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Every

Word
You
Cannot

Say™ *



I don’t know why,

but I do not feel like I’'m like you, or anyone else.

[ feel like I’'m the only one who feels the things I feel, or thinks the way |
think.

I’m worried that I’m taking everything too

seriously, or not seriously enough.

Sometimes I want you to see me, and

sometimes [ want to disappear.



[ don’t know if I’ve ever truly felt like the ground beneath me was firm.

Things always feel like they’re moving and I never get the chance to catch up
to them and when I do, it feels like it all goes too quickly.

[ am nice to people I don’t like because I don’t know what else to do.

I feel like I’'m waiting for something but I don’t know what it is.

I often walk past people in the street, and I wonder if anyone else is waiting
too.

[ don’t know if I’'m ever, really, “Here.”



So I’m fine.*

*I am not fine.






[ don’t know your name.

But I do know that it was beautiful to your mother and that the first time she
said it, and decided it was yours, she smiled. I know she said it several times
after that, like the words to a beautiful song only she knew. She tried it on like

a beautiful summer day.

I do not know what you do for money, but I do know that sometimes, whatever
it is, it’s difficult. I do not know whether you are rich or poor, but I do know
that regardless of how much money you have in the bank or how big your
house 1s, numbers have never stopped the world from intruding on happiness.

And sometimes, things are hard.



I know that, once, someone touched your hand and you did not want them to
pull their hand away, but they did and this made you sad. And for this reason, I
also know that sometimes you smile even when there’s nothing to smile about.

I know that the grass grew while you were sleeping. I know that somewhere
on the other side of the world, the sun shone on people you will never meet.

I know that at least once, if not several times, someone you knew woke up in
the middle of the night thinking of you and wondering what became of you.

And they’ve contemplated calling you out of the blue.



I know you have a tiny scar on your body that only you know about, that only
you see now.

I know you remember how you got it.

[ know your body will be cold, after you die and that right now, while you’re
reading this, is the only time I can guarantee it will be warm.

I know that the sun will rise every single day until it doesn’t, until there’s no
more reason to.

I know that time itself holds you tight.

I know that you get ink on your fingers and don’t know when it’ll come off.

I know strangers can stain your heart

in the same way.



I know sometimes your brain is too loud and your heart bangs on the ceiling
with a broom,

screaming,

“Shut up, you’re going to ruin this for us.”

I know sometimes, it’s too late, and

the music plays on.




I know you hurt and that you love and that, sometimes, love is the reason you
hurt.

I know you feel things and wish sometimes that someone was there to tell you
that you’re allowed to feel everything you’re feeling.

I know that, sometimes, you wish someone would just say the words you
needed to hear because, sometimes, you don’t even know what those words
are.




I feel what you’re feeling, if you feel these things.

And I want you to know that despite how wrong everything seems right now,
you are someone special, in someone else’s story.

You are not reading this alone.

You are a part of so much.



Here:

When you’re lost, take a brief

moment to find yourself.



In every moment.

In every breath.

In every star.

In every blade of grass.
In every lost toy.

In every forgotten song.
In every burnt map.

In every broken glass.
In every memory of perfume.
In every taste.

In every line.

In your heart.

In trust.






When you touch this page, someone else, somewhere else, is waiting to touch
the exact same spot, and is thinking of you.

[ promise you, someone, somewhere in the world is thinking of how beautiful
you are on the inside, how much they wish that whatever is hurting you would
stop, how much they love you without ever having known your name.

Reach out, and touch their heart.

Because somewhere, they are reaching out to yours.



Here.






1

want
to love
and be loved.
I want my chil-
dren to have a better life
than I did. T want my
dad to be proud of me
and I'want him to say it. 1
want to drink  cold water
ona hotday.  Some- times I
cry at some- thing that I
don’t believe  anyone else
cries at. There’s  away that
clouds can move across the  sky that
can do this to me. Sometimes I worry
about stupid things in the middle of the
night. I find it hard to talk to certain people
and I don't think I will ever really under- stand
why. My stomach hurts every now and again
and I'm convinced it’s cancer or some- thing else
that’s about to kill me. I still think about

something
stupid I said in high school to impress someone. I still

think about every relationship I fucked up. I worry
about my mom, a lot. Sometimes I feel like I'm the
only one who cares about a lot of stuff. I'm just
trying to do the right thing, and I don’t know
what that is. I think you have to make it
up new every single day.









