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I keep thinking about my hands.
In bodies. 
In codes.
In the way they move across transcripts,
feeling for something,
trying to hold what can’t be held.

I’ve failed to care for someone,
someone who trusted my hands.
I said I was busy, I said I had work.

Now I sit with stories, 
stories of care,
of hands that knew how to hold, and be held.

I scroll, 
highlight, 
annotate,
code,
and keep thinking:
Can my hands,
these same hands,
be trusted
to care?
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