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of a would be poet
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1 felt you'there

Love her

where leay op@ up ghts journey

with watered rogts as tan?d?wam th olugll.lts hell
: you cool glimmer
we were wa _
where sunshine gi Ve n blood cells

for what’s dead
. ' o ering in my eyes
where egrﬁ. 40 B ’ light in my head

with river swelﬁ,to D>

ons in change L3 8 Ry ‘ '
' whlle she. passes ourtests * ¢ Started !
The rapture of your garden 'aswe hunt on hergange . w5
: ' _she keeps giving to ourfests F ng whoring
Hide my eyes in your bushes Sk, 4
fill my nose with y()ur pollen
tickle my ears with your berries _
bury my fingers in your earth
then rain on my tongue W W ily perversed
' to teasg my pencil
into kmdergarten verse
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