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the evening was heavy before it began. but knowing
someone was there — at the back of the room, quiet,
holding the space — made the whole night teel
smaller, safer. i walked in braver than i arrived. what i
didn’t expect was how much harder it is to be met
than to be watched over. to let someone see the whole
of‘you, induding the part that’s still Checking the

exits.

a thought to sit with. the rest of the page is yours.



