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for the ones who hold on tight
so no one can leave them.
this one is about staying
without holding on.



the people in this book

noor, late thirties, berlin.

brilliant at fixing broken systems,

late-diagnosed, learning

that she is not one of them.

sofie, the best friend.

gets the voice messages, all of them.

mirrors every spiral back

until it loses its air.

juno, a ceramicist, they/them.

hands that do not rush

anything into its shape.

sasha, the neighbour from

the fifth floor. arrives with soup.

vera, holds the thursday circle.

has held a thousand first evenings.

emre, from the circle.

soft beard, softer eyes.

miso, the cat. the highest court.

the mother, two languages away.

and the ones who left,
they are in here too.
they do not get to drive.



how to enter

this book runs front to back,
but it forgives you if you don’t.

tap where you want to begin.

if your body feels far away, start at

arrival

if you just walked into a room of strangers, start at

the circle

if you are activated right now, start at

keeping watch

if you are longing for someone, start at

wanting

if someone just asked for space, start at

the old story

if you are angry at your childhood, start at

the child

if you need proof that rupture is survivable, start at

repair

if you need a reason to keep going, start at

staying




arrival


berlin, february.

the sky a wet wool blanket.

noor notices

what is happening in her body.

solar plexus tight.

breath difficult to go through.

as if she swallows her breath.

she lifts her hands.

one touches her chest,

another her belly.

her belly rises and falls.

one deep inhale.

a long exhale,

with a sigh.

slowly her breath flows.

she feels the air goes through her throat.

her solar plexus softens.

one breath at a time.

one breath at a time.


fourth floor, no lift.

when the door opens,

miso greets her.

first he stretches,

then lies on his back,

legs and belly up.

miso, always there.

loyal and steady,

teaching her what consistency looks like.

one soul who never leaves.


at work she fixes broken things.

builds the processes,

coaches people,

motivates, encourages, empowers.

the room gets a version of her

that has words.

at home, one message

is one word too many.

she deleted whatsapp.

people can reach her on her number,

like old times.

or sms.

nobody at the office

would believe this.


anne left in november.

noor still has the hoodie.

it hangs by the door.

she walks past it four times a day.

and the puzzle they were supposed

to finish together,

half a picture, waiting on the shelf.


in the shower,

water finds her back.

the exhale goes out with a sigh,

an ummmh.

she imagines the knots in her shoulders

melting, running down

with the water.

this is how she comes back

to being a body.


sasha from the fifth floor

knocks with soup.

“you don’t have to talk.

eat while it’s hot.

i’ll lie on the sofa while you eat.

that’s the whole task.”

no words needed.

one body near another body.

for noor’s brain, this is care

in its mother tongue.


on the bakery corkboard,

between guitar lessons

and a missing parrot:

body first.

a circle for nervous systems.

thursdays, 19:00, above the bicycle shop.

no experience needed,

your body is the experience.

she has heard about circles.

a space where everything is welcome.

no pity, no fixing,

no unsolicited advice.

only presence.

she photographs the flyer.

not ready yet

to open that door.


thursday comes.

her body is heavy.

she puts on her coat, takes it off.

sends the spiral to sofie,

voice message, all of it.

sofie sends it back, mirrored:

i hear you. this is scary.

the spiral loses its air.

noor leaves

before it can refill.





the circle


a room above the bicycle shop.

the smell of burned sage.

cushions arranged in a circle,

an altar at the center,

low light.

vera at the door, silver hair.

“bow to yourself.

gratitude for showing up.

you came. that’s the work.

the rest is extra.”


twelve strangers on cushions.

her eyes find emre first,

the soft beard,

a face that invites

without taking anything.

then a person in a clay-stained jumper

who sits like they have

nowhere else to be.

the name tag says juno.

and underneath, smaller:

they/them.


vera says: feel your feet.

noor feels the tension instead,

between chest and belly,

the solar plexus holding.

one deep breath.

an exhale with a sound.

vera says: that’s fine.

the feet will wait.

they have waited this long.


“look around the room,” vera says.

“let your eyes go where they want.

this is called orienting,

your animal checking

that the room is not a trap.”

noor’s eyes avoid the other eyes.

they find the window,

the crack in the wall,

the grain of the wooden floor,

the altar, beautifully arranged.

anywhere with a little distance.


juno sits like someone

with no waiting in them.

the circle starts late.

everyone shifts on their cushion.

juno does not.

grounded: seat in full contact

with the cushion.

clay under the nails,

a burn scar like a comma.


emre walks her to the u-bahn.

his mother in izmir,

his plants, his failed kombucha scoby.

easy. light. simple.

the conversation asks nothing,

does not need to arrive anywhere.

she didn’t know

talking could be rest.


week three.

juno, by the kettle:

“tea?”

one word.

and her shoulders come down.

the bracing in her pelvis dissipates.

her body says yes

before she does.


“activation,” vera says,

“is your stress response.

the old automatic system

switching on for a danger,

real or only perceived.

as if a lion stands in front of you

and your limbs are buzzing to flee.

there is no lion in this room.

but the body does not know that yet.

breath shallow and fast,

adrenaline like you need

to box, or run.

we don’t fight the guard at the gate.

we thank her.

and we show her, slowly, with evidence,

that the war has ended.”


she sleeps better on thursdays.

she doesn’t tell anyone yet.

when someone asks about thursdays

she says: a thing. a course.

she keeps it from friends

who do not see her fully.

sofie gets a voice message.

sofie has always seen her fully.





keeping watch


monday meetings.

she masks, as if energized,

one version of herself for the room,

the original kept inside.

by evening: two percent.

popcorn for dinner, in bed,

miso on her feet.

and everyone wonders

why she doesn’t pick up the phone.


her brain on a loud day:

fried.

the traffic inside gets busier

while the body drains.

like skin sticking

on a humid day.


the diagnosis came late,

after decades of being told

she was the problem.

when she finally hears it:

another exhale, a sigh.

finally, there is something.

it is not her.

the world was never built

for a system like hers.


later there was a man in the house.

he taught her to think.

she got sharp early.

she got watchful at the same time.

the footsteps, the pause before the door.

she could read a room

before she could read.

one mind, running ahead.

one body, never sitting down.


years later a therapist said:

you were a child.

no wonder your body

learned to keep watch.

shoulders drop.

jaw drops.

the sigh goes out.

something she has been carrying

finally gets to be put down.


thursday, partner practice.

juno across from her.

“just notice the distance,” vera says.

noor’s throat starts closing.

air barely moves,

as if she swallows it back.

juno, quietly:

“we can stop here.

here is also a place.”


there is also the first leaving,

the one before her memory starts.

the first man,

gone before she had a
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