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			PRAISE

			“Stay Until Tomorrow is a debut book full of courage, resilience, insight, and the poet’s deep capacity for love. These poems, conversational in nature, are profoundly healing for survivors and shine necessary light into the dark places.”

			—Diana Whitney, poet, editor, and author of Dark Beds

			“Meghan Wentworth’s poetry is poignant and evocative, exploring themes of growth and connection, the pull between self-reliance and dependence, and survival in the face of trauma and loss. I found myself immersed in the raw honesty of poems such as ‘Secret Garden,’ ‘Peirce Island,’ and ‘Him.’ Wentworth’s verse invites all readers to inhabit profoundly personal spaces of memory, isolation, and confrontation, thereby sparking reflection on how we process our own similar life challenges.”

			—Emily M. Hinnov, PhD, professor of English and program coordinator at Great Bay Community College and editor-in-chief of The Heron
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			Dear Reader,

			Each one of these poems captures an important moment in my life. These moments shaped who I am as a person and led me to do what I do. They drove me to my breaking point and occasionally helped put me back together. The poems reveal secrets that I have let stew inside me. Secrets that keep me up at night and give me nightmares if I ever fall asleep. They are the skeletons that I can no longer keep in the closet. 

			My writing has been instrumental in my healing process. It has helped me deal with my stress, anxiety, and depression. It has helped me learn how to heal the “little Meghan” who lives in the garden behind my sternum. A place where she is safe and sound. Safe from those who have tried hard to destroy her. A place for her to finally grow in a sanctuary where all of her needs are met.

			These poems explore my moments of love, pain, suffering, and self-healing. They illuminate the people who have been my light and others who have pulled me into the darkness. 

			It took me a long time to get where I am. To finally find comfort and to decide to share it all with you. I hope this book helps you feel validated and heard—and inspires you to believe that things can get better. Our experiences make us who we are and give us the opportunity to connect with others. 

			All of my light and love,

			                                                     Meghan 

			


		

	
		
			

			For B, I am infected with you. Even if there were a cure, I wouldn’t 
take it. You make me stronger, healthier, and immune to
those who threaten to harm me. 

			 

			For N, you live inside my bones. You give me structure, stability, and safety. Will you come join me for a walk in the garden 
that blooms in my rib cage?

			And last but not least, OG. Every heartbeat is yours. 
You are the very reason why I am still alive. I inhale and exhale for you. 
You make me whole and unbroken. 

		

		
		

	
		

		
			Grieving in Silence

			“Yeah, well at least he wasn’t really yours.”

			I hear it all the time.

			Who wrote the rules on grieving?

			Why is there a spectrum of loss?

			We compare ourselves

			like we have something to prove.

			Your loss is somehow measured differently,

			perceived as greater than mine. 

			Almost like I’m not worthy of tears,

			like sadness is being wasted on me.

			All I know is this:

			when they put him in my arms

			I could never imagine letting go.

			Every giggle,

			every smile,

			every milestone reached—

			all for me. 

			I’d leave the room

			and he would follow.

			First he’d crawl,

			then he’d walk,

			then he’d run to me.

			“Momma” 

			is who I became.

			For him. I’d wake 

			every morning to him laughing,

			waiting for me to pick him up.

			Soon the day would come

			when we’d finally change his last name. 

			Instead I lie on the rug in the room

			that was once in his nursery,

			

			crying tears I shouldn’t,

			because he was never really mine.

			Aching as I cling to the memory.

			The memory of him.

			The smell of his curls after a bath,

			his big, beautiful brown eyes staring back into mine.

			Sharing it with no one 

			while I drown on the floor in silence. 

		

	
		
			

			Center Stage

			The lights are bright 

			but I am calm 

			because he is in this little playhouse with me.

			Can a soulmate be your brother?

			Together we make one complete person.

			Our souls intertwine in a perfectly choreographed dance.

			Step touch, step touch, step touch.

			One foot in front of the other

			as we walk hand-in-hand,

			experiencing what no one else can grasp

			or understand.

			It’s us against the world,

			and nearly all the people in it.

			Even when I am wrong,

			he tells me I am right.

			He will fight with me until he is covered in bruises

			and his perfect ballet toes are broken.

			He breaks for me.

			He repairs himself with tape and glue

			and gets back on stage with a smile on his face,

			prepared for his next number.

			I will be with him until the curtains are drawn,

			every rose is thrown,

			and all the encores are finished.

		

	
		
			

			This House

			This was the house of my dreams.

			Every day I watched it being built from the ground up.

			Every decision was mine,

			from the color of the walls to the maple hardwood floors,

			to the placement of every outlet.

			It was mine, 

			my happiest of places.

			Where they brought my son to me,

			a little boy full of smiles and laughter.

			Where for months and months I watched him grow.

			Where he learned to walk,

			learned to talk.

			Where I started to feel him slowly slip away.

			Where I had to begin to share him.

			Where my marriage began to crumble.

			Where a house became divided.

			Where I returned in the middle of the night

			wearing paper panties and paper clothes

			after the assault that cracked my foundation.

			Where after a year, they took my son 

			out of my arms with barely any notice.

			Where I began to crumble.

			Where I realized I was broken.

			Where I returned again in paper panties and paper clothes

			after deciding a knife to the throat was the only answer

			to months of agony and torture.

			This is where I was left in pieces

			scattered across the perfect wooden floors.

			Barely a resemblance to the sturdy foundation

			poured just a year before. 

			This is where I had to say goodbye 

			to my happiest of places. 

			

			Where I must begin to build 

			myself from the ground up.
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