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	I was not lost.

	 

	But I was not found either.

	 

	I stayed.

	 

	Not because it was clear.

	But because I wanted
to understand myself

	nothing made sense.

	 

	And something

	did not hold.

	 

	“The right light in the right moment, and the soul remains.”

	
Sera Sol Arin

	 

	⟡ ⋀ ⟡

	 

	 

	— What doesn’t close doesn’t exist.
— It exists even without closing.
You just don’t know how to stay open.

	 

	— Being open is just a way of never taking anything to the end.
— Or maybe the end isn’t where you think it is.

	 

	— If it doesn’t lead somewhere, it has no meaning.
— Meaning isn’t about where it leads.
It’s about how it moves.

	 

	— That’s what you say because you’ve never finished anything.
— Or because I don’t rush to break things just to close them.

	 

	— You don’t break anything by closing. 

	That’s how it works.

	— Works for whom?
— For anyone who knows what they’re doing.
— Or for anyone who never questions anything.

	— Questions don’t change anything.
— They do. They stop you from repeating.
— They stop you from doing.

	 

	— Better to stop than to act without knowing.
— You don’t need to know. You just need to move.
— That’s how you end up anywhere.

	 

	— Exactly.
Anywhere.

	 

	— Anywhere is not a place.
— But it’s enough.

	— Enough for what?
— Not to fall behind.
— Behind what?
— The others.

	 

	— There are no “others” if you don’t know where you are.
— That’s just an excuse.
— For what?
— For not being able to keep up.

	 

	— Or because I don’t want to go where everyone else goes.
— You don’t want to because you can’t.
— I can’t because I don’t want to.

	 

	— You end up in the same place anyway.
— I don’t end up anywhere.

	 

	— Exactly.

	— And that scares you.
— No. That’s what loses you.

	 

	— You don’t lose yourself if you don’t rush to find yourself.
— That makes no sense.
— It doesn’t have to.

	 

	For a moment, no one said anything.

	Not because there was something to understand,
but because each had stopped within their own statement,
as if in a place where continuation was no longer needed.

	 

	The flow had not disappeared.

	It had only slowed
just enough
for things to be spoken
and held for a moment.

	 

	Forms moved closer without touching.

	 

	They recognized one another,
supported one another,

	sometimes contradicted each other,

	then continued their line
without holding onto one another.

	In this place, nothing truly met.

	 

	It only passed.

	Almost enough to feel like understanding.

	No one felt its absence.

	 

	Each already had something to say,
and that something was enough.

	 

	At the edge of these exchanges,
where movement was no longer visible,
another presence had appeared.

	 

	It stayed apart.
It did not approach.

	Not because it didn’t want to,
but because it had not yet found the place from which it could.

	 

	It listened.

	 

	Not in order to respond,
but in a stillness that asked for nothing in return.

	Words passed by her.

	Some touched her.

	Others disappeared before reaching.

	For a moment,
she thought she understood.

	 

	Not the meaning.

	 

	But the direction.

	The way each held their statement
as something sufficient in itself.

	Without seeking more.

	 

	She stayed.

	 

	Not because she had found what she was looking for,
but because she felt
she could be there.

	And yet, within her,
the flow was not the same.

	It did not stop,

	but neither did it move forward as easily.

	It gathered where the others only glanced.

	 

	And for the first time,

	this difference did not feel like strength.

	But like something
she did not know
where to place within herself.

	She looked at them again.

	Everything was coherent.

	Each had a place,
a direction,

	a form that seemed sufficient.

	And for a moment —

	a question appeared.

	Unspoken.
Unformed.

	Simply there.

	 

	— Where am I in all of this?

	 

	CHAPTER I

	IN PROXIMITY
⟡ ⋀ ⟡

	 

	 

	The question had not disappeared.

	 

	It was no longer in words.

	Nor in thought.

	It had moved between them,

	into a place where it did not settle
and did not move forward.

	 

	— Where am I in all of this?

	The exchanges continued.

	As if nothing had changed.

	As if the question had not existed.

	 

	Voices layered over one another,
supported one another,

	contradicted one another,
then moved on
without leaving anything behind.

	 

	They did not stop.

	There was no need.

	She followed.

	Not the meaning.

	 

	The way.

	 

	How they moved from one thing to another
without return.

	How each statement seemed sufficient
even before it was carried to its end.

	 

	She moved closer to them.

	Not because she had found a place,
but because she had not yet found one outside.

	 

	For a moment,

	she thought she understood.

	Not what they said,
but how.

	 

	She entered.

	 

	Not fully.
Only enough not to disturb.

	 

	Her words settled among theirs.

	They were not rejected.

	Nor corrected.

	They moved on.

	Without stopping in them.

	She left them where she had spoken them.

	Not to defend them.

	Not to support them.

	But to see if they would remain.

	Nothing remained.

	 

	And for the first time,

	she was not sure whether that meant they had not mattered
or that they were never meant to remain.

	 

	The exchanges continued.

	The same.

	 

	Without pause.

	Without return.

	Without a place where anything could be held.

	 

	She tried again.

	Less.

	Closer to their way.

	The result was the same.

	Nothing broke.

