
"A Strange Distance" 
 
Our sounds separate, 
Like the waves we are; 
Clinging to a brisk wind. 
On some quiet shore- 
Between oceans and sails, 
Our lapping is considered- 
By the lonely man on the pier; 
Coveting his bourbon- 
And weeping at the waves- 
Pounding their heads against- 
A strange distance.  
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