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My father buys lavender soap 

 

and life goes on as it always has, 

same waking up with breaks in my heart 

slivers of lines where your fingertips have traced 

same routine of cracks spreading ever wider 

tectonic plates of the heart moving further apart 

every second you spend away from me. 

 

We lose and we cry and we pretend that we didn’t  

and that’s just how it goes, 

Vonnegut and vinegar and feeling alien in your own home 

Shakespeare sonnets  

shining summer days 

a metaphor buried so deep in my chest 

a parasite on my lungs is the way I miss you. 

 

Shells on a shore I don’t walk anymore 

grains of sand between aching toes and tired feet 

pain dragged so far between my fingernails and nailbeds 

its throbs purple and bruising  

palms bleeding from the strain of pulling you back into me 

as if I could tuck you inside me and keep you there indefinitely, 

as if anything I do will prevent you from drifting even further away 

towards a place I cannot follow.  

 

I spend my days the same as usual, 

schedule filled meticulously, color coded, 

obsessively perfect to the point where I sob into my mother’s lap 

after a long, steaming summer of feeling my faults and failures  

in every tense vertebrae in my body. 

 

She asks me,  

not for the first time, 

if I need to see someone.  

 

You are the only one I need to see  

careful tracing fingers and graying hair, 

soft voice and kind blue eyes; 

your quiet contemplation of poetry 

your assurance that I am more than enough for you, 

for everyone, 

your steadfast belief that I am worth it all. 

That I am worth your love, 
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even in my salted tears, my sleepless nights, 

my endless discoveries of bruises on my body 

in places I didn’t even know could hurt the way they do; 

the insides of my hips, 

the curve of my side, 

the back of my neck, 

the cracking edges of my heart. 

 

My father buys lavender soap 

same scent as the bars you used in your home, 

and life goes on as it always has. 

I scrub my hands with foreign vigor to clean out the blood 

from under my nails, 

to erase your vessels from under my skin 

in the hopes that it will ease the pain of losing you. 

I walk the beach, rub my bruises,  

and I learn to breathe bright sea air uninfected by your memory. 

 

I fail and I fall and I learn to live with it 

live with the fact that I must get used to your absence 

the way one gets used to a diagnosis; 

invading and taking over and beginning to heal, 

but never completely cured.  

 

I learn to live with the phantom markings  

of your footsteps in the crystalized fragments of the beach 

the loss of your voice weighing heavy in my mind  

like lead poured into iron and encased in granite stone. 

 

I learn to live with a marked, scared heart, 

because that is what you do in grief, 

searching for things to fill the place  

that lies broken and empty without you here.  

 

My father buys lavender soap, 

because that is what you do in grief, 

and I spend my days hurting, 

same as I always have.  


