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COMING OF AGE

[bookmark: _GoBack]Riding on the wind
When the storm howls,
Taking a bath in the rough waters
Of life.

Contemplating the stars
While the soul purrs,
Searching your wake in the stillness
Of the dawn.

Celebrating the night,
Conquering the day,
Dreaming yourself awake,
Filling with passion the routine
Of the path

You and only you,
At eighteen years old, Miguel,
Sidereal Argonaut
In front of the atavistic ritual
Of the cosmos
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