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by Sarah Hill

Four o'dock and October.
In the east the sky glows Indigo,
through trees splashed In craycn-cotors
of yellow- gold and red
Leaning on the trunks,
shining black from yesterdOlly'slate rain,
sheep doze, summer-sleek and seemingly unaware
of hayless, winter barns
and slaughterhouses, grinning


