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On the way home I passed Mrs Simpson's house. 'Gosh Jack,
you're glowing pink, I could see you coming along the street.'
And yes, I really was feeling hot. To my delight, Mrs Simpson
filled her watering can and sprinkled me with cold water. It ¢
was delicious - you should have seen the clouds of steam
coming off my metal body. Then it was home, and some sleep.




