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in all their freeness, in all their flexibility.

Offering yourself up, unclenching your distressed,
white-as-snow knuckled fists and surrendering to
the moment, to the here and now that squeezes
your hands reassuringly with the danger and
risk and joy that courses through your veins and
dresses your entire being in an undeniable glow.
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Right now I’m raw still; I've never broken
up with someone before. I feel the breakup in my
fingertips, my knees, my chest, every bone and
every joint. And when I think about what once
was, I still feel that love. Feel it through me like a
comb brushing through knotted hair. But it’s dif-
ferent now. Now it’s like I'm staring at this heart
on a wooden tabletop or dented pillow or ashy
sidewalk in front of me, glowing, pulsing red as
it beats, and I’m watching that heart, my heart,
from a distance. Now I feel as though my love for
my ex is stretched out like taffy and is at the point
where the candy is too thin, breaking in half. So
but broken And eventually it will



