...october 30, 1994...

| stare at feet that are not mine
in shoes almost invisible
moving as if someone else
controlled my destiny —

i watch through eyes that are not mine =
to see what no one else can see .
until the house that knows my name
collapses into emptiness —

i climb through ruins of a past

where no one knows my face or hand ﬁf

until a family that i lost
spirals back into my dream.
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