You are part of a beautiful story.

But “Chapter One” is not your first memory.

The first word in this story was written a long, long time ago.

And you are only in the story for just a few short pages.

But in these pages, you get to decide how the

story goes.

Over time, you will play every character in the story.

You will love and be loved.

You will hate and be hated.

You will be cruel and you will be kind.



You will start young and if you are lucky, you will be old when it ends.

Everyone you meet along the way is just someone at a different point in their
story.

So be patient and kind.

But don’t let anyone tell you how your story should go.

Only you know how your story goes.

And when your pages are over, don’t be sad or angry.






The wind does not stop being the wind

when it stops blowing.

A wave does not stop being a wave when it

crashes

against the shore.

A story does not stop being a story when you turn the page.



What have you lost between this page



and this one?



Every single life you touch, moves the story forward.

And so, if you’re kind, your story becomes part of many stories.

But life 1s not special because of what happens after it’s over.

Life is special because life is special.

Your story is special.

And whether you know it or not, you are adding new words to it every single
day.

If things are good, they will change. If things are bad, they will change.

Because change is the nature of every story.



What words will you add to it today?



Let me tell you how the world becomes

better.

The world becomes better when good people like you look at themselves and
decide what kind of life they want to live, and what they’re willing to do to
make it that way.

This does not mean you need to fight more.

It means you need to find ways to fight less.

Sometimes, our immediate response to the way the world is, is anger, and the
world is the way it is, because sometimes our immediate response to it, is
anger.



Wait for yourself,

and be patient with yourself and others.

Wait.
There’s a kind of kindness that

can settle on your heart.



And Here?

Here:

You cannot say why you cannot forget the feeling of their skin against yours.

Here.

Here.

Here.

And point to the center of yourself.

And tap your sternum.

And touch your forehead.

And touch your tongue.



You cannot say that you are sorry they left, or that you left them.

You cannot walk up to strangers in the street and say, “Here is where it hurts.”

And point to the center of yourself.

And tap your sternum.

And touch your forehead.

And touch your tongue.

You cannot tell them,“This 1s what it feels like, like a pebble in a shoe you’re
not wearing.”

You cannot say it is the absence of them, and the presence of them, and the
difference between those two things, that hurts the most.



Here.

Here.

Here.



Here.*



*But when do we tell the truth

and say what must be said?

Only when the world ends?

We all think this a game we can win, and there will be a moment when the
game is over, when we can look at each other and see each other’s cards, and
say everything we meant to say when we were alive and we could speak.



“I fell in love with you and I never said

anything.”

“I hated you but I stayed.”

“I just wanted you to know that what you did, hurt.”

“Why couldn’t you love me like I loved you?”

“Why did you leave?”

But there 1s no chance after this one.



——

(And I know you’re worried about what it takes

to live, to speak, to start to feel better.)



It takes time.

But time is all it takes.

Not your heart. Not your life.

Just time.



This is what no one tells you

about hurting people.



Sometimes we do not see how much someone is already hurting

and so when we hurt

someone

just a little,

and they react,

we think they’re overreacting, that they’re hostile

and they think they’re finally being brave.



You are not a moment.

Moments are just moments.



You are so much more.*

*We forget that how a person acts in each moment is not who they are, that
each person is a series of moments and we cannot judge any moment in
isolation, and use that moment to define them. It is not up to others, it is up to
us, which moments we want to hang on to, for good or for bad. We forget our
successes and enshrine our failures. We forget there is still a child in all of us,
begging for love. We forget that this is true of every person we meet.



We only hear the loudest voices when really, we should be listening to the
quietest.



But where is the goodness of the world?

