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Disassociation 
 

I peer out 
at the world 
from the back 
of my skull, 
eyes like windows 
between me 
and the outside 
world. 
 
I can still move 
this body, 
but it’s like 
posing a doll. 
 
The body 
that I occupy 
feels like 
a cage 
not my self. 

 


