A True Reflection
I see the reflection of a world caught in a revolving mirror. Every time the door spins, a new world appears. Each reflection is a tapestry encased in its convoluted form. [image: ]Witnessing the birth in its true environment. I wait to step forward into the world of tomorrow. Picture perfect, it [image: ]may not be. Standing at the edge, reaching out with both hands. Touching a vision, I truly understand.
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