There is room in the universe for much love, for those who would put it there,
for those with the patience and goodness of heart to love, there is great peace
in every moment, if we only wait for it to leave our hearts,

like
an
overflowing

river.*



Here

Here

*Here



Hlove Hlers Fere Flove Here
Here Hete Mere Here Fleme
dieve Fieve Have Here Hore Meve
Hiere Here Hore Heee Blere Here
Fleve Heve Hore Fleee Heve Here Mare Here

Here Here Hie Hieré Here Here Here Here Here Here Mese Hov Here
Here Hese Here Heere Hieve Here Here Here Here Mere Here Here Here Hore bere Here Here

Hire Here Fiee Mere Meee Hore Here Heve Here Fers Here Hove Here Here Hire Hiere Here Here Here Here

Heve Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Heve Here Here Here Here Flere
Heve Heve Heve Here Here Heve Here Here Heve Heve Heve Here Heve Feve Heve Here Here
Here Here Here Here Here Hers Here Here Here Here Here Here Heve Here Here Here
Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Heve Here Here Here Here Here Here
Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here

Here Here Here Here Fere Here Here Here Here Here Here Here
Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here
Here Here Here Here Here Heve Here Here Here Here
Here Here Here Here Here Heve Here Here Here Here
Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here
Fere Here Here Hlere Here Here Here Here Here Hese
Heve Here Heve Heve Heve Fleve Hlere Fleve Heve Herve Heve Here Heve
Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Flere Here Here Here Here
Here Here Hers Here Here Hire Here Here Here Here Here Here Here
Here Heve Here Heve Heve Here Hese Here Here Here Heve Here Here
Here Here Here Bere Here Here Here Here Heee Here Here Here Heee
Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here
Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Mere Here Here Here Here
Here Heve Heve Heve Heve Have Heee Fere Heve Here Here Here Here
HMerre Flere Heve Fiere Heee Here Heee Here Here Here Heve Here Flore
Here Here Heve Fere Here Here Here Here Here Here Hlese Here Here
Here Here Here Here Have Heee Here Heve Here Heve Here Heve Here Here
Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here
Hire Here Heve Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Hire Here Heee
Here Hewe Hese Here Here Here Heve Here Here Here Here Heve Here Here
FHeve Beve eve Fore Weve Here Heve Here Fleve Here Fleve Here Fleve Here
Hieve Here Fere Here Here Heve Here Beee Here Here Here Heee Hese Five Here

Here Heve Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Heve Here Herve Here

Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here
Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Herve Here Flere Here
Heve Here Here Here Feve Here Here Here Here Heve Here Here Here Here Here

Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here Here
Here Here Here Here Here Here
Here Fere Here Here
Here Here Here

Here Here
Here



You are

Here.



So

know

the

kindness of the

universe. And know that there is great hope for us, if we can find the hope
inside

ourselves first.

Embrace the you inside you,

silence the voice that stops you from

being able to truly help yourself and others.

You can be someone who matters to others.

You can be someone who matters to you.

There is a kind of light that can shine in anyone, if they give themselves the
space to shine.

You need to remember because life has a way of making you forget.



Now listen:

You are made of good things.

You are capable of incredible things.

You are a song the universe sings itself,

in every color it can imagine.

Some parts are sad.

Some parts are happy.

Every part of the song, is a part of you.

Listen.



Listen to the sound of the universe.






Because the world needs
an infinite heart, like

yours.

Or just a place where

everyone fits.



LISTEN:

Because we forget Time is

coming, even though he’s

always coming.

We forget to listen to the



poem in the grass and the

light and the water.

We try to sound clever,
instead of listening to the

heartbeat in the stars.



And Here is what those who have
just arrived on Earth

cannot say:



“Imsorry I made a mess,
I’ve never had hands before.

Don’t get angry at me because I’m scared.

Hold me until it passes.

I heard a noise and I was worried that it was the end of the world.
You walked away and I was worried you were never coming back.
[ was hungry and I was worried I would never eat again.

I was cold and I was worried I would never be warm again.

It was dark and I didn’t know if the sun would come out again.
There were voices and I didn’t know whose they were.

I’ve never done any of this before.

Love me, because I love you more than

anyone else has ever loved you.”



There is a straight line that stretches back through every parent sitting in a
chair looking at their child playing, knowing that their own parents must have
looked at them the same way, and that one day the child you are looking at,
will look at their own children like that, and you will be gone in all but the

realization that you are joined by this
imaginary line that stretches

through generations.






