
rose schumacher 

The houses perch on the hil l  
like roosters, with their roofs 
comb-red. 
The streamers, bright unnatural ribs, 
rake the buildings with their crisp 
precise arcs. 
Later, they're tattered and limp 
as drunks. 
The lazy mariachi beat 
unravels through 
the window. 
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