
Sometimes I cannot tell

	 	 if I am not my father.


More and more in time

	 	 I grow into his voice.


My back and legs shape to meet his.


His eyes are mine	 	 

	 	 looking at the garden	 	 	 	 	 	 


This is simply	 	 I am him.


In one light

	 	 we have two names.


When I was young

	 	 this was confusing.
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