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hush – you did not see me
because i was not there
braiding golden whispers 
through your hair –

rest – forget the arms
that rocked your infancy
in singing leaves and breezing
lullabies –

relax – you did not see me
or feel me come and go 
like an unpromised lover
you almost knew –

sleep into forever –
let the rising mists 
unravel memories
until none are left.
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