
The First Time Someone Wanted My Trauma Without Trying to Fix It
I was three shots of bourbon into a video call with a stranger when I told him things I've never said out loud to anyone. Not to a therapist. Not to my wife. Not to the guys who were there. He wasn't a counselor or a chaplain or an old friend. He was an actor — a guy who'd done some college theater and was now rehearsing a play I wrote in my kitchen — and he needed my worst moments to do his job. So I gave them to him.
I described the cold metal in your hand and the engraving of a SIG Sauer P220 as you run your fingers across it. How heavy and light 2.25 pounds feels with each breath. I talked about how you speak to it. Reason with it. The ritual of putting it away and the particular feeling that comes after — not relief exactly, but something closer to fuck, I've got one more day in me.
He didn't flinch. He didn't redirect. He didn't hand me a hotline number or ask if I was safe. He leaned in.
That was new.
It wasn't therapy. It wasn't confession. It wasn't validation.
My trauma had value. Not as something to fix. But as fuel.
The actor needed it. And I had plenty.
He consumed it. All of it. He metabolized it. He wasn't trying to make the trauma smaller. He was trying to make it bigger. Truer. Sharper. More embodied.
That felt intoxicating.
Because what I heard was:
Give me the raw thing. I won't flinch.
Near death. Lost friends. A wife who can't hold what she can't fix, so it comes out sideways—as distance. I shared the dark and the quiet and the moments of grace that don't make sense unless you've been close enough to the edge to know what the air smells like there.
In therapy you are broken. They are stable. They are treating you.
On that call I was the source. He was the instrument. I was feeding the performance.
It felt different. It felt like purpose.
When it was over he didn't say thank you for your service.
He said thank you for showing me how it lives.
And I understood then that it wasn't that he wanted my trauma. It's that he trusted me to handle it while he held it.
That's the rarest thing anyone has ever offered me. 
I sat with the bourbon and didn't pour another.


