
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Future is not Yet 
 
 
She is a complex of despair and exhilaration, 
Twinned but unlike tendrils 
Intertwined in a humming mesh, 
An embodied exhalation of refusal and hope, 
A cage of life, 
That is by day dark 
And at night, light. 
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