He made a big building full of windows. He made lots of buildings full of windows.

He made a whole city full of windows. But none of the windows was his window. He
couldn't think where it might be. He decided to ask a policeman. The policeman pointed
the way Harold was going anyway. But Harold thanked him. And he walked along with the
moon, wishing he was in his room and in his bed. Then suddenly, Harold remembered.
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