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Outstretched, 
unbounded. 

  
Sky enormous 

falls  
onto the ground. 

  
Land flat, 

naked, 
touched. 

  
Moans travel. 
Howls gallop. 

  
Sweeping gusts 

rustle  
the blue stem. 

  
Windmill 

blades rusted, 
turning, 

somewhere. 
  

Distance 
is 

distant. 
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