The Populus euphratica of Kashgar stands firm on the edge of the desert, bearing the wind and sand for thousands of years. Bathed in the dusk, their gilded leaves shimmer gently above the still water. They live a thousand years without dying, die a thousand years without falling, and fall a thousand years without rotting. Rooted in the arid land, they are silent witnesses of time, a breathtaking miracle of nature forged by hardship and eternity.
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