
misplaced

oops!
i’m so clumsy
with my heart
no, no, it’s okay
let me
take care of the
pieces
and the spill?
well—
drink up.

11:59 AM

her nam
e m

eans fairy,
i learn this from

 m
y m

other, unnecessarily—
because i can see
it in her dainty face     her bright, know

ing eyes
her sly sm

ile and saccharine lies
            m

y fairy sings to m
e

 
         of em

pty dream
s

 
 

 
    of golden sunset scenes

            in sleep she w
hisks m

e aw
ay

	
																						to	placid	m

eadow
s:	flow

ers	overflow
ing	in	rigid	bloom

 
          songbirds frozen,           throats sustaining an am

brosian neum
e

            w
e tw

irl around on bare feet   dancing and laughing in spite of the heat
												until	finally
i collapse
fall	back	onto	fleece-like	grass
stare up into an aureate
            sky glaring back, so intense that         i get lost in it
                                   drift      aw

ay
                        that fairy song             gets taken    aw

ay

i’ve	em
ptied	m

y	heart													em
ptied	m

y	m
ind—

still,	i	find	m
yself	in	search	of												eternal	sunshine
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hi!itsbeenawhile,butthatsokay.ihopethatyouvebeendoingwellduringthequarantine,and.
thatyouarentoverloadedwschoolworkoranything.:(nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn
igottheideatowritethis(vvinformal)letterafewweeksago.ormaybeamonthago?mysense

timehasntbeenallthatgreatlatelyHAHAHnotthatitseverbeenstellar.iwentbackand
forthwthisidea,wonderwhetheritwastoomuch,whetheritwouldfurtheroverwhelmyou.
intheendidecidedtowriteandsenditlol.ifigured—iknowyou.iknowyoumightbefeeling
likeiitstoolate,andwitheverypassingday,thesensethatyouvewaitedtoolongtogetbackto
meonlygrowsnstronger.iknowthefeelingwellmyself.sothen—thisletterisareminderthati
willwaitforyou.thatihavenotforgottenyou,norhaveigivenuponyou.iwillbeaspatientas

ever,andyoucantakeallthetimeyouneedtocomeback;andistillwantyouinmylife.
nottoolongagothetopicofwindowswasonmymind.granted,itwasinthecontextofleague
atfirstHAHAHbutisawhowitappliedtomyrelationshipsaswell.toconversations.ioftenfelt
likeimissedthewindowstorespondtothings.thesesmallopportunitiestosaywhatiwantedto
say—idhesitate,andeventhesmallestpauseofhesitationwasenoughtimeforthewindowto
close.ialwaysfoundnmyselfinthatpositionofbeingtoolate.nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn

ithinktheideaoflthesewindowsalsoappliestous.itmightseemlikethewindowyou
hadtorespondtomeclosedlongago,butithasnt.really.yes,thetopicsiwantedtotalkabout
severalmonthsagoaregone—butonlybecausetheyvegrownandprogressedwtime.anideai
mightvehadindecemberisfullyfledgedbymay.theideaitselfmightvechanged;butmydesire

totalkaboutit—andnotjustthat,buttotalkaboutitwithyou—thatwillneverchange.my
windowisstillverymuchopenforyou.nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn

idontexpectyoutocomebackandrespondrightaway—andihopeyoudontfeel
pressuredto.ionlywantyoutoknowthatiamnstillherelforyou,andwhenyoudocomeback,
thatihavelots(!!!)totellyouhehe.nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn

so—wheneverthattimecomes,illbehere.loveyou!orangeheartemoji
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unwelcome guest

Love comes to me in the middle of the night,
gently rouses from sleep, lifts tired eyes open.
Like moth to flame, they seek out the time: still long
‘til light, still time for flight—for ascension to

puffy clouds warm from endless sunlight.      Allow
me to rephrase: I’m burying my face in
the pillow I always hug, imagining
it’s you.

Love comes to me in the middle of the day
as freshly brewed coffee and a backdrop of
lively cafe chatter. It comes in the way
our eyes meet again and again—moths to flames,

except there’s no fire. We’re scared and we’re clumsy,
wings beating out of
sync, tangled in a dance
that’s only meant

to end. Currents collide.
Your breeze pushes against mine
until I decide
I don’t want to fly

anymore. I’m sorry
it was you.
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nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn
hi! its been a while, but thats okay. i hope that youve been doing well during the quarantine, and.
that you arent overloaded w schoolwork or anything. :(nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn
i got the idea to write this (vv informal) letter a few weeks ago. or maybe a month ago? my sense

time hasnt been all that great lately HAHAH not that its ever been stellar. i went back and
forth w this idea, wonder whether it was too much, whether it would further overwhelm you.
in the end i decided to write and send it lol. i figured—i know you. i know you might be feeling
likeiits too late, and with every passing day, the sense that youve waited too long to get back to
me only growsnstronger. i know the feeling well myself. so then—this letter is a reminder that i
will wait for you. that i have not forgotten you, nor have i given up on you. i will be as patient as

