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The Treasures of Homs

In a defiant pool of light
we are dazzling flares
against the ragged void.
A bright scrap of life,
we soar above
the scarred, blinded face
of our beautiful city.
 
We fly among others 
whose own masters
launched  the missiles
that ripped and ruined.
We do not judge,
for like fingers,
each winged treasure
is different. 

But like fingers,
all belong  to
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