“Wait, you’re doing nothing wrong.”

There is only one real sin in the end, and that is not being who you are, not
listening to your soul, and forgetting who you wanted to be.

It’s hard but without anything to overcome,

we would not become ourselves.

Sometimes, this is all meant to be hard.



It is ok to struggle.






So do not ask for an easy life,

with nothing to do.

An easy life 1s not a good life.






And no one is always happy.

Here is one of my daily sadnesses:



There are men and women throughout

history who had far less than me,

yet I know

many of them must’ve been happier.



Here is something that makes me happy:

I believe that there is a restaurant somewhere in
the universe that serves nothing but first meals

and last meals.

The first time you ate with the person you loved.

The first time you discovered you enjoyed something, you always thought
you’d hated, and the last time you ate with someone, without knowing it was
the last time.

Somewhere, you can stretch every moment into a

kind of forever.






Here is the secret we all know:

We all want to love.

We’re all afraid we are alone.

We’re afraid no one will know who we were.

Because on some level, we all know you can die without love, without
anyone, without even you knowing

who you are.



(Unless you take care of you, and give yourself love.

Unless you meet yourself, inside yourself.

Unless you know yourself like you were meant to.

Forgive yourself for being you—

you have done nothing wrong and tomorrow is

another chance.

I swear, there is a day after, every day.)



Who could say,

“Show me the fix, the thing you did to make yourself whole, before you were
broken.

Where is the God of everything that heals?

Can you pray to him?”

(What you feel is not brokeness, it is the desire to love yourself how you were
meant to be loved.

It is your heart crying out.)



So pray to the God of everything that heals

—there is a temple in our hands when we hold

them together.



Because:

No one will ever tell you how great you can be.

You will never be asked to do something incredible with your life.

You will never get a letter in the mail that says,

“Dear you, please, do something important with your time.”
g 1mp y






In your head, in the dream, you are both the monster and the person the
monster is chasing.

You are your fear and your love and you are the embodiment of all the things
you feel.

Only you hold you back, or push you forward.*



*Sometimes, when we’re awake, the monster is still there.

Maybe we can’t see him as clearly, maybe he’s not as obvious as he usually
is, but he’s there, somewhere, saying:

“You are not good enough.

You do not deserve to be loved the way you want to be loved.



Something will always be wrong with you, no matter how much you try and
fix yourself.

You will always be looking for something you cannot find.”

And our gut reaction when we hear the monster say these things, is to run.

But if we are the monster, and the person being chased, then we need to stop
running because we cannot run away from ourselves.

You need to stop running, turn around and—hug—the monster. Because you
are the monster. And the hero—the person running.

And everything between them.

You need to pull the monster close and whisper in its ear, no matter how
scared you are, no matter how ugly the monster seems on the outside, no
matter how much you think you can’t, and say:

“You are good enough.



I’m sorry you’re afraid.

You deserved to be loved the way you want to be loved.

There is nothing in you that needs to be fixed.

The thing you’ve been looking for, has been Here, with you, all along.

I am sorry [ ran away from you. I am sorry you’re afraid. I love you, honestly
and sincerely, without end.”



How?

Living is easy, you just look for the good in
the blades of grass

between your toes.

(Remember what I said: Listen for the poem.)

You just try and find something in everything, a myriad of colors exploding
outward from the center, and if you open up your heart, it looks like unstirred
paint in there, it looks like someone loved you long ago and forgot to stop
loving you, even though you expected them to.

It looks like a way to be,

when there’s no way left to be.



Because what else could you be,

but everything,



So go forward

into bright light,

if you love hard enough,
your feet leave the ground
and you just kind of hang in the air

and that feels good, so love, because love is good,

because it feels like you’re floating.






Maybe, in the story of your life, someone

has written:

You cannot say why you loved them.

Only that you did.

Only that you don’t anymore.






But you cannot see the parts of you that shine when you’re not looking,
because all you see when you look at yourself'is the picture other people have
painted for you.

And that’s not who you are.

You are the picture you paint, of you.



(You are still everything you could be.)






There, in the dream, you ask:



How?



How?



Break every vow that hurts you.

Take every opportunity.

Light all fires.

Turn all keys.




How?