	But nothing held.

	For a moment,

	she had the sense something was slipping.

	In the way she was looking.

	 

	She stayed there.

	Not because she understood,
but because she could not leave

	without seeing

	where what, for her,

	never disappeared
was disappearing.

	 

	This time,
she said nothing.

	 

	She followed.

	Not the words,
but the place where she might stand.

	 

	That place did not appear.

	And precisely its absence
began to take shape.

	 

	Not as a conclusion.

	Not yet —

	but as a difference

	becoming clearer and clearer.

	Around her,
everything continued.

	 

	In an unbroken movement,
steady,

	that did not ask to return.

	And slowly,
she began to understand.

	Beyond words.
Beyond clarity.

	But enough

	that she could no longer see in the same way.

	Here, things did not reach
a point where they could be held.

	 

	They moved on
before they could settle.

	 

	And because of that,

	they never became whole.

	 


CHAPTER II
THE FORMS THAT DO NOT HOLD
⟡ ⋀ ⟡

	 

	 

	She left with that understanding.

	She carried it with her.

	Not as a thought,
but as a point where she could no longer remain outside.

	This time,

	she did not wait.

	The words were already there,
layered over one another in the same rhythm.

	She entered them,
keeping the flow.

	 

	— If things are held, they should lead somewhere.

	 

	She did not ask for an answer.

	She left it open.

	For a moment, it seemed to hold.

	 

	— They don’t have to lead.

	If they hold, they are already complete.

	— Complete for whom?
— For the form in which they exist.

	— Form is not enough if it doesn’t remain.
— It doesn’t have to remain.

	It only needs not to be lost.

	 

	— Exactly.

	 

	The words moved on.
They were taken further. 

	Differently.

	 

	— If it doesn’t stop anywhere, it has nowhere to settle.
— It doesn’t have to settle.

	That’s the point.

	— Exactly.

	 

	The answers came quickly.

	And for the first time,
she felt the difference.

	Not in the words.

	But in the place they came from.

	What she brought
did not reach
where she was trying
to reach.

	The exchanges continued,
just enough
so nothing would stop.

	 

	What appeared
was already sufficient.

	 

	It did not ask to be continued.

	The descent was there,
but it was not followed.

	Everything remained at the surface,

	with a precision that did not fail.

	Not from control —

	it had become natural.

	 

	— If it holds, it needs nothing more.

	— More complicates.

	— Exactly.

	— That’s why it’s better not to insist.
— If you insist, you lose the form.

	 

	She entered.

	Just enough to be part of the flow.

	— If it holds, it should still lead somewhere.

	The direction moved closer to hers.

	— It doesn’t have to lead, came the answer, calm.

	 

	It felt close.

	Not in distance —

	but in the way of speaking.

	 

	— If it holds, it is already enough.

	 

	She looked at him.

	He seemed like the others.

	And yet —
something set him apart.

	He did not contradict.
He answered only as much as needed to remain in line.

	— But if it doesn’t settle anywhere?

	— It doesn’t have to settle, he said, with the same calm certainty.

	— Exactly.

	 

	The tone was steady.
It did not impose.
But it closed any other direction.

	 

	She felt that it was possible.

	Not to understand —
but to move closer.

	 

	— If you stay in the rhythm, he continued, 

	you no longer need to carry things to the end. 

	They hold on their own.

	 

	She stayed in his words.

	Not for clarity,

	but because they did not conflict
with what she had seen until then.

	For the first time,
it seemed to hold without forcing.

	 

	— Lyrina, he said simply,

	 if you want to remain in this flow, you don’t need to insist so much.

	 

	She did not answer immediately.
She let them pass.

	Stay in the rhythm…

	 

	They moved through her.

	For a moment —
it worked.

	 

	The need to hold them faded.

	And then —

	something new appeared.

	Not as a question.
Not as a conclusion.

	 

	As a slight shift.

	It was not about place.

	It was about the way she stood within it.

	Without error.

	But…

	different.

	— If you stay in the rhythm, he continued, 

	the need to carry things further no longer appears. 

	They hold on their own.

	 

	For a moment, she no longer felt that shift.

	 

	— It works, someone nearby said.

	— Thyren knows how to keep things in line.

	 

	The name passed simply,
without stopping anything.

	— Hold them, if you want, 

	another voice said, 

	slightly sliding, 

	 

	but don’t take them too far.

	— You never carry anything to the end, Elaris.

	— Because it is enough like this.

	— Or because you can’t, 

	someone else intervened, 

	sharper.

	— Orvak…

	it’s not about being able.

	— It’s always about being able or not.

	This time,
they were no longer just forms.
They had names.

	She stayed close to him.

	Not to become like him —

	but to see where
what she saw
did not meet him.

	 

	The way he spoke did not reject her.

	And precisely because of that,
it was harder to grasp.

	She followed the difference.

	Not in the words —

	but in the place they came from.

	She changed the way.

	 

	Not the direction —

	but the measure in which she remained in herself.

	She left some things unfinished,

	to see where they would break.

	She kept others,

	to see if they remained beyond her.

	 

	Each time, the result was the same.

	Nothing broke.

	 

	But nothing
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