
Person of Interest  

 

I wish I had an ant farm 
 so I could show you what it’s like  
 to be the bigger person. 
I wish I could grow a mango tree in my front yard 
 with the biggest orange suns 
 so you could see 
 I’m not that hard to find. 
If I could, I would plant seeds 
 in my arms that would lay ground 
 to the tallest oaks, 
 so you could see where my strength is after all this time. 
If I could, I would light all of my fingernails on fire 
 and set all of my notebooks filled with you 
 ablaze, so you could see why I don’t write 
 your name anymore. 
I wish I could speak a different language 
 well enough to say “I still love you” 
 so many times that you hear it in your sleep. 
I wish I had a brick 
 so I could smash your skateboard with it. 
I wish I had a shiny penny 
 for every time you said  
 you’d never leave me, 
 so I could afford to buy a new heart. 
I would pay you in lipstick reminders 
 that I am yours, 
 I would breathe you into my arms so 
 you become the sun, replenish the roots of my veins, 
My fists are sore from the rain. 
I wish I had a record of every time you  
 said you loved me 
 so I could make you a mixtape of silence. 
I wish you knew what it sounded like  
 to hear your laughter. 
If I could, I would nail my hips to 
 your front door and bang my head against 
 the screen because that is what it feels  
 like letting you go. 
If I could, I would stack my bones into a house of cards 
 and let you blow on me until I fall 
 because that is what it feels like 
 letting you go. 
I wish I could speak a different language 
 well enough to say your name 



 10 different ways 
 without my tongue tasting your absence. 
I wish there was a constellation that 
 could connect the dots of our love story. 
I wish I could say your name without fearing 
 that you’ll hate my silence. 
I want to speak you into being, 
 make the hands of time shuffle backwards 
 so I could see what I did wrong and when. 
I want to carve our names into my torso 
 with precision and then let you 
 saw me down because I don’t mind landing 
 broken at your feet, 
I want an apology that doesn’t require  
 you to say it with your hands. 
I want to learn how to tell myself I’m fucking beautiful 
 and believe it without thinking of you. 
If I could, I would start over again and not be afraid 
 this would happen because that 
 is what it will always feel like letting you go.  
 
  


