Tight Circles
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Tight little circles are wrapping around your heart.

No place left to go, and no place left to start.

You can’t find the magic when your worlds drift far apart.

Nothing left for you to find or even learn

You’re too frozen to let anything burn

Through the tight little circles that turn

Another year around your heart.

Tight little circles are wrapping around your wrists

No place left to go and you can’t unclench your fists

When you finally find magic and your world is lightly kissed

With ignorance at each ungentle turn

Too frozen to let anything burn

With each tight little circle you’ll learn

To see light through the mist.

