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Missing Marty
 
You come to me in leaves
and soft brushes of late spring
Our conversation carries
Like the sunlight
when the clouds finally recede.
You’re no closer to me
than I am to the horizon
But for these hushed moments
between the verdant blades
and the cerulean breaths
I’ve become the birds
and you become my nest.

 —Erin Rhoades


