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There is almost no sound ... only the redundant stir

Of shrubs as perfumed temperatures embalm

Our coast. I saw the spreading gush of people with their palms.
In Westchester, the crocus spreads like cancer.

This will be the death of me. I feel the leaves close in,

Promise threaten from all sides and above.

It is not real. The green seed-pod, flaky dove

Of the bud descend. The rest is risen.



