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A Tidewater Tale 

 
Entranced, she forces a nimble fiddle bow 
behind the white eyelid of the black expanse 
and falls into dance alongside jealous yellow lights 
advertising cash on demand amidst blades of blue grass 
until each sways like strings on the hips of mandolins: 
this impressed the potential members of her band 
who remained anonymous until the rain began 
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