CHERRY BLOSSOM

If I wanted to hide and tuck away

One would find me in the attic

Standing in the middle of a tiny bathroom
Gazing endlessly through a little window

At the cherry blossom tree in the backyard

It would be spring

Just when the petals begin to bloom
Falling gracefully from heavens womb
And |

I’d be free with generous thought

Day dreams of every sort
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