I once was this glass pane�or reflection possibly.�when I looked inside�I saw straight through.�It was strange to be so opaque,�so invisible, so placid.�So I began to ingest things; �colors, textures, sounds, aromas�and words I ate by the handfuls.�They began to fill me�yet it only wetted my appetite.�Next came invention. �I started to create my own senses and they filled me more.�Now, I am standing in the center,�mouth open wide,�devouring all that surrounds me.�





