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For the Muzi Li

who lived in a parallel Taiwan—

and for all the selves left behind

who continue walking through life.
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​​I. THE BODY KEEPS TIME
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The Inch I Lost
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I didn't notice it at first.

Not in the mirror,

not in the way clothes rested on my shoulders.

It was only later—

when I reached for something familiar

and came up just short—

that I realized

an inch had quietly left me.

It didn't fall.

It wasn't taken.

It simply receded,

the way time does

when you aren't watching.

An inch is a small thing.

Too small to grieve,

too small to explain.

It doesn't change who you are,

only how you arrive

at places you thought you knew.

I try to remember when it happened.

During a long year, perhaps.

Between two cities.

Between standing still

and learning how to move again.

The body keeps its own record.

It subtracts without asking,

adjusts without announcement.

What disappears is never dramatic—

just enough

to remind you

that you are still passing through yourself.

I don't want it back.

I wouldn't know where to put it.

That inch now lives

with other quiet losses—

things that didn't hurt,

but stayed.

And sometimes,

when I measure the distance

between who I was

and who I am becoming,

I think:

This is how time enters the body.

Not all at once.

But inch

by inch.
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37.2 Degrees
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The number appears quietly.

Not high enough to alarm,

not low enough to ignore.

37.2.

A temperature

just above ordinary.

I feel it before I believe it—

a warmth that doesn't belong

to weather or effort.

It comes from inside,

settling into places

I don't usually listen to.

Nothing hurts.

Nothing feels wrong.

That's the unsettling part.

My body is doing something

without consulting me.

Not asking for permission.

Not explaining.

I check again.

The number stays.

37.2 is not a fever.

It won't excuse me from work.

It won't justify rest.

It is simply evidence

that something has begun

to rearrange priorities.

I move through the day

aware of my skin.

Of breath.

Of how easily heat travels

when you stop pretending

you are neutral territory.

This is how awareness enters—

not with pain,

but with a slight shift

in baseline.

After this,

I will never again assume

my body is silent.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Forty Weeks
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Forty weeks

is not a promise.

It is a range

the body negotiates with time.

At first,

it sounds theoretical.

A number used by doctors.

A square on a calendar

that feels safely distant.

But the weeks accumulate.

Quietly.

Without asking how ready you are.

The body begins to mark time

in ways clocks cannot.

Sleep changes shape.

Hunger learns new rules.

Patience stretches,

then thins.

You become aware

of space—

how much you occupy,

how much you require.

Of weight that is not yours alone.

Of breath shared, unevenly.

Forty weeks is not about arrival.

It is about accommodation.

Every day,

the body makes room

for another body,

still unseen,

already insistent.

You learn restraint.

Not the kind taught by discipline,

but the kind demanded

by proximity.

Some days,

forty weeks feels endless.

Other days,

insufficient.

You realize then:

this is not a countdown.

It is a conversion.

By the time the number completes itself,

you are no longer

the person who began counting.

The body has taught you

what duration really means—

not how long something lasts,

but how completely

it changes you

while you are still

carrying it.
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​Ten Pounds of Time
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I returned heavier

by ten pounds.

Not of flesh,

but of days

that refused to stay behind.

Time has a way of choosing the body

when it needs storage.

It settles where warmth gathers,

where memory does not evaporate easily.

I ate without counting.

Not out of hunger,

but recognition.

Each meal was an exchange—

I gave it my present,

it gave me my past

in a form that could be swallowed.

Some weight came from sitting too long

across from familiar faces,

letting silence finish sentences

we no longer needed to explain.

Some of it came from waiting—

for laundry,

for dusk,

for the moment someone would say my name

the way they used to.

The scale was honest.

It told me what I carried

when I no longer pretended to travel light.

Back home,

I begin to lose it.

A pound at a time,

the way one says goodbye

without ceremony.

But time does not leave the body entirely.

It only learns

how to stand.

Now it waits

behind my ribs,

in the pause before sleep,

in the weight of choosing not to forget.

I am lighter again.

But not empty.

Some things are not meant to be burned away.

They are meant to be carried—

quietly,

until they learn how to rest.
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​Thirty-Eight Marks
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They appear slowly,

as if asking permission.

Not all at once.

Not dramatically.

The face does not announce

that it has begun keeping time.

It simply remembers

where expression lingered.

Some lines arrive

from holding things back.

Others from leaning forward—

into light,

into conversation,

into days that required more than silence.

Thirty-eight

is not the number of years.

It is the number of times

the face chose

to stay present.

I notice them

in the mirror,

in photographs I no longer delete.

They are not symmetrical.

They do not try to be kind.

They gather

around the places

where feeling repeated itself.

Joy leaves marks.

So does restraint.

So does living

without softening every response.

I no longer smooth them away.

I have stopped calling them early.

Thirty-eight marks

is not damage.

It is accumulation.

Proof that time

did not pass through me.

It stayed.

​

II. DISTANCE TRAVELED

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Two Suitcases I Took With Me
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I thought

two suitcases

would be enough.

Not for everything—

just for what survived

being chosen.

Clothes that understood

my current body.

Shoes I could walk in

without remembering

where I bought them.

A few books

I hadn't finished,

but still believed in.

No furniture.

No duplicates.

Nothing that needed

an explanation.

Some things stayed

because they were heavy.

Others stayed

because they were light

in the wrong way.

What I carried

was not what mattered most—

only what agreed

to travel.

At the airport,

nothing felt missing.

That came later.
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​Three Miles Home
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Three miles

is close enough

to refuse a ride.

The city shrinks

to footsteps,

to breath finding rhythm.

I pass places

I would not notice

from a car.

A closed shop.

A stray receipt.

A dog waiting

without expectation.

Three miles

is long enough

for thoughts to loosen.

By the time I arrive,

the distance has done

what it needed to do.

I am home,

without having rushed

to be there.​
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