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I don’t think I believe in God 
Not the way you might
But I see something called god
All the time
In stones, in moss, in trees
In cruelty and in death too
In the sad way wasps get stuck in apartments
In stars and in planets
And the desolate beauty of the moon
I see it even in cathedrals, too, (how could I not)
But maybe most of all
I see it in the way snowflakes fall
And land in my lover’s hair

God
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