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Coming Home 

By Costa Rodis 

Your smile spills over me like summer air 

When we meet after one day's parting. Green eyes 

Electric you lift your hands 

To frame my face. 

Suddenly you throw your arms 

Around me. My neck burns 

With your quick breath. 

The scent of your hair 

Suffuses within me and I know, 

I know I am home. 
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