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One cime one wild summeRrcime,
(Uhen suns had high as mouncains ciimoed,
(Dhdsc Jueeen Anne's Lace and clover secrecs —
Ues, every possidilicy you suspece.

Shc scriously (ives siscerlness —
Sensicive warmch, (Docher bi1rd dusiness,
(Daking sure we werent alone,
(Daking cercain we felc at home.

Che MORNING glories wierRe screcching chen,
Into cello sounds and concrece zen,
Che whole world smging —
(Dilkweed galaccic unshes winging.

So go ahead, get scarced, anycime,
ow AbOUT AFTER ONE MORE Rhyme —
Ues, please, cthe way never cried defore,
Is someone knocking ac the door?



