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chapter seven

somewhere a long way back, i started believing love
was something you earned. that if i were good
enough, useful enough, easy enough to keep, it would
come. it took me most of my life to sit somewhere
that asked nothing of me — and to feel how tired i
was. you don’t have to deserve the thing you’re
starving for. you never did.

a  t h o u g h t  t o  s i t  w i t h .  t h e  r e s t  o f  t h e  p a g e  i s  y o u r s .


