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After atime of writing

| stop to let my mind breathe.
Thisis necessary, otherwise
the thoughts turn gray and
drift.

Even God had to rest
after creating.

Sometimes | go to the hushed
margins of the woods

where the afternoon light is
distilled in mist.

Whereitisso quiet | can hear
drips falling on the hands
of the vine maples.

In the spaces between the drops
| wait listening.
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