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mento y adobe

s easier to wait

amid sage and blue grama
ﬂ a round red ball of gas
~ slips below the horizon

id the desert was dead

itos darting among grasses
nd lichen growing scorched-orange

)

once blazed through the earth’s crust
ut cooled into lava

1ed to the city that sleeps but never dries
1ré you said
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