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For every moment I thought I was lost,
 and for the parts of me 
that never made it back—
 if our paths ever cross again,
 may we meet with open arms,
 no longer strangers to ourselves.
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A peaceful becoming


Each step feels like both arrival and departure,
 a gentle undoing, a quiet beginning,
 as if I'm slipping out of one life
 and into another.


This is the in-between, the space where I linger—
 neither here nor there,
 I walk forward, step by step,
 

and with each stride, I unravel a little, 
leaving threads of myself on the edges of this bridge,
 walking toward something,
 away from something else, 
and knowing that, somehow, both are the same.


They don't know who I am, nor do I know who they are,
 but there's peace in this—
 a freedom in knowing I can walk forward, 
unburdened by the need to change or be changed.
 Just a presence drifting through the dim glow of passing lights, 
a moment shared in passing, then gone.
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