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scalpel logic


i am kin to none


a husk for maladies


containing a purity


too terrible


an essential,


severe left-over


especially


unmanageable


the pull


that bends horizons


until [...]


is imminent


scalpel logic,


anastasis,


sorrow


beyond infinite




the red of winter


black-branched trees


stand guard


unnerving


gnarly


claws


deep in the anger


the red of winter


prowls


the streets


i run
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