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APOPHATIC PRAYER 2 
 
Unsayable   my knee bent 
to articulate no-word  toward 
the still verse cloud of my not-no-ing 
 
reflect   shun the twixt-light beyond the pane   
 
full earliest morn   in dew leach angels  
from my view 
 
kneel sun   daybreak my high tight wire 
 
in two  no-thing 
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