
"Grip" 
 
The trees weep these- 
golden leaves. 
With only the bitter wind- 
To sing to them. 
 
The ripples on the pond- 
Beckon the shore. 
With only mossy stones- 
To crack their fragile bones. 
 
These people who cry out- 
Reach for a sunken sun. 
With only a bitter cold- 
And themselves to hold. 
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