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The Ache

-For a moment, | you were everything | I needed.

The breaking

-where does it borderline?

The leaving

-Just two strangers  who carry each others grief

-The way | Autumn stayed

Thank you for walking beside my grief.

“The Lord is my rock and my fortress and my deliverer, | my God, my rock, in whom I take refuge, | my shield, and the horn of my salvation, my stronghold.” | —Psalm 18:2 | A reminder that even in the ache and absence, there is a steadfast place to stand.
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A note of thanks 

for the ones

I loved too hard,

too fast,

too blindly

you gave me the storms

that shaped these pages

and the strength

to survive them.

for that,

and for the words you pulled out of me,

Thank you.

I stayed

because hurting with you

felt safer

than being alone

with me.
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The Ache 
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Where longing begins to bloom before it knows the soil is wrong.

I planted pieces of myself

in every place you touched,

hoping something beautiful

might grow there.

I watered the ache,

believing it might bloom

into something gentle.

but the garden stayed quiet

petals half-opened,

roots unsteady,

everything reaching

for a light that never came.

and still, I tended to it,

because even an unfinished garden

felt kinder

than being empty.

I kept calling it love

because the truth

was too heavy

to hold.

so I swallowed you whole

and let the hurt

name itself.

I drank every drop of you,

convinced

the burning in my chest

was devotion.  




-Loving you was poison
























I never asked you

to grow into someone new

or to shine any brighter than you do.

I only wanted you,

just as you are.

on your quiet days,

even when your light flickers,






It’s still the only light

I'd follow home.




-you are enough.





































Sometimes I miss you

the way the world aches for warmth

when winter exhales its first cold breath.

I find myself drawn to you 

the way roots reach blindly for rain,

trusting the unseen,

the way I reach for God’s hands

without ever having seen His face.

I love you like the moon loves the night,

drawn again and again to its darkness,

glowing for it, 

choosing it

the way devotion finds its way back

to the one place where it was always

meant to be cradled.

I love you like the shore loves the tide,

pulled back every time,

no matter how far the leaving goes

because your presence feels written into me,

like something God wrote into me

before I ever learned your name.

And I need you

like breath,

like rest,

Like the peace after a whispered “Amen”

something my soul can’t live without,

something I reach for

the way the heart reaches for prayer.










I’d count every grain of sand in Egypt

every speck the wind has ever carried

desert to desert

if it meant you would return to me.

Return to me the way wanderers return to the temple when their hearts have grown tired of being away from home.

I would trade my breath,

my sleep,

my peace,

anything,

for you to come back to me,

the way unanswered payers return 

again and again

to the God who hears them,

the way love circles back

to the altar it was born from.

Because loving you feels like something sacred

something I would lay at His feet 

just for the chance 

to have you near again.


























As selfish as it sounds,

I wish I could say

we were bound to argue like this forever

because at least then,

I would have you forever.














The slammed doors echo like thunder,

trembling hands like branches in the wind.

In the ache of wanting to be 

understood

I find the rhythm of our love

wild, fierce, and untamed.

Even in our fights,

I feel the pulse of us,

the way our hearts refuse to let go.

Tell me about your parents,      and the ghosts that walk beside them.    Tell me about the love they handed you,    and the love they could not.

Tell me what feels easy

And when you're ready tell me what does not.

I will hold your quiet gently

The way you'd hold a rose with thorns

I’ll listen to the truth that gathers in your pauses        

I want to understand what makes you feel    

brave      

and what makes you small.      What steadies your heart,        what sends it wandering..        

I want to trace you,      not just the body you inhibit,        but memories,            the echoes of who you were        before you became this version of yourself.  

I want to understand you     inside and out,            and then some.

Fully, 

Simply,

Without hurry.

until knowing you      feels like prayer,          and saying your name        feels like returning home.
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I want to know you.

every inch of your being,

the beauty you show the world

and the wild, tangled places you keep hidden.

I crave your joy and your sorrow,

your scars and your truths,

the parts of you blooming

and the parts still buried in the soil.

You are a garden to me

a creation shaped by God’s own hands.

