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What does a juggler do when fog follows in threes, 

swarming uneasily to the lake, 
as he wades in waist deep? 

 
What does a juggler do when water is chest high, 

barely keeping his hands above, 
to fight right rolling by? 

 
What does a juggler do when mist reaches his tongue, 

ice now among the warm words inside, 
water filling his lungs? 


