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Working the Nightshift

Now, lifting their heads they can't see the moon
and the abstracted morning glories

the women walk quietly on the nightshift

and under their feet is no tangible dew

T hat breath, those nervous twitches
those bodies that can't tell if it’s night or day

run through turbid memories

What can dilute this labor

and ferry them back toward home

what if there were a faint summons
that they could feel, a pair of hands
gently opening a red lacquered door
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