Erling Friis-Baastad

A Grace

To settle here at last
into the longed-for
feathertrace

of rest, cool

sediment of answer
root, spider, seed
or snail, whatever
was once eager

humid, scented
to be saved just
now just as

a broken stone

released its song
(triumphant mollusk
trace) some limestone

angel gently urged
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