Seems that every time I read something I wrote it’s as if another person is reading it; like a mirror in mirror image. As if every time, I am looking at myself in a mirror yet that mirror is reflecting back a different me and that one is reflecting me in a more distant past and so on to infinity. It’s as if, every time, I am a mother, listening to the naïve, yet wise words, of her innocent child. As if every time, I smile the way a mother would smile at the words of her beloved child. I am me. I am my protector, my savior, and my one and only. I am the one that has got me here. I am the one that has gone through everything, every single thing, with me. Ironic? Stupid? Confusing? No. it’s so simple. I am me. I am the one that has been there for me or against me since the beginning of time as I know it. It’s as if every time, all the different me’s shuffle out and extend out like a deck of cards fan out when thrown on a table- each layer, superposing the other, yet all complete the same story. Beneath each card, lies a different shape, color, a different time and memory, a different me, yet they all come together to make up the whole story. 
