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Subject: Heimlich
From: Mukammal mann <mukammalhaiman@outlook.com> Friend, we have never lied to each other, but we have
To: Adhure tum <adhurehotum@outlook.com> lied to ourselves a lot. Mourning is more honest than

any conversation I've ever had, because that is when
| am no longer lying to me about how | have truly felt.

Friend,
Asad
Do you remember how we’d often use the word familiar to describe each others’ touch
and presence? You told me your love for me was motherly, and it felt so too — familiar, as
you said, like a place I've been before, that is my mother’s body. You knew how | had
distanced myself from my mother. | wonder, maybe, all this time, with you, I’'ve been trying
to go back to the familiar place.

You used to dismiss me just like my mother.

How far will you travel for love? Perhaps at one point, that meant walking different paths.
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I had assumed that to live authentically, to heal, | must seek distance from my blood. It's
becoming clear to me, what this healing requires isn’t distance, but discovery, made
possible with proximity to the source-object of hurt—intimacy that will break it, mend it,
and transform it. | know that we hurt each other, because we are hurt and do not feel
loved. I've decided that | will no longer seek to escape from my family. | am spending this
time taking care of my mother and siblings myself, so we all can have a shot at living
together without being a source of harm for one another.

Perhaps, a place to start could be to look at them with the same softness in my eyes that
was there when | laid my eyes on you. On days that | can't, | will be gentle and forgive
myself, and try again.

Asad

Right now, | am here.
Everything | need is right here.
In the now, | am abundant.

In the now, | am enough.




