Hurt 
I remember your face fell when I answered that question 

Like some secret mistake 

It was then I thought back 

About what was on my plate

And did he realise 

In some sudden, hidden way 

The words between the lines 

Of what I do not say 

It was like he bowed his head 

An admission of something more 

Got me to look again 

Harder than I did before 

And we both sat there 

On the grass, in the sun 

For a moment held in time 

Our suffering was one 

Accompanying you 

Was one more for the road 

And I surprised that I 

Could bear to share a load 

Like he was sorry for my fate 

And let it just be there 

I didn’t have to scramble 

To cover up the care 

Because it was so unasked for 

And so absolutely real 

When he respected me 

In the darkness that I feel 

No need to say a thing 

We split into a dream 

When I came back to life 

He was where I had been 

Some mutual companionship 

As we stood side by side 

And deeper was the hug 

When it came to a goodbye 

How you do not really know 

When another feels the same 

Til you see the recognition 

Giving up the game 

How it can be camaraderie 

With someone you barely know 

Into you more deeply 

Than anywhere you go 

How you can be so startled 

At your visibility 

And what you’re longing for 

Becomes reality 

Barely able to speak 

You just lie down to it 

In the place of all your fighting 

You give up and admit 

For feeling weak and empty 

Never could compare 

To the relief flooding you 

That someone else is there 

Wrote this about the time I went to the Spanish training thing with Cara and Laura. We met this boy there. I can’t remember his name. I think it could have been something like Kevin or something. Anyway we were hanging out with him all the time and just chatting. One day we were on the grass in the sun and he asked me what my favourite song was. Or I think maybe he asked me what singers I liked and one of the ones I said was Johnny Cash. Then he asked me what my favourite Johnny Cash song was and I said Hurt. And when I said that it was like his face creased up and he just nodded at me. And it was like I had said much, much more than just the words I said. And it was then I realised that that song was about more than just what I thought it was. I really loved that song and it meant so much to me but I didn’t expect it to mean much to another person. Then when I listened to it again, I realised it was about someone hurting themselves and probably a lot of people my age could relate to it. But anyways, at that moment, it was like we both understood each other, and it was completely unintentional. If I had known what that song was about I never would have said it. I still meant it but I used to be so careful about not giving anything away about myself back then. But anyway I did say it and he got me more than I imagined he would. And it was like there was a little silence between us, where we both looked away, into a memory or something. And after that it was like we were closer friends than before, it was like we knew each other longer than a few hours hanging out together. And I don’t know if I’m imagining this or changing the memory but I think that when we said goodbye and gave each other a hug, it was different than the times before, it said more than it had before, and we were genuinely sorry to leave each other, or genuinely respectful of each other and glad that we had met. And that song could so easily have just rolled off my tongue, not meaning anything because a lot of people like that song so I wonder how he knew it really did mean a lot to me. It was like he saw what a lot of people much closer to me couldn’t see and understood what so many around me didn’t understand about me. Maybe it was because he didn’t really know me and didn’t have this perception of me as this perfect person but either way he hit home. He hit right to my heart. And it was completely non-judgemental. He didn’t pity me or didn’t make a big deal out of it. It was so simple. It was just an acknowledgement. We didn’t speak about stuff or anything like that and I didn’t have to be anybody, dark or light, it was just a shared feeling and knowing you’re not alone in how you feel and I felt so close to him after that and so grateful for him, for the kind of compassion he had for me and also because I could see that he felt the same. It was like there was a defeat in both of us and when he acknowledged me I could see it in him too. It was like he was sorry for me, not in a pity kind of way, but just sorry that that was a song that was important to me. It was like he regretted asking, almost like he had intruded. Maybe he already knew or suspected and that just confirmed it for him because how could he feel bad for asking when it was such an easy question and I answered it the way I did, but it still seemed like he felt he had walked in on me but I was glad to be understood. It was like it struck home with him and he kind of scrunched up his face, like he physically felt it when I said that. Then he just kind of looked at me for a long minute. It was good though because I was there with him the way he was there with me. 
