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If this tower reaches heaven, 
who will deny us paradise?
With that promise, I build.
But what I think is a great spire
is just the lofty perch of Post Bravo—
night’s eye with a machine gun cornea.  
But what I think are fallen angels
are the fantails of F-18s, shrieking fire.  

KYLE ADAMSON
The Architecture of Dread


