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Mixed Flock

Deliver me from clocks’

sinister tick, heat rising 

from concrete in waves, 

raised voices, and unto 

nature, as plainspoken 

as a howl—where birds

of various species settle 

on blackberry bushes to

forage together. These

words turn to sand in

my mouth as the rock 

at my feet, being only 

itself, opens to geode.


