9 February, 1955

Square sct it-scravers
Upping tall and furious
Pricki g the plain sky

Many new growth cells
Pushing toward the endless plain
Aicking, pushing, digging of parched earth

Twisting for the birth

That never comes

You are (but)
Dallas, cityof lost winds
And ungrown saméming nine-to-{ives

Whose lust and pride is asir-conditioned,






