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Erin Murphy

E 

It’s true we’re drawn to things 
whose names begin with the same letter 
as our own. I, for one, love the elephant, 
lumbering elegy to an earlier era. And eggs, 
emergency-red exit signs, the human ear. 
I love especially ephemera’s epitome: the Etch-
a-Sketch. Shake me up. Watch me disappear.


