
TOO HURT TO CRY

Poems

Copyright © 2025

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted

in any form without written permission from the author.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Too Hurt To Cry

Contents

A Note

The First Cut

The Echo

The Silence

The Mask

The Numbness

The Wake

“Pain, past a certain point, stops announcing itself.

It just moves in.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Contents

[image: ]


I.  The First Cut Poems i–viii

II.  The Echo Poems ix–xvi

III.  The Silence Poems xvii–xxiv

IV.  The Mask Poems xxv–xxxii

V.  The Numbness Poems xxxiii–xl

VI.  The Aftermath Poems xli–xliv

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A Note
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This book is for everyone who has ever sat in a quiet room after something broke, and found that they had run out of tears. Not because it was over. Because they had been carrying it for too long.

These forty-four poems do not offer resolution. They offer company.

The sonnets are marked. Everything else is the truth between the lines.
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The First Cut
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Before You Left the Room

i.

You were still standing there

when I felt it.

Not a wound.

Not even pain.

Just a shift,

the way a room changes

when someone turns off the light

and you realize

you were only seeing

because of them.

You were still in the doorway.

But I was already alone.

What Broke Quietly

ii.

It was not the argument.

It was the way you sighed

before answering me.

Like I was something

you were tired of carrying.

I heard it.

I didn’t say anything.

I think that was the moment.

Not the last one.

The first one.

The one that opened the door

to all the others.

First Fracture

iii.  — sonnet

I noticed it the way you notice cracks,

a hairline split along a favourite wall,

too minor for alarm, too clear to lack

acknowledgment that something’s wrong at all.

You said my name like it cost something dear,

the way you say a word you’re tired of.

And in that flatness I began to hear

the hollow space inside what once was love.

I told myself it was a single day,

that moods are tides, not permanent terrain.

But cracks don’t heal themselves—they find a way

to run until the whole wall bears the strain.


I should have named it when it first appeared.

Instead I smiled, and quietly disappeared.



The Night After

iv.

I lay in the dark

doing math.

How many times.

How long.

How many signs

I had reclassified as nothing.

The ceiling didn’t answer.

I counted the years

the way you count change

when you already know

there’s not enough.

It was very late

when I stopped counting

and started to understand

what the numbers meant.

Incident

v.

It wasn’t a fight.

It was a sentence.

Six words.

Delivered the way people deliver sentences

they have rehearsed too long

to feel anymore.

I nodded.

I walked to the kitchen.

I made tea.

I stood at the counter

holding a mug that was too hot to drink,

waiting for my hands

to do something

other than shake.

Point of Entry

vi.

The worst wounds don’t announce themselves.

They come in the offhand comment.

The shrug after.

The pause before you’re called by name

as if the name itself

has become a small inconvenience.

That’s the one that stays.

Not the loud ones.

Not the ones with raised voices

and broken dishes.

The quiet one.

The one that didn’t even bleed.

The Apology

vii.  — sonnet

You said you’re sorry like the word was cheap,

like saying it again could make it new.

I’ve been counting all the times you tried to keep

a promise made of nothing you’d see through.

I nodded. Said ‘it’s okay’ like I meant it.

We’ve choreographed this scene so many times

the lines come easy, automatic, printed

on the backs of all our familiar crimes.

But something in me filed it quietly away,

the way you archive what you can’t delete.

Not anger. Not grief. Just a slow decay

of something I once thought was incomplete.


You thought forgiveness meant we’d start again.

I’d already started building walls by then.



Before

viii.

I used to check my phone

with the expectation

that something good

was waiting.

I used to walk through a door

and feel my body relax.

I used to say your name

without bracing

for whatever came next.

I’m trying to remember

exactly when that changed.

I can’t find the day.

It didn’t happen on a day.

It happened the way all slow losses happen,

in the quiet accumulation

of ordinary moments

that nobody marks.
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The Echo
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Replay

ix.

I have run the conversation

forty-three times.

In some versions, I say the right thing.

In some versions, you do.

In all of them,

it ends the same way.

I’m not obsessing.

I’m looking for the moment

where I could have changed the outcome.

I haven’t found it.

I’m starting to understand

it wasn’t in the conversation.

It was in the years before it.

In every time I swallowed something whole

to keep the peace.

3:12am

x.

The house is quiet

and I am not.

The thought runs again.

The same sentence.

The fifth time tonight

I have turned it over

looking for a different meaning.

There isn’t one.

There’s just the dark

and the fact of it

and my brain

running a program

it doesn’t know how to exit.

What I Meant to Say

xi.  — sonnet

There was a version of me that had the words,

who practiced in the shower, clear and brave.

She knew exactly how the truth occurred,

what she deserved and what she wouldn’t waive.

She came with me. I felt her at the door,

the speech prepared, the courage briefly there.

And then you looked at me. And I’d explore

the floor instead, and find the ceiling bare.

She watches me from somewhere just inside.

She sees me nod when I should hold my ground.

She’s given up on me. She’s gone to hide

behind the ribs where silence can
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