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every moment
born again
there is no yesterday –
the sun – the wind –
the walking streets 
from leaf to sky to sea –

i am dropped new
and new again
into each suddenness –
wiser – taller –
more aware
of my connectedness – 

every moment 
born again
into my history –
the sun – 
the wind –
the walking streets –
all grown out of me.
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