
T H E  R E T U R N I N G  G L O R Y  ·  A  L E T T E R  T O  O P E N  A T  T H E  E N D

A LETTER TO THE GLORY

Written to myself, in week one. Not to be opened until the last night.

W R I T T E N  O N D O  N O T  O P E N  U N T I L

The weight I'm carrying into these six weeks —

The one room I've kept shut — a habit, a relationship, a grief — and what it costs me
—

What I actually want is You, not just what You give. Here's where that's hard to mean
—

If You feel far by week three, remind me of this —

The one rhythm I hope I'll still be keeping when this is over —

S I G N E D O P E N E D  O N

Fold in three · mark the outside "do not open until ____" · tuck it where you'll see it.


