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A Poem
by Ed Steele

There is a mirror
in the corner
of my room
it watches there
this room is solid,
but in the corner
the mirror
the rusted
motorcycle mirror
bends the walls
blurrs the edges
sucks the books
into an oblong
of ambiguity
in the mirror
the window is distant
small blind
not even the green
of the tree outside
is visible