They’ll say,

“We can make miles if we hold our breaths and dive beneath the sheets
together, we can make it all the way there and back if you trust me.

We can make it somewhere good.

Trust me when I say I love you like the light in

autumn loves the leaves, like a wave loves the sand, like good loves bad, like
everything we can still be

to each other.”



How?



Pray for being aware that you’re not waiting for anything and everything you
are, you are.

Pray for being awake to every good thing.

Pray to the best parts of you.



How?



The world will always wear you down,
so let it wear you down until only

the good remains.

Hold on to the incredible parts of you

that survive.



How?



You love again.
Recycle your heart.

Someone out there needs it.

—Remember this.



Wait:

1. Have you told the people you love that you love them?

2. Have you gotten out of bed?

3. Have you drunk enough water?

4. Have you read something that wasn’t on a screen?

5. Have you taken a moment to remember how important you are to you?






Given enough time,
every building collapses,
every flower turns to ash,
every candle burns out,

every name must be forgotten.



This is not sad.






It’s a silence so big you could swim in it and blow up bubbles from the
bottom of it.

A silence so big it’d swallow you whole.

A silence so big, if you listen hard enough,

you can hear it roar.



“Let’s talk about it another time.”*






*If I’'m honest, sometimes I feel like we’ve been trying to find each other in
every life before this one, and this is as close as we’ve ever gotten. And |
know now that we have to try again because we fucked this up. Maybe we
won’t even be born on the same continent next time, or the time after that, and
we’ll just spend those lives searching for something we can’t find, miserable
for reasons we will never understand. Until we get to try again. Until we
somehow find each other in another life.



“What do 1 do?”

Be in the middle of every good thing.
Be in the middle of blue eyes, of green grass, of clear rain.
Be in the middle of red fire, be the good voice that asks for

peace and love.



I know:

Sometimes, you think you don’t

deserve goodness.

But, I promise you,
we all have things

we think we don’t deserve.



You deserve all the goodness you can get.



So:

Go find a pen
that only writes good things
about you,
go find the paper that hears it,

go find the person who loves you for who you are and wouldn’t change a
single hair on your body, go find the God of good deeds in the tips of a
flower’s petals,

go find the God of good conversation
at the edge of a tea mug,
go find yourself in the strange place
where all things live,
go find a way to be like dust in
light, suspended above the

carpet, go find a new way to be that doesn’t make you feel like you’re trying
to be

anything at all.






Take a moment, now, to be conscious of

what you’re doing with your time.

If you intend to waste it, that’s fine,

just be aware that you’re wasting it.

Do not confuse being in the same room,
with spending good time with another

human being.

Do not confuse the distractions of the world,

with the world itself.



A silent bell is ringing.

Because every beautiful thing

1s only Here when you are.



Please:

Do the hard work of being aware of the world around you, and what you think
of it.

Take charge of your mind.

Silence your own critics but pay attention to harsh, good advice.



y

And listen to the kindest voice in your head.

Listen.



Here is what else I know about sadness.



There is a special kind of sadness that can only be found in the
confusion between who you think you are

and who you think other people want you to be.§
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S "NEECP awday 1o me.”

“Just one more.”

Why do we hurt ourselves more, when other people hurt us? Why do we
beat ourselves up, for feeling beat up?

Maybe the lesser pain you cause yourself distracts you from the bigger pain
inside.

And it’s easy to get stuck in a kind of loop of pain.

You’re hurt, so you hurt yourself some more.

But the correct response to pain, is self-love.

When we’re hurt, we need to take better care of ourselves. Not worse.

It can be hard to be conscious in the moment and remember to be kind to
ourselves when someone hurts us. But you need to try.



Please.

Try.
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You are the person who asks who they are.

You are a wonderer.

A searcher.

You are the person who asks who they are.

It’s only the idea that everyone else KNOWS who they are that’s causing you
pain.

But no one knows who they really are.

You are an overflowing river that shifts its banks when the rains come.

That’s why you cannot hold on to who you are.



And there is great joy in finding yourself every single day and saying in your
own voice:

“I] know who I am. I am the one that looks for me. And every single day, I
find me again. I find myself in the things I do and the things I notice. I find
myself in crowds and in solitude. I find myself in quiet moments and at the
top of tall mountains. I find myself in the tips of waves, in forests, and in
the books I read.

