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To everyone I’ve ever loved, I meant it.

Thank you for letting me get to know my favorite feeling.





INTRODUCTION


Some people give you Sunday mornings, and some late Friday nights

Some things end without a warning, and some without surprise

Some people keep you on your toes, and some keep you laid flat

Sometimes people find love in an instant

(It took me years to believe in that)

Sometimes love keeps you level and kind, and sometimes it makes you cruel

It can keep you very by the book, or breaking all the rules

It can leave you coming home with a big smile on your face

Or crying in a taxi when you’re leaving someone’s place

You might go out on a limb and find that love prevails

Or just barely survive it, but you’re here to tell the tale

And in the end, we’re all willing to lose our common sense

To take part in one of life’s most outrageous experiments

And even though it leaves us all with heaps and piles of healing

We’re all only humans,

Just searching for a feeling.







ROMANTIC LOVE or, The Ones Who Really Felt Like the One




To be in love with anything is to be in love

Because love is meant to be equally as fulfilling

No matter what it’s directed at

So be in love with your life in every way that you possibly can

And let it be known that that is what being in love is

Be in love with trying new recipes and taking the long way home

And coffee that’s exactly how you like it every morning

Be in love with the last album your favorite artist released

A book you read recently, or your weekly trip to the grocery store

Be in love with rainy days

A really good workout, your skin-care routine

Your favorite outfit

Be in love with everything you love

Immerse yourself in it

Fall hard for it

And be so sure of it that you never wonder if it’s going leave

Feel the type of joy you think you only get to have when you’re in love

Because you are

This is what love is all about

And to let yourself do all your favorite things

And feel that deeply about them

Is the most profound form of being loved in return

Because you are constantly surrounded by all of it

If you let yourself fall in love with everything you love

You are always in love

And what a beautiful way to be





The one who loves you will not make you spend a day wondering

Whether they love you or not

You will know the whole time

The one who loves you will not keep you a secret

They will tell everyone that they are the one who loves you

They will tell their friends

And they will tell mountaintops and strangers

And they will tell you, too

Not in code or a language you don’t understand

Not only with actions but with those exact words

The one who loves you will only make you wait the perfect amount of time

And it won’t even feel like waiting

It will feel like time flying

The one who loves you will never make you scared that the end is coming

Because new chapters will keep beginning and beginning

And they will make any endings feel like turning corners instead of closing doors

They will challenge you, because that’s life

And they will also change for you, like you will change for them

But only in ways that make sense

Because they are the one who loves you

They will love you in a way that feels like love

You will know

And during moments when you are pushing them away

You will find their feet are glued to the ground in front of you

Because they are not going anywhere

And one day, years from the start, you will wake up beside the one who loves you

And you will realize you knew all along

Because they never for a moment treated you like they didn’t

When the one who loves you loves you, you will know





I met you in the summer and all I could do was hope I’d have the privilege

Of loving you in the fall

That when the sky started to grey and the leaves started to live on the ground

Instead of in the trees

That I would not only still know you but love you and I would say it out loud

And you would say it back

I hoped that I could hold you through the loneliest season

And it wouldn’t feel lonely anymore

When I loved you in the fall

All I could do was hope that you would love me through the winter

When it was too cold outside to bear it

Even though enough time will have gone by that we will have revealed

Some of the secrets of our past

Our habits and idiosyncrasies

Even while the hurt that other people inflicted upon us before we met

Was blatantly thawing out

Funny how hurt tends to do that in the colder months while everything else stays frozen

When we were in love all through the winter

All I could do was hope we would still be in love in the spring

That as days got longer you wouldn’t want to spend your extra time

With anybody other than me

That while everything became new again

You wouldn’t feel the pull to start over with somebody else

That the same love that carried us through the other seasons

Would carry us back into the one we started in

But summer comes again and again and again

And we remain as in love as we were

In all the seasons that came before

And the hope that you will continue to choose me has dwindled

Because you only hope for things you can’t be sure of yet

My only hope now is that there will be enough seasons

For us to feel like we have adequate time

And I don’t think that when you find someone you are willing to spend every season with

Until the seasons run out

You ever feel like there is enough time

I met you in the summer

And all I will do now is love you until there aren’t any summers left





Being in love is boring

In the way that you get bored as a passenger on road trips

But can happily drift off to sleep knowing you’re in good hands

Boring like a movie you’ve seen a hundred times but still choose to watch it anyway

