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On waking up from a dream of a lover I will never have 
 
The sound of my own stirring 
wakes me up, alert 
to the moment you become 
a figment, a signature 
of this grey morning, 
drifting in, torn pieces, 
through the window shades. 
 
I let you go easily, as I have 
reason to believe you will 
reappear. 


