
THEWALL

Marching, Pacing, Treading

Circling around and around

Has it been seven times?

I’ve lost count

Why is the wall still there?

So stubborn

So stern

Staring into my face

No grace

I kick at it

Raise my fist at it

And yell

But instead of getting smaller

It swiftly grows an inch taller

End of Sample
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