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I loved you. 

In the heart of the city, we find sunflowers growing rogue and wild on a tiny patch of grass, 

standing defiantly between the street and the sidewalk, and I want to tear it from the stem – but I 

know it isn’t mine to take. 

I liken your spine to a teacup. It is fragile and curved and ornate; I memorize the slope and rest 

my head upon your fleshy, tired back. I love your spine, perhaps above all things, and it has 

learned to love me – later that night, I imagine the warmth of my lips pressing against each 

vertebrae, slowly, as if to contemplate the shape. 

Another life: we get married – you carry a bouquet of lilies up the steps of the capital. But this is 

not that story. I can only tell you the truth. We do not get married. 

How can you be in love without realizing it until months, years after the fact? I almost kiss you 

at the airport. You tell me it is grief. I weep alone in the car – I say alone, but my fiancé is there, 

and he murmurs pitiful, pitiful things to me. He may as well not be there at all. 

When we meet for the first time, we are separated by a meadow. When we spot each other, we 

drop everything we have and we run, rush toward each other, and we embrace – holy, holy, holy 

– the tears swirl behind my eyes, and I am convinced, utterly convinced, I am holding the most 

precious thing I will ever hold. The distance is closed and my heart, my heavy heart, bursts open 

like a morning glory unfolding inside my breast.  

I have seen the sun, and held it, too, and it is full, fiery, and golden. 



We stay awake until four o’clock in the morning, my feet beside your head and yours beside 

mine. I do not think about what I have left behind in Michigan, or whom. You are wearing my 

clothes. I talk until my throat is raw and I can only whisper to you. I am afraid that I will never 

have enough time to say all the words that I keep inside me, the ones that long to be spoken, the 

ones that itch in a place I cannot reach, the ones that thrash and dance inside my chest whenever 

you say to me, “I love you, too.” 

I did not expect your body to be so small. It reminds me of a pressed flower, the way it lays so 

perfectly still next to me; I wish to hold you closer still – but you are not mine to keep. 

Entertain me for a moment. We get married, don’t we? If not lilies, roses, then. And you wear a 

flower crown and I wear one, too. If not the steps of the capital, someplace else, then. I don’t 

know much about Maryland, but there are lovely lakes in Michigan. I always had a fondness for 

Superior since I was a child, though I think that’s because it started with an “S” like my name.  

In another time and in another place, not here, we are married on Lake Superior. But I can only 

tell you the truth. No, it’s true, we never married. 

“I had to forget you so that I wouldn’t hurt,” you tell me. Truthfully, it was never the distance 

that did it. It was me, and my unwillingness to love something I could not possess, the inability 

to love something so far from me. 

We talk about growing old together. Still we won’t call it Love. We imagine pictures of owls 

hung on the walls, ships in bottles, rocking chairs, wrap-around porches, a tire swing, willow 

trees, laughter. I picture your dark brown eyes dimming with age, like an ember in its last 

moments, a quiet decline. I brush your hair each night and tell you stories. I start with the lilies. 



You tell me that you prefer snowdrops. I tell you that those are pretentious flowers. You know 

that I don’t mean it. 

I can remember a time I was convinced that everything divine was written within the freckles 

upon your skin, the constellations I traced only in my mind. Entire prophecies, I swear, were 

drawn upon your body, and I wanted nothing more than to touch you, to know intimately the 

reckonings scrawled upon your flesh. 

But I can only tell you the truth – the same truth, I think, I might have seen written carefully 

between your collar bones: I will never know your skin. I will never touch the sun again. And 

there were never any snowdrops. 


