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the floor  
      of turnings,  
of shells  
      of their decisions,  
they say  
      is peanuts  
compared 
      to the shaving  
whorled 
     off your pith  
as road      way  
      of arrival at  
the legs – 
      as of a chair –  
on which  
      you stand to 
reach what all this 
      has written    
off the shelf 


