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Author’s Note:

anything after this page is 
a note found on my iphone

these are poems i’ve never shared
and texts i never sent 

i have not edited or altered
except to protect the identity 

of those mentioned. 

for all the times i’ve dreamt about this
wanting it to work out so badly,

this is for you
- mvb
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i planted seeds of hope into your soil
that grew to be trees of comfort
at the time, it seemed to be the right place
for me to rest forever 
on your chest 
in the dark 
but you turned your body away from mine 
as i wondered why i even came here in the first place 
sometimes i want that first spark 
of curiosity 
to ignite for us again
other days, i sit and think
how to break it all to you 
i never thought any of this would be my dilemma 
how i regret you, thank you, and need you all at once 
this is my punishment for holding onto the reigns 
until the wheels fall off
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I used to have this idea before high school 

that at the end of the 4 years, there would be a video log and everyone would 
participate, talking about each classmate

I remember thinking I did not want anyone to have anything negative to say 
about me in this imaginary video confessional 

I kept as quiet as I could, and I tried to be as nice as I could to those in my class

in the end, I got bullied and no one signed my yearbook
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sorry for not getting back to you, I’ve been busy plus had to think about 

your last text. I don’t wanna surprise you with a long ass text but I just 

thought I’d be honest with you rather than ignoring. I appreciate you 

reaching out to me, but the farther away I am from our time together the 

more clarity I’ve gained concerning how I wasn’t treated how I should 

have been, ever. as much as I want to be friends/cordial, it’s just not a 

good time for me to revisit a friendship with you. I’m happy for you at a 

distance, but right now I can’t say I want to physically “hang out” because 

the point that we knew each other I was extremely, extremely unhappy and 

knowing you deepened whatever issues I had. I’m at a really good place 

with family, friends, and the love I have found, and I hope you are too. I’d 

like to keep it that way, so I hope you don’t take me ignoring that part of 

my life and your friendship personally. I hope you have fun in Akron this 

time around and hopefully when I finally feel secure and you are willing we 

can meet up and reconnect. I also hope this text makes sense and doesn’t 

sound rambling or accusatory. Thanks for understanding
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little rover 
I want you to know 
that wherever you are
you are not alone 
I know the world 
you wander now 
is big and tall 
and red and loud 
but just remember 
that from the ground 
I look up to you 
and marvel at how 
small and mighty 
you continue to be
 a wanderer of space 
curiosity
      *

*NASA’s Curiosity Rover was programmed to sing happy birthday to itself 
every year, alone on the planet Mars . I cried when I found out. 
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home is 
dog hair and moving 
relaxing while holding my mother’s arms 
it is anxiousness and sadness 
petting the wild cats outside 
knowing everyone hates it 
making myself scared when i don’t 
will i be here forever? 
i love my mother 
i wrote on a brick for my grandpa 
and he placed it with the other bricks
there wont ever be another place like this 
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we had taken a family picture that included all of us when I was little. from memory, I can recall it 
was my parents, grandparents, aunt, austin, aunt and uncle, baby karinna, and maybe tom. nicole 
wasn’t in this because she wasn’t born yet. we were all dressed in jean in front of a 90s background.

shortly after my grandpa died, we noticed the absence of nicole. “we need to do another family 
picture”

“it won’t be much of a family picture” my mother had said hastily. 

it wasn’t her fault, I know she was grieving and would continue that grief for another year. 

I really still want a family picture.



08

i sleep where your feet 
once were 
it is comfortable and soft 
keeping me sane 
i am ashamed to say 
i wrote any poetry of love 
before you -
how could i have? 
i didn’t know of love until 
every moment
 i am thinking of you
my best friend, my life 
i am constantly reminded 
flowers wilt 
and blood dries 
but i write this for you, 
my love -
even when you aren’t my love,
you will still be what warmed me
no matter where the strings 
pull our bodies 
it cannot ever change 
what you gave to me
what you stirred in me 

March 22nd, 2017 at 12:57 AM
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it’s coming up on a year and i try so hard to be okay with all you do and i don’t want to be 
jealous or possessive. i understand girls exist and you talk to them. but that one girl lauren 
makes me really uncomfortable, because I know you think she’s attractive and i know she 
thinks you’re attractive.

and more importantly- i have always tried to be cool with what you post online because in 
the long run - none of that matters to me.... but it does really hurt to see you untag yourself 
from the pictures i post of us. this feeling is amplified by the way you were with me this 
weekend - it makes me feel like you’re ashamed of me....... 

we’ve been together for almost a year and not once have you ever posted a picture of us. this 
is such a petty thing to care about and i’m completely aware of how silly it sounds - but it’s 
hard for me to feel important when if anyone looked at your social media they would think 
you are single. 

and you’re not single. unless you not ever “”””showing me off”””””(ew but you know what 
i mean) really translates to you not wanting this or me. 
 
if you really are not happy with me or are embarrassed of me, then i won’t try to keep you 
here or make excuses

