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A tear in my eye, lump in my throat.
Feelings of sorrow — shadows

Will be un-reckoned, can

Any of you define practice

Or describe a fools lean while

He’s being manipulated.

A tear in our sister’s eye
Wondering when and if this
Dreadful nightmare will end with

Her king at home.

Tear, no, it’s laughter swelling
Up from the ignorance within

The blind.

Soon the colors will
Be as dust as their sister, their
Sons and daughters return them

To the oceans.
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