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Unspoken

This time next year I’ll be sitting in a cafe— under the glow of Valencia’s setting sun, weeks after you’ve
dropped me off, romanticizing life in the red notebook

you always teased me for,
yet so carefully learned lines from.

They’1l be with me,

those you feared would replace you— the painter, the dancer, the poet,
the woman

you tried to find me

in the bar’s darkness that September

after I told you I was tired of being alone.

Her head will rest where yours once layed, my shoulder will recognize the difference— my arms won’t
recognize their shapes— when we hug,

I’ll remind myself you too were once a stranger to make it less strange—

I’ll tell you I love you, causally
the way I tell you my day went well or
that the barista at Starbucks made my drink just the way I like it.

Casually—

like, I’1l be back in New York before

you can get a proper break from me

and we’ll stroll down fifth avenue again in thrifted overcoats that suggest

we have more money than we actually do and revisit the aisles of Trader Joe’s,

where I hand you this poem and tell you not to read it
until I can walk away, casually

without telling you— seriously I love you.



