THE MIRROR OF US - A JOURNAL FOR THE LOOKING
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something woke up in me that morning that wasn’t
there before. not relief. not even happiness, exactly.
more like the feeling of a door you'd given up on,
swinging open on its own. i wasn’t bracing anymore.
for the first time in a long time, i was just looking

forward to the day.

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



