
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    i cannot count the mornings i woke up not knowing myself  
             or where i was… 
                                                               and too easily comfortable with myself as a stranger 
                                                                                          thinking instead that the mirror needed polishing 
                                                                                          because my image  
                                                                                          was blurred. 
                                                                                          no one can undo what cannot be undone. 
                                                                                                                          all you can do is dress the wounds. 
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