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            Because sometimes what remains is everything.
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Hafez Got It Wrong, Part 1
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The streets are empty

except for trash and memories. 

No one is looking for me. 

Or, if they were, 

they found someone better

along the way. 

There is no grand love story,

no fairytale romance. 

There’s only what you have

and what you need,

and happiness is a lie

we tell ourselves exists. 
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Hafez Got It Wrong, Part 2
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The streets are empty. 

Happiness is missing; 

or, if it is in the streets, 

it isn’t listening

or calling my name. 

My smile is a stranger

to my face. 

I can’t remember

my laugh

or the way

my heart feels

when it’s full. 

Happiness is deaf, 

and it lost my scent

a long time ago. 
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Thief
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I stole your hat

and your heart

with one swipe. 

You asked for it back (your hat or your heart?). 

I said no. 

You snatched them both back

and ran away. 

Later,

you said the look in my eyes

scared you away, 

like I’d hold you hostage

long after the ransom was paid. 

You’re right. 

Once you’re mine, 

I never let go.
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Residue
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I set fire

to the mattress

you shared with me. 

(It smelled too much like you.)

I lay down

in the new bed

alone, 

wishing I had a pillow

sprayed with your cologne

or an abandoned sleep shirt

soaked in your sweat-cigarette scent

to sleep in. 

Now that I’ve purged you

from my bed 

– my body – 

I wish I still had the stink of you

on my skin.
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Still 
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Did you leave

my L’Oreal red lipstick kisses

on your mirror,

or wipe them away

with your Cloroxed sterility

and disdain?

The stain of you

is not so easily removed,

or maybe I don’t want

to be clean – 

– not if it means

forgetting you

and what we could be

if only we’d just stood still.
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Permanent
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Your handprints

linger on my skin. 

Your kiss

is a tattoo

on my lips. 

You have left the room,

but you’re still here,

all over me

like a sickly sweet perfume. 

I can’t get enough of you. 

I refuse to wash you away – 

this may be all I ever have of you

again. 

I want to let you soak in

until the stain of you

is permanent. 
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The word “if”

burns me to the ground

like a Salem witch

every time I hear it. 

“If we had known...”

“If you loved me...”

“If you were still here...”

“If I knew better...”

I have died four times

in the last nine lives – 

or is it five little deaths – 

just because of two letters

and all the possibilities

they spell between them. 

We didn’t know. 

You didn’t love me. 

You’re not here. 

And I will never know better

to not do whatever I did

before the “If”. 
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