ever, and you can take all the time you need to come back; and i still want you in my life.
not too long ago the topic of windows was on my mind. granted, it was in the context of league
at first HAHAH but i saw how it applied to my relationships as well. to conversations. i often felt
like i missed the windows to respond to things. these small opportunities to say what i wanted to
say—id hesitate, and even the smallest pause of hesitation was enough time for the window to
close. i always foundnmyself in that position of being too late.nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn

i think the idea oflthese windows also applies to us. it might seem like the window you
had to respond to me closed long ago, but it hasnt. really. yes, the topics i wanted to talk about
several months ago are gone—but only because theyve grown and progressed w time. an idea i
mightve had in december is fully fledged by may. the idea itself mightve changed; but my desire

to talk about it—and not just that, but to talk about it with you—that will never change. my
window is still very much open for you.nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn

i dont expect you to come back and respond right away—and i hope you dont feel
pressured to. i only want you to know that i amnstill herelfor you, and when you do come back,
that i have lots (!!!) to tell you hehe.nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn

so—whenever that time comes, ill be here. love you! orange heart emoji

unwelcome guest

Love	comes	to	me	in	the	middle	of	the	night,
gently rouses from sleep, lifts tired eyes open.
Like	moth	to	flame,	they	seek	out	the	time:	still	long
‘til	light,	still	time	for	flight—for	ascension	to

puffy clouds warm from endless sunlight.      Allow
me to rephrase: I’m burying my face in
the pillow I always hug, imagining
it’s you.

Love	comes	to	me	in	the	middle	of	the	day
as freshly brewed coffee and a backdrop of
lively	cafe	chatter.	It	comes	in	the	way
our	eyes	meet	again	and	again—moths	to	flames,

except	there’s	no	fire.	We’re	scared	and	we’re	clumsy,
wings beating out of
sync, tangled in a dance
that’s only meant

to end. Currents collide.
Your breeze pushes against mine
until I decide
I	don’t	want	to	fly

anymore. I’m sorry
it was you.

sunshine girl 
 a tap on m

y shoulder from
 behind 

a pair of brightly lit eyes 
inquiring 
												“w

hat’s	your	favorite	color?”	
her	gentle	voice	rings														tinkling	w

indchim
es	in	a	breeze	

m
ine	is	blue,	i	have	to	think				hers	is	yellow

	and	she	answ
ers	w

ith	ease	
 

 
       and she doesn’t specify but i know

 it’s a              bright,  
  

 
 

 
 

 
 

         bright,  
  

 
 

 
 

 
                   bright! yellow

 
she sm

iles        thinks for a w
hile, 

												“w
e’re	like	a	nice,	sunny	day”	

like today, i say            and she 
            she steps into the sun               and she glow

s 
i stay w

here i am
 

i’m
 w

arm
 enough w

here i am
 

i w
onder if she know

s 
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unwelcome guest

Love comes to me in the middle of the night,
gently rouses from sleep, lifts tired eyes open.
Like moth to flame, they seek out the time: still long
‘til light, still time for flight—for ascension to

puffy clouds warm from endless sunlight.      Allow
me to rephrase: I’m burying my face in
the pillow I always hug, imagining
it’s you.

Love comes to me in the middle of the day
as freshly brewed coffee and a backdrop of
lively cafe chatter. It comes in the way
our eyes meet again and again—moths to flames,

except there’s no fire. We’re scared and we’re clumsy,
wings beating out of
sync, tangled in a dance
that’s only meant

to end. Currents collide.
Your breeze pushes against mine
until I decide
I don’t want to fly

anymore. I’m sorry
it was you.
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misplaced

oops!
i’m so clumsy
with my heart

no, no, it’s okay
let me
take care of the
pieces

and the spill?

well—
 drink up.

11:59 AM

sunshine girl 
 a tap on m

y shoulder from
 behind 

a pair of brightly lit eyes 
inquiring 
            “w

hat’s your favorite color?” 
her gentle voice rings              tinkling w

indchim
es in a breeze 

m
ine is blue, i have to think    hers is yellow

 and she answ
ers w

ith ease 
 

 
       and she doesn’t specify but i know

 it’s a              bright,  
  

 
 

 
 

 
 

         bright,  
  

 
 

 
 

 
                   bright! yellow

 
she sm

iles        thinks for a w
hile, 

            “w
e’re like a nice, sunny day” 

like today, i say            and she 
            she steps into the sun               and she glow

s 
i stay w

here i am
 

i’m
 w

arm
 enough w

here i am
 

i w
onder if she know

s 

unwelcome guest

Love comes to me in the middle of the night,
gently rouses from sleep, lifts tired eyes open.
Like moth to flame, they seek out the time: still long
‘til light, still time for flight—for ascension to

puffy clouds warm from endless sunlight.      Allow
me to rephrase: I’m burying my face in
the pillow I always hug, imagining
it’s you.

Love comes to me in the middle of the day
as freshly brewed coffee and a backdrop of
lively cafe chatter. It comes in the way
our eyes meet again and again—moths to flames,

except there’s no fire. We’re scared and we’re clumsy,
wings beating out of
sync, tangled in a dance
that’s only meant

to end. Currents collide.
Your breeze pushes against mine
until I decide
I don’t want to fly

anymore. I’m sorry
it was you.


