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i tried not to want you for so long 
because i never get what i want 
and i want you so badly; 
this world would never let me have you if it knew. 
so i carried it inside me, secretly, like a tampon 
or a case of HIV that's not yet AIDS. 
I translated my heartbeats into the Enigma code, 
I disavowed you whenever I met my own eyes in a mirror, 
I didn't let myself breathe while I thought about you, 
and watched my fingers turn blue as I scrolled your Instagram. 
But the two hardest things are love, and keeping secrets, 
and once again I’ve failed at both. 
The fact is: 
i want those blue eyes 
i want to know what they look like when you come 
and when you cry 
i want to look at your lips 
and think of every part of me they've kissed 
i want to know what you smell like 
and where on me you'd put your hands 
and what you'd whisper in my ear at 3 am. 
i want to be doing work in a coffee shop 
knowing that i'll see you later 
i want to see something cool or weird on the street 
and send you a picture 
i want to pick something up at the store because i know you'll like it 
i want to sit at a window with you 
while we watch snow fall 
in perfect silence. 
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i know i'm not exactly a romantic 
i'm a hooker upper 
a patriarchal puppet who's detached its strings 
a modern day femme fatale with the body count to prove it 
a scorpio with gemini rising 
but i've honestly thought too many times 
about what it would be like to hear you whisper "i love you" 
in ragged rhythmic breaths 
while i'm pulling the hair from the back of your head 
and your big hands are cradling, guiding my hips 
as you work that spongy place inside me with the most gentle and fervent care 
and i'm falling but i know you've got me 
so i say it too 
to really believe my own bullshit 
so you shouldn't either 
 



 
 
You think of me 
The same way you think the ocean is blue 
Because it reflects the sky— 
How dare you call the sea a mimic? 
How can you see only waves 
When here there be monsters? 
The earth is 80% water, you dick 
You stand on a beach 
And look at a blue plain of water 
You think only what you see is real 
But we’ve barely seen a fraction of Earth’s oceans 
We only know of 1% of the species 
That have ever existed on this planet 
4 billion years of life 
And all you think about is T-Rex 
Because you liked Jurassic Park 
The first organism here was a single cell 
That learned to breathe lava 
But all you want are James Cameron 
And his idiotic blue people 
Funny how it was James who said 
A woman’s heart is an ocean of secrets 
You’ll never know my secrets 
But you don’t even care 
Do you? 
 



 
 
that night when you were drunk on your bed 
too gone to finish your sentences 
and i was leaving the party 
and had to get my backpack from your room 
i wish i had sat down next to you 
cupped your face in my hands 
run my thumbs over your ears and the underside of your chin 
and all your soft hidden places, 
leaned down and pulled on your full, sweet lower lip with my mouth, 
got in bed with you and played with your hair 
until the drink drifted your eyes closed, 
or even just held onto your hand 
for a moment or two longer 
when i shook it goodbye 
 
 


