Grace i the [arn to US

My tove, Shatz,

J’ve been sleeping pretty well on this tip while taking care of Maom, but last night
was different. J weke up around twe o three in the mawning after a dream alieut
you. Jt was such a good dream. Neathing dvamatic, nething fieavy. We were just
Caughing, goofing off, Geing sitly togethor. It stayed with me in that quiet, tingering
way dieams semetimes deo, and as J lay there awake, it weminded me of what J love
about you and about us.

We've had a neally good life. Tnuly. When J lock back cver the seasens we've lived

thruough together, J feel deep gratitude. J den’t cavy many weguets, but theve are a
few, and T want te be honest abiout them. One of them is how much J disappeared

into my stuving.

Jts been a long woad. Longer than J sometimes admit. Fifteen years, weally, working
se fard to get afiead, to recover, te prove semething. Jhe recovery itself was butal.
IThe medication injury from the benzes tock se much out of me. Leaving and geing to
Madigan was a goed thing, but even then, J felt life J had te show J was still
samecne. Stll waonthy. Still impressive. Und that pattenn fellewed me again latex,
wanting to de wel, wanting te be noticed, wanting to be finst. J think seme of that

was wnaning from pain, especially from losing Greg and the way that chapter ended.
Und then the ending at UncherPeint was hard. Disillusioning. On ene hand, J feel




Grace in the Turn to US

gaod about what J gave and what J built. On the ather, I°m still grieving how it all
came apart.

J knew J have a gift. I believe J’ve stewarded it well in many ways. But if I’m
fianest, J’ve lived with tao much thuettle and not encugh brakes. Und now fene J am,
in this strange and quiet in between, twying te figure cut whe J am without the nales,
without the erganization, without censtantly proving semething. 3 stitl speak. T
still waite. J°U still create. But letting the professional identity move to the back seat,
at least for now, feels Uife the wark in front of me.

That dream with you breught samething into focus. Jt reminded me how much J
want to laugh with you. J want te play with you. J want this next decade of cur
lives to feel different, lighter, freer, more us. Und J°U be fonest; T den’t fully fnow
fiow to. do that yet. My mind doesn’t shut off easily. It's full of ideas, books,
prajects, and thoughts that all want cut at ence. Semetimes that creativity is a gift.
Sometimes it’s exthausting, for you and for me.

s J lock ahiead, T want to approach this next phase of cur life the way J ride a
motercycle, with evewything J’ve
learned along the way. J still love

st just in gaing fast, it’s in
staying whale. When yow've trail
braking into these thrilling, hair-
splitting turns, it isn’t dvamatic
inputs that cavwy you thuough. JE's sulitlety. Twe fingews antﬁeﬂfwd%e gent@eand
steady pressuwie, a hand stiltl en the thuottle making small, intentional adjustments.
Just encugh brakiing te boad the front wheel, just encugh restraint to feep the bife
settled as you lean in. Jao much brake and you lose it. I oe much thuettle and you
wun wide. But when you get it xight, there’s a tremendows satisfaction in it, a
smactfiness and cenfidence that feels almast effortless. That's the thwill J want te
fave with us. Loving the speed, the excitement, the fouvard motien, while fnowing
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that braking, eal braking, is part of what keeps us upright, intact, and still
enjoying the ride together.

JIn the dream, thete was ne agenda. Nea pressure. Neo eutcame te manage. Just
laughiter, yours and mine. Und I
fnow dreams are just dreams. I’m
nat turning it into something

Y mystical ox prophetic. But it dees
say samething aliout whete my
feaxt is pointing and what J want
te protect and grow with you.

J want travel. I want play. J want
S poments that don’t need to be
praductive te be meaningful. J want us. Und J°m praying abicut how we do that, how
we wealign, how we make space, fhow we let God guide ws without becaming stiff or
joyless in the pracess.

J der’t have this all figured out. But I wanted you to knoew what stivied in me last
night, and ficw deeply J love you. J want the neat chapter to be written together, with
more baughter than stiiving, mote presence than preving, and mexe freedom than
fear.

Whways in love with enly you,

Jett
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