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there a place for that and a place for this
with everything in its homey space
until it’s to be released
to a someplace i will never know –

crystals, ornaments, books and shells
somehow extending out of me
fashioned from some inner dream
of a once upon that has no name –

by shifts and moves from here to there
and there to here from new to old
i watch myself transmute and grow
amidst refractions of my soul.
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