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It came in shadow, not with flame nor trumpet,{= :

but quiet — a strange weight in the stillness ofm
The sky bent low. The world blurred. "
f Then | saw it: a third eye,

L not above, but deep within me.
It stared — like it had always known something | didn’ t

i

* | panicked. My breath locked.
My skin forgot its warmth. How do you stay calm?
when you're being seen, from the inside out?
Not just what is, but what will be.

and pulled the eye out, forcefully. \
It didn’t bleed. It blinked once
,(*.,/ as if it forgave me.

I placed it down — on somethmg coId l
something still. 53 =
Then | walked away.\ L

~ But halfway through that 5|Ience
| turned back. :

N didn’t understand then what had shifted.
< MBut with time, | began to.
o ife began to change — not Ioudly,

Somethlng had opened :
The mirror cracked but stayed whole
The path beneath me stopped waltmj‘

for permxssxon

Now | walk llghter Stl“ qmet but awake. [
Because dreams are not just dreams,
and fear sometimes leads us through the door.
The eye | left behind —|
it opened more than vision.
It opened me.