June 6th, 2017 at 12:38 AM
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there’s always going to be a barrier 
between me 
and everyone else 

there’s something missing 
and I mean it 
it’s not something I say 
to make the lines 
flow 
I don’t care 
let the stanza run dry 

—

I cannot wait to kiss you 
and then walk on eggshells 
questioning everything I did
and didn’t 
why did I open the box 
I was happy 
wasn’t I?
wasn’t I.
it wasn’t me 

—

god 
playing games 
to play god 
the overseer 
overdoing 
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it’s the most quiet it’s ever been outside this house. it is 5:30 am on christmas eve. my dog just 
woke my mom up and i need to ring her neck but i love her, i’ll always love her.

we sit and I think about what is right. does it mean anything. I find you more attractive and less 
attractive all in a split second. you begged me to let you smoke the other half of the cigarette you 
saved before the movie ended. I said no, you do not need a cigarette, please do not. 

I kicked you out because I was afraid, ashamed, and embarrassed. I love you, but I can’t love you 
the way you need to be loved. my mom is probably ashamed of who I am at 20. I feel it when I 
have to tell her why my dog is barking at 5 am. I don’t feel it when my boyfriend won’t touch me. 

i’m in between mediocrity and that’s a fault of my own. I pick out your flaws and I see the snot 
hanging in your nose as we are lying there. I love this movie and I do not want to ruin it by kiss-
ing you. I kiss you and for once it’s not something else. you stop and turn your attention to the 
screen.

what am I searching for. I feel like a night wasted. if this was my only love i would be grateful it 
goes slow.

I think about what’s going to become of us all the time, everyday. there isn’t guilt, just curiosity. 
where does this road lead. what kind of person goes down it. 

we’re sitting in the only complete silence I think i’ve ever been apart of. I could imagine waking 
up and going outside just for this, because I like it that much.

you’re expressive and goofy, i’m embarrassed of you but then again, you’re just a friend. I ask 
you if your parents are disappointed in you but you just laugh and talk about anything you find 
interesting.
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you’re always mending a baby bird without a nest. it’s gentle but you hit the nose I paid for on 
accident. 

you smoke an american spirit and show me whatever a one hitter is supposed to be. I don’t know 
anything about weed. I don’t care if you smoke cigarettes or weed or both like you do, id prefer 
you didn’t, but what does it matter.
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do as I say, 
not as I do
pick up the phone 
I can tell you 
I have been thinking about 
dying young
you can’t tell me
you do not want children 
I will die young
if I didn’t 
we would buy real estate
I would brush your hair
allow your belly to grow big
I want it 
but I die young 

stains of the past 
follow up the stairs 
into the bedroom 
glowing on screens 
only a tap away 
you are all so pretty 
I miss you 
do you know me? 
how we connected? 
I am your stain’s stain 
I watch over you now 
we all 
mark each other 

I could write better than this, but anything that sounds too good to be true always is. 
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I’ve been through so much with you. I went from being unsure of you, to loving you, to hating 
you, to now - being completely numb to you. when you do or say things that would have hurt me 
the first time - I’m mad, but I’m not surprised. I know you. there’s a lot to you, but I just always 
know what’s going to happen and this time, I don’t feel like entertaining it. you were adamant 
I shouldn’t be with someone who didn’t give me the time, but at least when he did it was real. it 
was so, so real. you told me how much I deserved. I agreed. I didn’t deserve someone who was 
mostly absent, but I also don’t deserve someone who is, in the end, focused solely on himself. 
you get high and don’t call. you want everything you can out of a girl, but you give nothing in 
return. I’m not afraid to say what I’m good at and who I can be to someone. I deserve more than 
you. you’re immature. I’m not spending my years in college sad, smoking, drinking, hurting for 
so many nights on end. I’m learning, growing, adventuring, you name it. I only want to tell you 
what I’ve seen because I love you. I love you in so many ways for who you are, but you couldn’t 
ever love me - and that’s why I need to say this. you need to get ahold of everything - completely. 
your insecurities, priorities, unstable tendencies, everything. you need to know yourself and 
express yourself. you were doing well in the beginning, I will give you that. you almost had me. 
but I’m smarter now and I know that all I’m being given is the same package in a different box. it 
doesn’t work for me. it can’t. I’m sorry.
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I have never been more manic 
than when I am shown 

