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I know how to love as you have loved me.  
 
I am a pair of hands, cupped and waiting to receive the trickle, or the stream, or the 
torrent, that you will pour in. I am determined to hold on to every droplet, until I can 
contain it no longer, and it rises over the edge of my fingertips, the same way it rises and 
falls then over yours. 
 
My love pushes at my unwilling lips from behind my teeth. It swells until I feel it pulsing 
in my throat and in my hands resting gingerly and precisely on the table, and just the 
moment it is about to burst from my mouth, I pull it back down into my lungs, where it 
pools quietly—there, only I will know it. There, it is unable to hurt you, unable to heal 
you, unable to reach you. Only then am I able to breathe a sigh of unfulfilled relief. 
 
I speak as you have spoken. I unspeak as you have unspoken. 
 
My love comes and goes quietly; it is a shy child that wishes to be seen but hides behind 
the nearest wall as soon as she is spotted. It arrives in the scribbles on a note that’s been 
left at your door, in the small smile that hopes of drawing one from you, in the offer of a 
hand, a blanket, a cup of water, anything at all that you might ask for that I can give. You 
may not see it or hear it, and I may forget it, and perhaps that is when it is most present. It 
walks lightly, just as you would tiptoe into my room when you thought I was asleep, to 
fix my twisted blankets, to brush the hair from my forehead, to whisper “good night”, 
maybe because you had refused to reply hours before when I had said it to you—you, 
sitting squarely at your desk, arms folded, eyes staring into a computer screen that’s been 
turned off since after dinner. And sometimes it is because I refuse to say it at all. 
 
I tread as you have treaded. I touch as you have touched. 
 
My love goes forth from me and when it reaches you, it is different, even in the span of 
milliseconds, across the breadth of a kitchen table. My pauses and hesitations become 
words, and my words become vacancies, as do yours, sometimes. I do not know how and 
when that love will return, but I must remember that it has and that it will. 
 
I let go as you have let go. I hold on as you have held on.  
 
And when your hands grow weary of pouring, and when they have nothing left in them, I 
will hold them for you, and I will pour back into them.  


