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As a boy

he wore dresses,

believed he was a twin.

Then his hair was cut.

He was told

what he was.

He created his escape.

Fishing.

Hunting.

Taught to survive.

The wild entered him.

He watched.

He wrote.

Pulled fish from water.

Left blood in sand.

Love

burning in Spain.

He witnessed the world

without leaving himself.

He became a mirror

for millions.

Yet his mirror

was not clear

to the most intimate.

The shadow followed:

man,

writer,

creation,

life.

He moved toward danger

to feel.

War offered a place.

He went where violence

made sense of him.

In his books,

love became intimate

at his typewriter

while falling from his grasp.

Women entered his creation,

became characters

closer to the page

than in life.

The myth overtook him,

leaving words and action.

With a bottle in his hand.

A body suffering,

forced to prove

his creation.

He lived.

Bled.

Loved.

Created.

Went.

A life remaining.
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Writing a Book That Wrote Me
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I started in doctrine

in honour,

respect,

love,

and awe.

I bowed to words

older than my questions,

trusted what had carried others

across fire and loss.

I studied carefully,

as one studies a river

before stepping in.

Not wanting to change a thing,

only wishing to see things

more clearly.

I thought I was gathering lines,

chapters like stones

laid carefully on the ground.

But the ground was already speaking.

Each sentence loosened a grip

I didn’t know I was holding.

Each pause undid a posture

I’d mistaken for myself.

I sat down to write

and something stood up.

The river did not ask

what I believed.

It moved

whether I named it or not.

Slowly, reverence

became listening.

Awe loosened into intimacy.

Doctrine softened

into what was already happening

before I arrived.

The book asked for no opinion,

no defence,

no improvement.

Only that I stay long enough

to be changed by what I read.

I tried to guide it.

It ignored me.

I tried to finish it.

It finished me instead.

Nothing was betrayed.

Nothing discarded.

The teachings did not disappear

they stood back,

smiled,

and let me see

what they had always been pointing to.

What remains

is not the book

but the place it cleared

where I no longer stand in the way.

The pages close.

The field stays open.

It is not mine and dream.

We do not mind.

We have held worse

and held it quietly.
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This Happened
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It wasn’t dramatic.

Nothing announced itself.

Something simply

stopped

arriving.

The future lost its weight.

Not rethought

unavailable.

Like a muscle

that no longer contracts

because there is nothing

to reach for.

Numbers went hollow once.

I didn’t know

they had been heavy

until they weren’t.

I thought worry was effort.

It wasn’t.

It was reality

still standing.

Then it fell.

Not as an event

as absence.

The body forgot

how to project itself forward.

Thought reached

and found no surface.

So it stopped reaching.

Desire didn’t resolve.

It vanished.

The object lost its edges.
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