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[ wrote you a little song called



She loved me like a dog park



Sorry I'm being an asshole about joy



Look at those fresh

weeds with your hands



All that & a unique nightmare kit

fit for bright family holes



Terra form for granny

a viral nervous system

hmm?



Maybe some guttural

aside to kattywampus



because that dragonfly stick shift kit

deals a real measle farm



& golly blossom my larceny



my fear of the tight brain acre



all the pretties I co-sign for



Look at those fresh weeds in the shade

of the old weeds in between



the alley and the alley



Just look at them!

The FUTURE!
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