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Not a Native 
  
30 years ago 
a red carpet welcomed me 
now slightly worn 
  

 

New Year 
  
Once, the sun returns 
each year 
though it never left. 
  
 

60 Years Ago 
  
in orchards 
hung Apricots, Cherries,  Plums 
now stolen from my lips. 
  
 


