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Are we stuck sitting by the TV, 
waiting for the next plane to drop? 
 
Bewilderment stops, 
ease returns, after 
funerals, fulminations, 
  
Soft counts into the thousands. 
None make you stronger, 
only more interesting. 
 
New memories come. 
Some wash warmly over you, 
Others stir or sting you. 
 
Decide which ones sustain you. 
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