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When the spiral around the heart
finally unsnakes itself,
you fear you are unravelled --
a skein searching for a weaver you never find.

Then somewhere,
within the grief of questions answered
and destinations met,
you turn and follow the thread back
to where it hangs
gently swaying with the current of deep breaths.

And there,
in your own great arms,
the ancient drumming
lulls you awake.
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