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    Thanks to Hezza and Izzy. You are the string to the bow.
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Calais
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You’ve both gone across the sea,

to where the gulls cry in another tongue,

to where the shore denies me passage.

I stand at the water’s edge,

counting the miles in waves,

counting the silence in salt.
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One part of me grieves—

like tide pulling back, leaving

nothing but seaweed and bones.

Another part burns—

storms beating against the pier,

angry the ferry ever sailed.
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Waves bash the windows, but you don't notice.

She's singing you a soft lullaby, 

pillowing your face, into her neck.

I pound against the glass, 

but she hums, unaware.

The sea knows my name,

the wind whispers my absence,

and still, you drift further,

soft smiles trading my storms

for quiet warmth I cannot touch.
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Étoile
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Joyeux anniversaire, mon amour, mon étoile.

I do not cry, though my lips may tremble,

my tears tumble, tumble, trickle,

down past the lips I dreamt you caressed,

down the cheeks, cupped in your hands.
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I searched every consolation for your name,

I wandered endlessly. Paris. Notre Dame,

I even heard the howl of the louve.
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A wild call beneath the moon,

a new call of clair de lune.

Bon anniversaire, mon amour, mon étoile.

I searched every scripture, every song,

every sigh for your name.

––––––––
[image: ]


À un nouvel amour, à un nouvel espoir,

une nouvelle vie, amour, désir.
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Joyeux anniversaire, son amour, son étoile—

I hope you’re safe in the arms of another,

because you couldn’t hold the weight of my love.
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Le Fil de l’Éphémère 
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A thread, thin as morning mist, runs between us -

barely seen, barely touched.

I hold it for a moment, and it trembles,

slips,

vanishes in the hush of your absence.
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I trace your laughter in the corners of the day,

catch your shadow in sunlight, reach,

before it dissolves. Ephemeral,

like smoke curling from a candle

yet I cannot light it again.
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Every word that you told me, is a stitch

sewn into my skin. Holding me together.

Pulling me toward you, yet

tearing me at the same time.
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Rêves Déchirés 
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At the other end of the world,

you breathe, you laugh, you move

while I am frozen in time,

clutching the scraps of my dream sonogram

that tore when you broke my heart.
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The sea between us is not water—

it is glass, reflecting every unspoken word,

every storm I cannot throw your way.
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“Just friends,” I scream at the tide,

at the hours that slipped through my fingers,

at the space that splits us wide,

whilst I taste only the absence of your bodies.
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And still, my heart traces your names:

“Izzy, Hezza, Izzie-Bee,”

“Bailee-Boo, Leigh, Bee.”
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Shards of you pierce me,

raw, sharp—

I press my palms to the glass,

but you are gone.
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Rouge et Cendre



[image: ]


Red and fire—

one wears Prada like sin itself,

a devil’s smile stitched into the seams.

The other makes me pine,

like coals that never cool,

burning me where no water reaches.
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Rouge are her lips, her hips, her every step

cendre in my chest—

I breathe ash when I speak their names.

Nia, Izzy-

two sparks I cannot hold,

two flames that turn me to smoke.

Two temptations, two infernos—

and I walk willingly into the burn.
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Les Champs Élysées
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The street glows gold beneath the evening sky,

cafe lights humming secrets into the night.
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I see you,

a shadow slipping past the tables,

smile half-hidden behind a wool scarf,

that carries the scent of rain in your hair.
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Cobblestones echo here with 

our imaginary footsteps, the sound of laughter 

that never quite made it caught between lamplights.
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I see you,

turning a corner, leaving warmth behind,

a pulse I chase down the avenues, in my dreams,

vanishing in the crowd.

Paris holds its breath in the quiet hours,

and I hold the memory of your hand in mine.
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I see you,

across the river, across the years,

and the city remembers,

though you are gone.
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