I find myself in leaves and rain and old photos.

Every single day, I find me again.”



And if you find someone with a head made of colors and a heart made of
secrets, try to love them like they need to be loved.






About being anything:



There are days when everyone needs you to be strong, even if you’re dying
inside, and you can only cry when

no one’s looking because you’re petrified of letting

them down.

And I know you know:

It can be so incredibly hard, just to be.



And hate?



Often, we hate people not because they have wronged us, but because they
have reminded us of some secret part of ourselves that we don’t like.

Maybe, making peace with the world starts with

making peace with ourselves.






And sometimes anger is your body’s way of telling you that you’re ready to
change things.



And while your anger can be useful,

you have no duty to it.



There is no register in the sky keeping track of whether or not you got angry as
many times as you were

supposed to.

You get to decide what eats you up.

And you have no obligation to kindness.

You can be kind as often as you want.

Kindness is not a currency, and if you treat it like one, then that is not
kindness.

Within you, there is all the kindness you will ever need.



Not everyone wins the lottery,
but everyone who does

bought a ticket.

To live the life you want,

you have to be brave

and buy the ticket every single day.




Because there is a God of moments
and he passes quickly,
you have to be ready to pray to him,

even for little things.



And we must be gardeners

of all the things we find in our hearts.



And we are only alive in the moments where we either overcome or forget the
everyday fear that we are not who we tell people we are.

And
And
And
And

And



And

And

And



Remember:



Living the life you want,
after you live the life you have,

doesn’t actually work.



And now?

Show me how you tell someone that the thought of them spreads like a
warm river through your soul, until it leaves through the eyes.

How do you tell someone that you would do everything

for them.

How do you explain that there is no greater force in the universe than the
love you have in your heart for them.

How do you tell them that you know now why you’re Here.

Show me the words you would use, to try and say these things I cannot
say.



And I will say them all.



This page is Here to tell you that it’ll be ok.



This page is Here for every time you were told you cannot do it, to tell you
that you can.

This page is Here for every time you weren’t told anything at all.



So many people don't know:

People come with instruction booklets written on their eyelids and they try
and tell you the things that make them work, and about what breaks them,
about how to carry them, but the world doesn’t listen, and we put people who
shouldn’t be in water in water, and we use the wrong batteries and we leave
them on too long and we cry when we lose them, aloud,



“Ohif only we’d known,

if only we’d listened.”









Don’t worry, time must pass, even in the

moments when it feels like it can’t, or shouldn’t.



“I wasn’t thinking about anything,”*



*I wonder at the stars every second I can't see them, knowing they’re
there and that the only reason we can't see them is that our own star
blinds us. I wonder if people are like that. If there are just billions
and billions of people out there who could shine light on us if we
stopped staring at the thing that was blinding us. I wonder how people
manage to love and hurt each other at the same time. I think about
every person who passes me on the street and what it feels like to be
them. I wonder if I'll ever do anything real with my life. I wonder if
anything I do actually matters. I wonder how long itll take for people
to forget me completely when I'm gone. I think about the time it
takes someone to answer the phone when I call them and if there’s a
conversation going on that I'm not a part of on the other end, where
they’re debating with someone else whether or not to pick up. I wonder
how much of what people say, they actually mean. I think about how
many ants I've killed in my life and I wonder if God ever thinks about
us in the same distracted way. I wonder if anyone’s listening when

we pray. I like to think that I'd listen, if I could hear anything, at all.



We all intend to be perfect but

none of us are.

If only we could all see each other as we

intended to be, instead of as who we are.



And we’re not everything we could be,
because we’re afraid to allow ourselves to exist all at once,

because too many people have told us not to.



So try to carry on
picking the right strings on the guitar,
painting the right colors,
we don’t know what they are,
we just know there are good songs
that haven’t been written yet.

There is a child somewhere right now who



doesn’t know that they will
shake the world

with everything they have to give.



There is someone trying

one more time,

and then giving up,

not knowing that they still had to

try one more time after that.

There is someone in all of us.

