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Some folk may rise te greet the Sun,
but you —you greet Yourself.

And mice. Sometimes, But no one else.
No Serite nof sylvan elf

has crossed Your path. So you suppose
yowll carry on alone

1o ponder by the pondside

and share sighs with sloe and stene,
with nobody to hasten you

or call you home too soon.

For greater tasks await—oh, wait—

Is that—a tiny...moon?

-Keeld Josephine







