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i dive into a book of words
pretending that i am not here
breathing spaceless timeless air
suspended in some other world –

so seamlessly my mind escapes
the crazy yokes of physical
it is as if i’m pivoting
realities of otherness –

am i here or am i there
or am i somewhere in-between 
when caught inside the realms of mind
that no one else but i can see?
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