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I'matree

Stuck like atree

Y et no rootsto follow

My leafs are leaving me

Squirrels' taking what is mine

Blinded by a gorgeous oak tree

But my shadow is all she can see

Drying out and yet no sun
Thewind isteasing me

And making me shiver

Soon I'll fall down to the ground
And maybe they’ || make something
Out of me
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