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The Chalice — and | became vessel of myself
Beach scene at Anana Bay, setting sun, approx. 10:15 p.m.

| was, for a long time, a space without shape.
And | believed I had to fill myself —
with words, with roles, with proof.

But at some point, | knew:
The chalice had always been within me.
Not empty, not full —
but open.

| did not become someone else.
| became a vessel of myself.

And what | carry today
is not a symbol.
Itis:
truth in my hand.
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