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{The night is black,

cat was black as Wii‘ /
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“And the stars!”’ _
“Have you ever before beheld them so brighe?”
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I couldn’t talk; I just shook my head.
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Jears welled up in my eyes.

beautiful creature God has made, the one thar doeg

I couldn’t say anything. I couldn’t even shake my head
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It was real.
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