Here.

Here.

Here.



And you cannot hide your heart forever.

This is true of other people too.

Whether pure or impure, the heart shines through.

Give anyone long enough, and they will tell you

what 1s in their heart.






This is what the stranger you loved
did not

tell you:



“I know we are strangers but just for a
moment, I want to

pretend that we are in love, and that we
finish each other’s

sentences and that there is no place we’d rather be than right Here.

If 1t’s not too much to ask:

Just for this moment, I don’t want to be alone.”



They wanted to say:

“You say I love you but we both know, when you say it, you are trying to
remember the first time you said it, because every time you say it after that, is
just a shadow of that time. And we know we change, we accept that, so I’'m
hoping that one day, we change into the kind of people who mean it again.

So I'say, ‘Ilove you’ but I mean, ‘I believe I will love you again, one day.’”






“I want you to discover a kind of paradise in my eyes, a way to swim into me
and then feel us sinking together into some kind of newness.”*






“Because I know you hate the way the world hurts
sometimes and youre waiting for a time
that it doesn’t, because you can
imagine the eyes of the person who might
promise you that might happen one day and you don't
fear them. And they are the only part of the world that
you don’t fear, they are all that you do not fear, you can’t
say love, because love is silly, how can you love someone
you do not know, how can you love someone who doesn’t
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But you can imagine being with them, driving
in a car across a city at night, safe, warm, a song
playing that you don’t know, that you love for no

reason at all.
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Back in the dream I ask you if you would burn with me, if I burned, and you
tell me that you’ve always burned for me, and in the dream, I believe you.






And I’m sorry if I hurt you by not being there.

I’m sorry if we let the clock turn while we

weren’t looking.

I’m sorry if you thought things were going to

turn out differently.

I’m sorry because I thought things would

turn out differently.

I’m sorry about getting old.

I’m sorry if you still miss me.

I’m sorry if I still miss you.

I’m sorry if there are days

I’d rather write about anything else but you.



Sometimes I’'m sorry

everywhere

1 go.



As a child, I would cry when someone took something away from me.

When someone would say, “You have this. Now you no longer have this.”

You think I have grown up. I have not.

It still hurts when the things and people I love are taken away from me.



The truth is, I have just learned

not to cry as much.




They will say:

“You can’t fight this.

What are you doing?”



And you will reply:

“Fighting this.”



They will ask:

“Why don’t you talk?”



And you will answer:

“Because even if paper is cheap,

I’ve still spent a fortune on you.”



They should’ve said:

“You should know: I kept every ticket.

Because [ want to remember

every good place we went.

Even if the movie was horrible.

Even if the concert started late and it rained.

Even if the train took us

somewhere we were never meant to £0.

I want to remember.”






Surely, if love is a storm

then all you need to do

1s be brave and get in a boat.

But you should know,

the best people

can’t be found

on any map.






We could give each other’s hearts participation trophies and take each other
home to our parents and say,

“Do you see? I told you I was real.”

Because you make me real.






Remember:



You cannot nail words or water to a board.

All our words have ever done, is leave our lips, and become air.



And I hope you get what you came Here for, even if you don’t know what it is,
even if you walk away feeling like you’ve left something behind.



I just hope you take something from all this.



How do you tell them?

“You have changed the way I love, by the way that you loved me.

I love differently now.

Maybe even less.

Maybe there’s less of me to love.



Maybe there’s more.”






I want you to know

I saved up a little today.
Because I know I'll need it.

I was sad a moment today,
when I had no right to be,
when I should’ve been happy.

Because I need something for later.






I know a moment will come when I’m weak.

But I’11 open the one

happy moment I saved today.

And live to see tomorrow.



—why do you talk to ghosts?

—because so often, the living don’t listen.



Why do we talk to anyone?



Say:

“So when I die, bury me beneath the world, beneath landfills and flower beds,
beneath my parents and my brother and my sister, bury me beneath my partner
and my child, bury me beneath every good thing, so that if anything good
happens, it happens to the good things and people I knew and know.

Because dying is for the living, and we all owe each other favors in the end.”






“Do you know why this hurts?”

“Why does it matter if we know?

Would knowing make it hurt less?”

