOW

I cling to her words

It’s not the void; it’s the break I long for

I cling to my past

Travelling far away doesn’t help

You can’t escape the thoughts of the void,

No matter how many SkyMiles you use

They follow, just like the pain

Travel alone or in a group, it all follows

Across the smallest sea, across vast oceans

To the cold North, to the jungle South

They follow, just like the pain

Travel alone or in a group, it all follows

There is no escape, unless you take them with you

Invite them in, let them breathe the same air as you

Book them a seat next to yourself on the flight

Show them the equatorial sun, offer them the azure lagoons

And forgive them

For taking you all the way there

For hiding from the light, dragging you towards the dark

Cheer them on with an exotic cocktail under the sunset

And most important: leave them there, and fly home
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