“Are We Convinced that we really are letting go?”

I used to feel like a bridge

spanning difference

enabling crossings and communication

to some extent an outsider

watching over, even guiding people across ... although

occasionally the troll below

Now, more and more I feel like the river

flowing between, flowing along; a journey of my own to make with others

a molecule of water

At times, like a film being played backwards

I rise from the water

re-erected again on my bridge-like foundations

Maybe the question is not so much whether I can resist doing this, more one of why?

Are they my foundations or ours? A common resource.

Is it just me reverting to a safe place in which a lot has been invested?

