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Fall—good old fall. The leaves slip down from which I call.
The trees so empty, by my leaves so bright, 

have a miraculous time from day to night. 
I rake my leaves into a pile, then start a leaf fight 

that extends a mile. Throw some reds far 
overhead, soon before I fall into bed. 

Fall leaves, fall leaves do not stop 
sending, until good old 

fall begins its 
ending.
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