Because you love seeing it unfold, even though you know it line by line

Boring like the outfit you feel the most comfortable in

Like the meal you make every week because you love it

Like the story you’re being told for the second time

But you have no problem pretending it’s the first time you’re hearing it

Being in love is boring like watching the sun set every evening

Or noticing that there’s a full moon in the sky

Or your go-to coffee order

You’ve experienced it before

You felt it yesterday and you’ll feel it tomorrow

It’s not always grandiose and brand-new

But that doesn’t mean you don’t look forward to its sameness

And sure, it can be repetitive and monotonous

But it’s also invulnerable and secure and familiar

Being in love is boring in the best way

I would happily spend the rest of my life being bored

As long as it is with you





I love knowing you

But remember the first day we met

We were so anxious and unsure

When we didn’t know yet that we would know each other like this

I miss that a little

I love loving you

So much that it makes me miss the falling part that got us to where we are now

I want to take that trip one more time

With you, of course

I love kissing you

But remember the first time we kissed

It actually kind of felt like it wasn’t the first time, somehow

I love having dinner with you every night

But remember when we first started cooking for each other

The tender conversations and the little apologies

And the nervous kitchen shuffle around each other

While trying to take turns talking like we would never run out of things to say

And we haven’t; I hope we never do

But I miss the discomfort that led us to all the relief we have now

Remember when we would meet up for drinks at a restaurant

Before we knew for sure that the seat across from me would always be yours

And the one across from you always mine

I would scan the room and find your eyes and walk over to you

In a small but excited way

And I love the big, overexaggerated way that I run to you now

But I can’t help but miss the old us, because it brought us here

A train that I would like to stay on forever

Because I know the destination is a place of such beauty

But getting on was so exciting

And now we’ve got routines

With spontaneity and excitement mixed in where they fit

But just like the first day at a new job

The first night in a new place

The first drive in your new car

Or the first time you fall in love

I love knowing you

But I’d give it all to do it once more, from the start





Being loved by you makes me love me more

I always thought I needed someone to love me

To make up for all the love I wasn’t capable of giving myself

But it turns out your love was just a flashlight in a dark room

A candle while the power is out

Or, in my case, a lighthouse in a storm that seems like it might never end

Your love made me realize how worthy I am of all of it

How grateful I am to have finally found it

But also that things weren’t so bad before you came along, either

You see, I spent a lot of time with myself before I fell in love with you

I went for long walks and even longer drives with myself

I had long talks, both in mirrors and in my head, with myself

I watched funny movies and laughed with myself

And I cried with myself, too

Oh, did I ever cry

I picked myself up off of floors

And talked myself off of ledges

And, looking back now, I realize how much I had to love myself

To carry myself through all of it

And find my way to you

And now, being loved by you feels like an added bonus

Like a cherry on top

Like a light in the dark

Like everything has always been okay, but now it’s better

And I see it like that now because of you





To be in love is one thing

To be in love with you

Well, that is another thing entirely

It feels like driving too fast, but on a Sunday morning

Like drinking tea that has gone cold, but only because you talked for so long

Like finishing the best book you’ve ever read, for the second time

You’re not lost and empty when you close it

You’re just an expert about that particular plot now

It feels like waking up in the middle of the night, but having hours left to sleep

Like forgetting what you’re going to say, and then remembering

Like jumping into freezing-cold water, but adapting right away so it’s entirely enjoyable

It’s like someone interrupting you, but with good news

Like running low on gas but knowing you have just enough to get where you’re going

Being in love with you is like a solution to every conflicting feeling I’ve ever had

Like an up and a down that are so exact, I’m floating

I can’t even call it otherworldly because I’m not lost or somewhere new

Loving you feels like sitting in the living room while it snows

Like I could be anywhere, doing anything

But right now, I want to be here





You made me a lover girl again

A changing the sad songs for happy ones

Buying pastel-colored clothing

Getting a full night’s sleep because I’m not worried anymore kind of lover girl

I wasn’t sure I’d ever be a smiling at my phone

Securely attached

Looking at diamond rings on Pinterest

Holding hands on the street

Taking the long way to work

But the short way home to you kind of lover girl

I thought you only got to feel it once

And then it fades

But it turns out it comes back way louder than before

And so does the way I laugh

And the way I sing along to songs in the car

And the way I love everyone and you

And myself

It’s all louder and brighter now

The way it would be for a lover girl

A girl I didn’t think I was anymore

And I had grown to love not being defined

By being a girl who is in love

I woke up from a heartbroken fever dream

And found it fun to sleep in the center of the bed

And empowering to carry in all the groceries in one try by myself

I found joy in looking good for my own gaze

Rather than the male one

I fell in love with dinner for one

And a glass of white wine with a girly show someone else would’ve hated

I found the independence exciting

So exciting, in fact, that I wasn’t sure I would ever have room for two again

Or enough love to give anyone other than myself

But you made me a lover girl again

Creating a beautiful middle ground where I don’t relinquish control

But share it

And I know I can do anything on my own, and I can if I want to

But I don’t have to

And I truly think you can only really be a lover girl

An all in, fully immersed, completely in love, pulling two wine glasses

Out of the cupboard kind of lover girl

Because you spent so much time filling only yours

So now that I think about it

Did you make me a lover girl again, or did I?





We need a fairy tale where Prince Charming is a guy

Who always fills up your water bottle when it’s empty

And asks how your day was and really listens when you reply

He shows up with takeout from your favorite spot

So you don’t have to worry about dinner

A storyline where Prince Charming is patient even though you’re running late again

Because you couldn’t decide what to wear

He randomly holds your hand while you’re watching TV

He loves your friends wholeheartedly

He doesn’t leave you wondering, ever

Where’s the fairy tale about a Prince Charming who answers your texts

And always says good night

And fiercely loves you for who you are?

He changes where change is needed, and so do you

Because he knows what it means to compromise

Prince Charming needs to be portrayed as the guy

Who makes you feel so deeply comfortable

Being exactly you, with no edits

No ball gown, no dragons

And yes, he’s rescuing you, but he doesn’t realize it in the way that you do

Prince Charming needs to be written as a guy like that

Not just happy and in love after all that hardship and fighting

Just happy and in love because you both deserved it all along

A guy who brings flowers when he’s not sorry

And texts your parents back

And always says good night

And he doesn’t wear shining armor, but you don’t either anymore

And it’s because Prince Charming does exist

It’s just not in the way you expected

It’s even better
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