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anonymous – i sometimes think
i am anonymous – 
until find that when i’m happy
i see happiness around –

happiness in squirrels and trees
and people’s smiles
whether it is cold or warm
or pouring down with rain –

yet when i’m moody or upset
my world reflect the same –
which shows I’m not anonymous
because it really means  

i am the world inside out –
and outside in – my world
is reflecting me to me
both out and back again.
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