...september 28, 2012...

i’‘m following myself and glancing
past the corners of my eyes -

a forwards backwards shadowing —
myself in front — myself behind -

but who’s the i behind? ahead? —
am i both? or half? or none? ,

or maybe in my flickering

i’m trying to join up again?

trees wave branches - shedding leaves . -
like laughter at my witlessness
watching a thousand also me’s
spin through every step i take.
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