


One fine day, Simon the Pieman
and his wife, Myra,
went for a ride on their bikes.




Simon had his eyes on the sky.
He spied somethmg shlny
way up hlgh
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Myra spied it, too. She smiled.
“It’s nice and bright.”
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He was silent +‘0r a whilre




Then he cried,
“I spy a pie - a nice lime piel”









