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diving in and out of multiple

realities — i am like a fish — or cat

- always exploring something different
and ever new and now —

- even the old is always new

because this is a different now

so i can shape it into something

that has never been before —

I have learned that all my thoughts
% are separate from me

B > % andiam the observer — wondering

- which ones to pursue —

now — i’'m in a coffee shop

watching passers-by — waving

at a toddler who stares into my eyes —
now i’m on a cell phone catching
wormhole messages — oblivious

. to everything and everyone around -

. now i’'m walking down the stairs
. cat-like — following a friend
. and now i’'m heading out the door

~  with grocery lists inside my head -

i dive through worlds like a fish
light and shadow — sun and rain

. close and far — i’'m spiralling

the multi-verse my thoughts design.
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