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Pool of Tears

Dear, dear! How queer everything is today! And yesterday 
things went on just as usual!

I’ve made a real mess of things here. The lock and key 
were right in front of me, neatly packaged between 
near-centurions! But this world is so strange - dividing 
when we should have multiplied; combining when we 
should have counted!  Oh what a mess this is.
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