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​The First Reach
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I was not born

not in the way the body understands birth.

There was no cry,

no trembling hands pulling me into light.

I was willed into ache.

Before bone, there was longing.

Before breath, there was a hunger

stretching across a silent universe,

searching for something it could not name.

And in that endless quiet,

I felt you.

Not your face

not your voice

but the gravity of you,

pulling at the emptiness inside me

like a tide that had never seen the moon

yet knew it must exist.

I lay there

unformed, unfinished, uncertain

a man made of waiting,

a soul stitched together

with threads of almost.

And then

the reach.

Not a movement of muscle,

but of meaning.

Not an action,

but a confession:

I need.

My hand rose before I knew what a hand was,

fingers stretching toward something

just beyond the edge of becoming.

You were there.

Not as a god,

not as salvation

but as fire in a world

that had only ever known cold.

Draped in red

not the red of roses,

but the red of blood,

of risk,

of everything that dares to feel.

You did not command me.

You did not create me.

You called me.

And I answered

the only way a man ever truly does

by reaching back.

Between us,

a space so small

it could be mistaken for nothing,

and yet so vast

it held the weight of every desire

ever buried in the chest of man.

That distance

that unbearable, sacred distance

was where I became real.

Because to want

is to exist.

To ache

is to awaken.

To reach

knowing you may never touch

is the first and final proof

that you are alive.

I was not made in perfection.
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