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child of my now-not-then
how is it that i could pretend
you were and are both here and there
even when invisible –
 
those moments we forgot to share 
along the surfaces of when
hide in whispers dreamers sing
beneath the cells of bone and skin –
 
i feel the murmur of your voice
within the almost of my heart –
vibrating hidden memories
that fingertips shall someday trace.
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