THE MIRROR OF US - A JOURNAL FOR THE LOOKING
(/mpu’i' cig/u‘

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



