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but my Ears! 

I hear the water! 
I hear the divots in the water 
made by the silver fish 

wept by the falling moon. 

I weep in the sound of the river, and yet, 
I do not drown. 

There is only water, 
and the mountain's reflection, 
with the trees 

that point toward heaven with one hand 
while they grab hold 
by the other. 
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