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Mermaid
Jessica Hanson

That girl is racing
Across a desert

She has found

Yet another mirage
She grasps it

With clammy fingers
Its unspoken melody
Is her massage

Then with every detail
Becoming clearer

As the heat

Seeps through her veins
Itis unpretty

As amermaid

Dryed up and rotting
Inacage




