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last chronomancer falls—when the shards twinkle on the floor—when you hide he

i whe
you tell her you love her—when the spells cannot spell—when you say goodbye—when

board the plane—when you fly above the clouds—when you close your eyes—when yo

words become yet more dust. How they yammer, and how you sift through these
leaves of dust, and how you believe there to be gold in that dust. How beautiful



