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poems / It’s Möet not Moey
On the phone's line, laughter rings, 
With my dearest friend, my heart sings. 
Smiles travel through unseen wires, 
Connecting souls, igniting fires. 
 
In the cadence of shared delight, 
Our bond grows stronger every night. 
"It's Möet, not moey," we jest and jest, 
Love's language, in words expressed.
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