
 

 

                 Consolation 
 
I console myself with the thought 
 
that you are still around 
 
Like bread and jelly  
 
On a sandwich 
 
I feel that together 
 
We can make it 
 
Nothing can stop our progress 
 
Because we would be 
 
Like a pencil without lead 
 
Of no use to anyone 
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