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I.

Oh yes I see you looking at me,
not as one looks at a passing figure in a crowded street,
not as one glances at a reflection and forgets it instantly,
but as something deeper, slower, more deliberate—
as if your attention has weight,
as if it settles rather than moves,
as if it builds a small architecture around my presence
without asking whether I am willing to live inside it.
There is a kind of looking that does not leave
when the eyes turn away.
It lingers like heat in stone,
like the memory of sunlight in closed rooms,
like the echo of a word spoken too close to silence.
I feel it even now,
not as a gaze alone,
but as a pressure in the air,
a subtle rearrangement of space
whenever I enter it.
And I wonder if you know
how easily a person becomes aware
of being perceived too closely,
how quickly the self begins to adjust
to the shape of another’s attention.
II.

I have learned the language of being observed.

It is not spoken, but absorbed—
through posture, through hesitation,
through the careful editing of gestures
so nothing betrays too much truth.
There are ways I soften myself without noticing,
ways I make my edges less sharp,
ways I translate my silence
into something that feels safer for the room.
And still,
you are looking.
Not with cruelty,
not with demand,
but with the quiet persistence of something
that refuses to be uninterested.
Oh yes I see you looking at me,
and it changes the temperature of thought.
It makes every small movement feel slightly louder,
every breath slightly more intentional,
as if even existing has become a performance
I did not fully agree to rehearse.
III.

There is a strange intimacy in being seen too clearly.

Not the kind written about in stories
where recognition feels like rescue,
but the kind that unsettles the foundation
of who I thought I was alone.
Because when no one is looking,
a person is allowed to be unfinished.
To blur.
To contradict themselves without consequence.
To exist in fragments
without assembling into meaning.
But under your gaze—
even if it is only imagined,
even if it is only a possibility held in thought—
the fragments begin to argue for coherence.
They begin to ask:
What are you becoming under observation?
And I do not always have an answer.

IV.

I think about how eyes can become rooms.

How they can hold people
without touching them,
how they can close a distance
without ever crossing it.
There are rooms I have entered
that felt less real than a single look.
And there are looks I have felt
that weighed more than entire buildings.
Oh yes I see you looking at me,
and suddenly the world becomes arranged
around the fact of being noticed.
Even the ordinary things change shape:
a chair becomes a statement,
a silence becomes an argument,
a hesitation becomes a confession
I did not intend to make.
V.

Sometimes I imagine turning away,
and discovering whether the looking continues
when it is no longer returned.
Would it fade like light when the lamp is covered?
Or would it persist,
independent, patient, unbroken—
a thread still tied to me
even when I step outside its reach?
There is something unsettling about attention
that does not require participation.
Something like standing at the edge of weather
that has already decided you are part of it.
And still,
I cannot say I do not feel it too.
Because to be seen
is also to exist more sharply,
even if the sharpness is uncomfortable.
VI.

There are versions of myself I only discover
when I believe I am being observed.
One version becomes quieter than necessary,
as if silence could make me less legible.
Another becomes precise, overly composed,
as if perfection might protect me from interpretation.
And then there is the version
that resists all of it—
that wants to break the frame entirely,
to become something unwatchable,
something that cannot be contained
by the simple act of looking.
But even that resistance
feels like it is being witnessed.
Oh yes I see you looking at me,
and even my refusal begins to feel like shape.
VII.

What does it mean to be known by a gaze?

Not understood—
that is something else entirely,
something slower, more mutual,
more fragile in its construction.
But known in the immediate sense:
recognized as present,
as occupying space,
as something that cannot be ignored.
It changes how a person carries themselves
through the smallest corridors of life.
It makes the ordinary
feel slightly exposed,
like a page half turned
but not yet finished reading.
And I begin to wonder
whether I am becoming clearer
or simply more defined
by the act of being looked at.
VIII.

Still, there is a strange tenderness in it.

Not the tenderness of comfort,
but the tenderness of attention
that refuses to disappear.
Even if it unsettles me,
even if it rearranges the way I move through thought,
even if it makes me aware of myself
in ways I did not ask for—
it is still a form of presence.

And presence is rare enough
that it cannot be dismissed easily.
So I remain here,
within the radius of being seen,
trying to understand what it means
to exist both as I am
and as I am perceived.
Oh yes I see you looking at me,
and I do not yet know
whether I am being changed
or revealed.
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The sun surrenders, slipping low,

Beneath the hills where cedars grow.

The gold is bled from summer skies,

As day, in crimson fever, dies.

Now comes the hour of ink and mist,

By lunar radiance softly kissed,

When every thicket, cave, and tree,

Releases what the light can’t see.

The great horned owl, a feathered ghost,

Assumes his high and hollow post.

With eyes like lanterns, burning bright,

He charts the kingdom of the night.

No sound attends his heavy wing,

A silent, swift, and searching thing;

He watches where the field mice stir,

In trembling coats of silver fur.

Deep in the damp and earthy dark,

The badger leaves his tunnel mark.

With claws of iron, heart of stone,

He claims the twilight for his own.

The fox emerges, sleek and red,

Where clover blooms and dew is shed.

He trots the fence line, sharp and keen,

A phantom prince in velvet green.

Behold the moth, in dusty lace,

Who seeks the moon’s elusive face.

With powdered wings of ghost-white hue,

He sips the nectar, drinks the dew.

Against the glass, he drums his beat,

Drawn toward the glow of artificial heat,

A fragile soul of night-born fire,

Consumed by flickering, pale desire.

The coyote sings a jagged tune,

A lonely anthem to the moon.

His voice is wild, a desert cry,

That tears the stitching of the sky.

From ridge to ridge, the pack replies,

With yaps and howls and yellow eyes,

Reminding all the sleeping world,

That ancient banners stay unfurled.

The fireflies in the meadow deep,

Wake while the weary flowers sleep.

They pulse in rhythmic, emerald sparks,

To light the hollows and the arcs.

Like fallen stars that learned to fly,

They mock the stillness of the sky,

A living galaxy of light,

Woven through the loom of night.

The bats emerge from attic eaves,

To flicker through the maple leaves.

With sonar songs and jagged flight,

They guard the borders of the night.

Small titans of the insect chase,

They move with frantic, frantic grace,

A thousand leathern wings in play,

Until the dawning of the day.

Beneath the pond’s reflective glass,

The water beetles dive and pass.

The bullfrog sounds his heavy bass,

Within his lily-padded space.

The raccoon, with his masked design,

Finds treasures where the waters shine,

With nimble hands and clever wit,

He makes the midnight benefit.

Oh, creatures of the silvered air,

Who find their solace in the snare,

Of shadows long and spirits bold,

In stories yet to be retold.

The night is not a void of rest,

But life in dark and velvet dressed,

A symphony of tooth and claw,

Obeying only lunar law.

The stars may watch with cold disdain,

The struggle on the grassy plain,

But every creature, great and small,

Answers to the midnight call.

The world is theirs until the sun,

Proclaims the race of night is run,

And drives the phantoms back to keep,

Their vigil in the halls of sleep.
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