I long to walk the pathways of your mind

the way He walked through Eden,

slowly, reverently,

naming every wonder as holy.

Let me learn the landscape of you,

the soft fields of your laughter,

the storms that water your roots,

the shadows where new life waits to rise.

I want to know you in your entirety

and love you as faithfully

as the One who made you.



















You sit beside me,

close enough that our shoulders

could touch if either of us breathed

a little differently.

Yet the room feels wide

a whole field stretched

between your body and mine.

A field where nothing grows anymore.

Your silence has weight,

a stone I keep turning over

in my hands,

looking for warmth.

I speak,

and the words travel

only a short distance

before they fall,

unanswered,

like leaves with nowhere to land.

You look straight ahead,

and I wonder

when your gaze learned

to pass over me

without stopping.

It is a strange thing,

to sit so near

to someone who once

felt like a heartbeat,

and realize

we are now strangers

sharing the same

small air.

The distance is quiet,

but it is vast

and I am the only one

who seems to notice

how far away

you’ve gone.


- I miss you



I never said your name aloud,

yet it moves through every thought,

drifting through crowded rooms.

I search for fragments of you

the shadow of your warmth,

the tilt of a head,

the faint bloom of a laugh

that was never mine to miss.

Still, my silence keeps the shape of you,

like an empty garden bed

remembering the flower it once held.

There are loves that live quietly

rooted beneath the surface,

sacred in their restraint

loves that exist only

in the breath before a confession.

But the fleeting moments we shared,

in those quiet, hallowed spaces,

you held a rare and extraordinary light.

You were a muse etched in memory,

a brilliance I still revisit.
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-For a moment,

you were everything

I needed.
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Sometimes the hurt

Isn’t a sharp thing

It’s the soft, steady river,

a quiet longing for something

that was never truly mine

to hold.

It is the hollow space left behind, 

the way absence shapes the soul,

like a root pulled from the earth,

leaving its imprint in the soil.

the ache of almost 

still ringing 

in a place 

that should be silent.

Yet even this ache

is a sacred one, 

the kind God allows to deepen us,

watering the hidden places

where new tenderness

might one day grow.
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I love the glances we steal

the watching,

the waiting,

the unspoken longing.

I love the slow dance

towards falling in love

the way it makes me smile,

when we swallow our pride

and gather our courage

in the breath

before a simple hello.






























You said you’d call.

for a moment 

I almost believed you

the way the moon believes

the sun will stay.

even as the dar

edges in.

The night stretched on,

and your voice never came.

I almost waited

like a candle aching for a spark,

like the sky holding its breath

for dawn.

But then I remembered

how your promises

have grown thin,

How hope can fade

If I stare at it too long

So I tucked myself in,

turned off my phone,

and let the silence tell me

what you wouldn’t:

you were already gone.
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The breaking
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Where the growing stopped, and breaking began.

We argued like seasons shifting

you, all wildfire sun,

me, all storm-soaked soil.

Our words sprouted thorns,

sharp and blooming too fast,

vines twisting around the quiet

we used to tend together.

I felt my roots pull back,

curling away from the heat of you,

yet still

some foolish part of me

kept watering the ground between us,

praying something soft

might grow again.

But some gardens

aren’t meant to survive a drought,

and some love

wilts no matter

how gently we try to hold it.

There were always little moments 

Where I knew you no longer loved me

Where your love went quiet 

and grew distant.

Still, I stayed,

as if knowing the truth

Could ache less 

than losing you.

You’ll win the argument,

I’ll lose my light

you need to be right,

and I’ll just want to stay the night.






I’ve grown used to mistaking

surrender for tenderness

to name the ache between us affection.






I’ll trace the silence on your skin,

as if stillness were devotion,

as if holding you

could make the empty spaces

feel love again.


























Then I’ll say less,


and I’ll do more

be your doormat,

your open door.



I won’t ruffle your peace,

won’t raise my tone;

I’ll be what you dream of

polished, known.



Contained and clean,

quiet and good,

I’ll blend myself

the way you would.



I’ll style down my wildness
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