
The Weaver 

 

Threads of light and dark seek from the heart 

And wind their bodies through 

 

Light lifts, caresses and blesses 

Dark pushes and compels 

 

There is a tension in the weaver’s hands 

As the child rebels 

 

Bound together 

Thread after thread knits and connects 

 

As a daughter is shaped 

A mother slowly unravels 
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