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as rain winds its way into

the intimate sanctuary

where stones dream

I am facing this stone wall,

it is strong and stout.

When the rain falls it splatters against it:

useless.

Useless?

The ashen belly of the sky is brooding and swollen.

In the split cracked moment when thunder cleaves

and the deluge comes

the August sky

bursts

as the stone wall

listens

to the pulse of rain and molecules of stone

disintegrate

inside one

another.

Lovers.