“Maybe.”

“It hurts because we have hearts.

It hurts because we’re human and we need to hurt this way, or we’d be
something else.”



And we’re all looking for the one strange trick that’ll make us happy. We’re
all hoping it’s something we can buy or something that will change us just by
thinking about it, like being in the now, or letting go

or enjoying what you have
or setting a goal
or taking up a hobby.

We all miss something or someone we’re not supposed to miss. We’re all
pretending to be something that we secretly don’t want to be. We all think we
know what we want sometimes and we think we’re dedicated and strong
enough to get it, until we’re distracted. We all stay up late at night writing
sentences 1n lists that start with the words “we all” in the hope that whatever
we feel, we don’t feel it alone. Don’t we?

Surely?



And back in the dream I play you
our favorite song.

I am looking straight into your eyes
and I say, “How are you Here?”
and you smile and shake your head

and become paper in my hands.



In the dream if [ see you again,
[ will shake you by the shoulders,
and be angry with you

and cry.
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“Sometimes, I hide in a coffee shop because I want to hear my name being
called by a stranger, by someone

[ haven’t disappointed yet.




And you can hide so much, you forget

what it’s like to be found.”



And you wanted to say:

“How can I help you, when what happened to you, happened to you before I
got Here.

You think 1f I went away, your problems would go away.

But I’'m just a person. I’'m not your problems.

Your problems, are your problems.

What happened to you, happened to you

before I got Here.”






And you wanted to say:

“Every time I think of you, I try to think of a
blank canvas instead and I try to replace the
picture I have of you in my mind, and then the
hand of a ghost takes mine,

and paints a picture of you, anyway. ”






Maybe I will eventually unsay every good thing

[ meant to say.



Maybe every good thing [ meant will

become a blue line, stretching into infinity.






And I wanted to say:

“I have had

every conversation

we never got to have

with myself.”






And in the end:

You don’t have to know everything you know.
Forget the things that hurt.

No one’s stopping you but you.

Maybe people will call you stupid when you

tell them you don’t remember being hurt.

But sometimes, being called stupid would

hurt less than remembering.
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And in the end:

I hope you can close your heart like a

flower between these pages.



So that your heart can open again.

So that you can leave behind every bad thing

that’s hung on too long.
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In the end:

I really do hope you find what you’re looking for, and I hope you find
something new to look for after that, and I hope some part of you is always
looking and that you discover that searching is something beautiful we all do.



I hope you never stop looking for you.






Every word you can say.



You hurt me.

You were meant to be kinder than you were.

You were meant to be better.

And I was owed more than this.

And you let me down, when I thought you

were the only one who wouldn’t.



But I will throw everything that hurts to the ground

and leave it where it lies.

But I will carry on, despite the world.

But I will become what I needed.

Because I am, and I will, and I can.



And so, I forgive you.

1 forgive you.

I forgive you.

1 forgive you.

1 forgive you.

1 forgive you.

1 forgive you.



1 forgive you.

I forgive you.

I forgive you.

I forgive you.

1 forgive you.

1 forgive you.

I forgive you.

1 forgive you.

I forgive you.

I forgive you.



1 forgive you.

I forget you.



Because I owe myself better.



And in the quietest moments of the world,

I can say that I love me.

I owe myself the best of me.

And no one can take that away.



Because everything I feel is real.

And I belong to the goodness, kindness,

and love that moves me.

I do the hard work of protecting my heart,

Jfrom the people who would hurt it.



And I'm awake to me even when I’m sleeping.



And lastly, you should know:



You cannot fix me because I am not broken.

And even though everything has changed, I am still more me than I’ve
ever been.



When you close this book, your story will carry on,

in the kindness you show yourself and others.

When you close this book,
you will remember your heart,

and take it with you.



From Here, to there.

To there.

To there.

To there.



To good places.

To the truth that speaks in every moment.

To the little things that are real and matter.

To yourself, to the grass, to the poem, to the song the universe sings, to your
great big silence, to your list of things, to your arms, to your mouth, to your
heart,

and at the end of everything:

Here.

Because in the end, I am pointing at your heart, and you and every word you
needed, were Here all along.



Here.

Here.

Here.
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