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I howled at the Moon last night.  

I did.  

It was clear, crisp and cool; it was almost 2 o'clock in the 

morning. The Moon was bright as bright can be, and so full and 

enormous it was virtually impossible to ignore her!  
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"Just because I'm seated doesn't mean I'm tired," he told us when they brought 

him a chair. “I’m just old.” He picked at Lucille and just made the most delightful 

sound, like a young girl giggling. It was infectious and we all cracked up.
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