








Past I look at.

{

Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn.
Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn.
Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn. Previous. Clock.
Turn. Previous. Dream.
Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn.
Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn.
Previous. Turn. Previous. Enemies.
Turn. Door. Turn.
Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn.
Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn.
Previous. Turn. Previous. Lesson. Turn.
Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn.
Previous. Window. Turn.
Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn.
Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn.
Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn.
Previous. Tomorrow. Turn.
Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn.
Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn. Previous. Turn.

}

Look past I.





My poem is not your mirror.

The glass tells you a story.

You’re entertained.

You put the page down.

A poem is for inciting revolution.

My glass holds onto grime.

You’re disgusted.

You put the page down.






