“Beak”
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Odeto aFlower

That smoked withme
By alog, under atree

Flower my friend,
Sowhiteintherain.
Smilingupat me,
Asl’'mfedingnopain.

Youan' thislog,
Aremy company.
Sweet smokedrifting up,
So happy an'’ free.

| cantell,
Youlikeit too.
| hear you laughing,
With sparkling dew.

[ will remember,

Your joy inthisplace.
Sowhenfar away,
Your smilelightsmy face.



