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grass growing in our knuckles 
borrowing water from blood to build 
fields for migrant suns 
flushed from their homes 
by men that came in the night 
looking to sew stars into skies 
they don’t belong to 
 
Life is an abstraction. 
There is no grass in us,  
but it’s not a lie. There are souls 
that could be fertile dirt.  
 


