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It sends 
a  
lightening-rod 
chill  
down 
my  
spine  
to think: 
before the roaring-orange 
lion-head  
phantasm 
of you 
I  
was a simple  
fool. 
A blind 
knight  
jousting 
horseback, 
who thought 
Tuesdays 
could be 
mauve.  


