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The moment does not announce itself it slides in sideways

like a quiet error in the laws of physics and suddenly the room is farther away than it has ever been

The air grows texture

thick enough to press fingerprints into and I am already moving

before I understand that movement is no longer optional

There is a sound low and electrical

like a universe clearing its throat and the walls forget their names folding into colors I don’t recognize but somehow remember

I think I took something

or maybe something took me because my pulse is no longer mine it belongs to the ship

to the humming beneath the floor

to the light leaking from unseen seams My body loosens its grip

on its usual shape bones turning polite

muscles releasing their arguments as gravity backs away

hands raised

pretending it was never here I am not scared yet

which feels like the first warning The ceiling peels open

1

without drama

revealing a black so complete it feels intentional

as if space itself has been waiting for my eyes to finally shut up Stars appear

not one by one but all at once

an overwhelming confession spilled across infinity

and my brain laughs because it cannot carry that much truth

The ship exhales

and I realize I am inside it

the way a thought is inside a mind not separate

just temporarily convinced it was Speed becomes a rumor

then a myth

then a childhood memory as distance loses its teeth

stretching into something soft something chewable something I can swallow

My name drifts away untied

no longer attached to my face or my history

or the list of things

I was supposed to become There is only awareness now and even that feels generous Planets slide past

like enormous pills

coated in color

designed to dissolve slowly on the tongue of God

I pass through rings of light that feel medicinal

as if they are correcting errors I didn’t know I was carrying sanding down old grief

into manageable dust Thoughts echo too long then not at all

Time starts blinking on and off

like a faulty star

and every blink contains

a lifetime I almost recognize I see myself

as a child

floating without fear before language taught me what falling meant

I see myself

older than I should be

skin thin with remembering eyes heavy with the weight of too many endings

Both versions wave
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