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chapter eight

it didn’t happen the way i’d pictured. no balcony, no
perfect light — just a bench, a cold taco, and someone
who made me laugh until a duck got offended. and
somewhere in the middle of all that ordinary, i said
the thing i’d been holding for years. maybe joy is just
what being seen feels like before you’ve named it.

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 .


