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Numbers become you 
 
Many times over I have wished 
that prison oppression would cease 
and the men would flourish  
into beautiful trees and things 
here the morning is night 
and the dark knows no face 
everyone is given a number 
and the number becomes you 
Perhaps a big wind will come  
casting me like the flower’s seed 
over the wall I would go  
and grief would be left alone 
 


