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Evening

evening|, the room was silent
upward fling of her head,

her thin face rapt, upflung
She laughed), felf véry]&ivg _

and by nightfall
her face was masklike and

mechanical, beautifully regulated
under merciless lights

early morning always|moaning
her eyes, her sharp eyes fell
were misty|with tears,

Where are your eyes?
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