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POETRY

Like the Sun 
By Lilli Paterson

Your fingers surface 

Stained in expired ink 

And I find a new way to convince 

Burnt honey skin 

Waiting to be touched, but not held

“Like the sun,” I offer

For she sings the moon to sleep 

Each morning

Only to be coated in darkness 

That marks the end 

Of her forever

Yet again