affection 
what else could make me

remember my own mortality,
the ticking time bomb -

an inevitable ending,
to something I didn’t agree 

to start in the beginning
I am looking through 

the sands of time 
and it just rattles me to know

someone can make me so,
so,

mortal
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every time i found someone i wanted to love, i had to follow all their rules and expecta-
tions. i always had to compare to the girl who left them, the one who he couldn’t be with 
anymore. at 18, i thought that every person out there had found someone irreplaceable 
already,  and that i was doomed. which is silly. but i met you, and i was waiting to get hit 
with being hurt again. at 19, i am learning how i was wrong. it was important to me that 
you never tried to define me or what i needed to be. i never thought that i would have a 
relationship like this and i now know i wouldn’t ever change what we’ve shared. on my 
part, i think the reason we used to fight some (beginning of the year) was my fear. my 
fear i’m not important, my fear you could find someone else and abandon me, my fear 
you weren’t doing what i had decided you should do in my imagination. i’m used to what 
i’ve been told needs to happen in relationships and whatever else. i’m impressionable 
and i know you must know that by now. words hurt me for a long time, people’s opin-
ions inevitably crush my confidence. i struggle with appearances a lot, because since the 
day anyone ever noticed me, that was what had to be perfect. what i’ve learned with you, 
is that it doesn’t always matter what it may look like, it only matters how people make 
each other feel. that’s generalizing, because it takes more than that for healthy interac-
tions, but that’s the thought behind it all. i realize now, there’s no point to have some-
thing you had envisioned for your life, because it just doesn’t work like that. and what’s 
the fucking point anyway? i don’t want to have what i thought i needed before i met you, 
because that’s too easy - it isn’t real. i’m glad i have you. i like making memories i didn’t 
expect i would make, i like building something that isn’t identical to what all my friends 
brag about on social media. this is more important to me. your friendship. i wrote this 
the night of the day we picked up your car from the impound lot. i really liked that day. 

i love you
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when i felt all my future
 careening deep into the dark 
you opened up the bottle 
and wine began to flow 
the cork would float until 
you let it breathe in the emptiness
of the bottom of the bottle 
2 cups full of wine 
no use for wine glasses 
no use for a corkscrew 

my lack of worth 
a tight cork in a cheap bottle 
i don’t have the means to lift me 
out
wine, a depressive ocean, 
threatens to strangle my breath 
until i realize 
you can push the cork 
deep, deep 
into me 
sleeping through fields,
churches, libraries, mountains 
suffocated 
i sip my danger 
get drunk on my shortcomings
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the funny thing is about people, you don’t think you can live without them until you do. you 
think your whole life depends on them, you plan for them, you revolve your entire strato-
sphere around them, and then you take a day - just any ordinary day - and you live for you. 
you do something that’s going to help somebody else. you listen to a person you usually 

don’t hear because you’re so busy. you watch some good tv. you try your best to carry on. 
detaching yourself from under someone’s wing is never easy, I know, but it gets a little 

bit more okay. you miss that person. you miss that touch. but somewhere down that long, 
difficult, uneasy, and maybe even unbearable road, I promise it’ll get peaceful. I didn’t like 

myself when I became attached to griffin, and now I don’t like myself with a knife in my hand 
for Hayden. I want love, but always for someone too out of reach. I remember my therapist 

telling me that I am the type to get into abusive relationships. I almost laughed when I heard 
it. me? I know the signs. but now, as I’m standing in the kitchen, abusing myself, I realize 

what she said was true. maybe I’m not the type to let someone else hurt me, but I am the type 
to hurt myself. and in turn, I let others blindly hurt me. I lose my standards for love. I go for 

broke and it’s not pretty.
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I was riding on the tractor with my grandpa as he mowed the lawn. it was and will al-
ways be a huge piece of land to me. years later I found out it was only maybe one acre. 
which amazes me even more for many reasons.

the two crab apple? crab apple trees that were curiously planted at the end of our land 
were coming up. I don’t know the exactness but I reached up to grab from the tree 
and in slow motion my grandpa’s cigarette collided with my wrist. instant pain. I was 
shocked. I don’t know. I still don’t know. 

I can’t remember everyone’s reaction, maybe i’ll ask my mom when she wakes up. it 
was my first and last boil. my grandpa was probably frustrated I had tried to grab from 
the tree, I never expected to accidentally meet his cigarette. 

I know he felt terrible it happened. he never, ever hurt us. he made my mom eat to-
bacco and once he bonked me on the head with a tin foil package, but he never, ever 
hurt me. 
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I dont know if my last texts hurt you more than they helped the situation - but I just 
want to let you know that if i could go back and change my behavior, I would. I had a 
really long, sad talk with nicole awhile back about why I am the way I am and how if 
I could change my brain/my feelings I would in a heartbeat. this isn’t me explaining 
away or invalidating what has happened, i’m just saying that I regret making you feel 
a certain way because of my own really bad problems, and I don’t want to lose your 
friendship over it. i’m sorry.
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im typing this the day I decide to finally write everything down. I just got back from sleeping 
in with you. the only thing I could do to keep myself from crying more was stroke your hair. 
ive never known if this gesture is comfortable or empty. 

we are talking about moving now, and growing up - if i will ever be here again. everyone says 
it happily. for once in my small existence, I want to stay right here. for once, I know I can’t. 
I know you will not be around, and this is me trying to play it cool as i light myself on fire. 
everything’s fine. everything is fine. 

you said you wanted to capture a feeling. i did too.


