| have a mother’s ache
You who whisper bitter language
Sing of crushed petals in the garden
Our friends dream together from drunk summer waters
Ugly shadows smell like rainy days
Winds chant me to sleep
Recalling the symphony of spring

By Horny Muggle

e T [l o e
- you o [ Vhisper [ bier W anguage
ing Mot | crush o Il pea | i Il ne Wleerier

A

ety W shadow |- Jom R ke Jfcain [y My s
8 vina |, [ chan [llme W o lf'iccp |
it Jing [l e Woymvory Mot oz




