
...august 4 2010...
...postcard...

today i am the paper cutter queen
trimming ancient postcards in my sleep
switching between the words and photographs
of empty addresses and missing stamps –

i shear the edges one by one by one
guillotining tops and sides and ends
wondering if i somehow become
imbedded in each card i cut to size –

and if – somehow – inside postcard disguise
i travel between continents and skies
to feel myself reflected back to me
somewhere inside a hundred thousand eyes.
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