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much better than the one I’m telling now-

of how he leapt like Balanchine
across the turnstile while the hapless guard
stared open mouthed in horror, impotent rage…

shaking his fist at an assault so bold…
as if at Lucifer himself,
his cool effrontery at Sin and Death,
brazen, before the turnstile gates of hell…

Wildflower
Amanda Larner
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