
XXX, 
 
I have been dreaming about you.  Dreams where you and I live together.  Dreams 
where we dance and laugh.  Dreams where we hold hands and cry over silly 
movies starring Sandra Bullock.  Dreams where we make slow passionate love in 
quiet places of green life and endless blue skies.  Dreams where I am the one 
that you always wanted by your side: the exact image of a man that you were 
sure existed as a teenager.  Dreams of love and life and happiness.  Dreams of 
friendship and companionship.  Dreams of mutual understanding.   
 
But I wake tired.  I feel beaten and destroyed.  I can hardly understand what 
has become of my life and worse; I cannot come to grips with my feelings for 
you.  I love you.  I have loved you from that first moment.  That first 
awkward moment of our youth.  I have never stopped loving you, never stopped 
caring, never stopped hoping, hoping, hoping.   
 
I must end it, though.  I must put you away, for you are killing me.  I cannot 
go through life asleep or worse, afraid to wake and find that nothing 
interesting awaits me.  Like the poor soul on death row, his only daily sound, 
that of the swinging rope. 
 
I love you.  I know that if I wait another moment to say it over and over and 
over again, that I will be destroyed by my own weight.  I love you.  I can 
hardly breathe it without feeling the hammer clicking down, waiting to strike.  
I love you. 
 
You never felt the same.  You never needed me.  Never wanted me all to 
yourself.  I was just another boy.  Another silly idiot with worms for brains 
and nothing interesting to offer.  I wish that I were a gentleman.  I wish 
that I could say that it does not hurt.  But it does.  To be torn by two such 
strong horses: love and anger.  To be pulled by the ropes and torn apart.  To 
be thrown asunder by them.  I am but a pawn and I hate who I am.  I hate that 
nothing ever became of us.  Nothing ever became.  Nothing. 
 



I remember such moments that could have been flowers.  I remember times when 
just a tiny breathe, a whisper, a cloud, even a speck of dust, would have 
changed our outcome.  Oh, but I was never strong enough to act.  Never 
valuable.  Never useful.  I was dead weight, and you were right in throwing me 
off, or never wanting it on your shoulders to begin with. 
 
What a fool I am!  What an utter and empty baboon!  To dream that you loved 
me!  To dream at all!  What tricks this blind and forgetful god plays at my 
heart. I wish him away.  I wish it all away, you, me, it, this, that, love, 
hate, oh.  But hate, I can keep.  Hate for who I am. Hate for not knowing your 
heart.  Hate for the jealousy of those that do know you!  Hate! 
 
I dream.  I dream of times alone, with you.  I dream that one day I could have 
kissed your lips.  Kissed at those soft wonderful lips where such beauty was 
ushered.  Where I felt that I could bow at your feet and love each syllable as 
it fell.  Kissed those delicate lips.   
 
There was a day when I could have kissed you, and you would have let me.  One 
speck of dust more and I would have, but I did not.  You were so close.  So 
radiant.  So real!  Not a drop of that phony insulting childlike creature we 
have come to call woman.  So human!  And worse, that I grew fonder of you that 
very moment, with your smile, with your glorious open mouth and gleaming eyes.  
And to not act!  No wonder you never wanted me. 
 
I once confessed something to you.  I told you of my feelings, masking them of 
course, to cover my delicate heart.  And you looked down from your height and 
said, �You just have a crush on me.  It is from spending so much time 
together.�   
I died a little that morning; your words were knives dipped in the worst sort 
of poison.  I was a fool for not falling at your feet and screaming at the top 
of my voice my deepest confession.  Crying like a child at your feet.  
Laughing at the insanity of it.  Instead, I took your words and returned to my 
cave.  Bitter and depressed. 
 



Now, I cannot stop dreaming of you.  Why do you haunt me so?  Can I not have 
some silence?  Some pathetic little time to my terrible and empty self? 
 
I confess now, like a long forgotten catholic crawling before the priest.  I 
confess.  It is you that I love, for now and always.  Hunt me down and kill me 
if you need.  I do not care.  Destroy me.  Drag me through the mud.  Laugh at 
it in the possession of your friends.  Mock me.  Hate me.  I deserver it.  
Just a madman that was never worthy of you.   
 
K 


