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The Last Galleon 

I see this rock 
tilted - with its bow facing the sky 
its sides are worn rough 
plank lines diving in the deep 
white water 
shades of blue 
mournful murmur 
of water breaking over the sides 
embedded, last anchorage 
noble mast turning to earth 
maiden head long gone 
pride in every line, memories 
a wrenching inside 
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