NATIVE L

In the middle of the d
A dewdrop appeared.

In the middle of a locust zZlight
A smile appeared.

In the middle of a spr zlood
There was a high c71ff

ANGUAGE

TY season

Your heart 1s like a pigeon's wing,

Easily bruised.

Your mind is like a de
Always has water.

If you choose to make

Then the world laughs

If you choose to make

Then the world laughs

have one foot in L
one foot in the
nave ten arms and

you ofier vour eXxD

You
And
You
And

Without getting depress
o > p

Since we know each oth
I am totally honest.

I have nouqlng to say
But to extol your virtu
To everyone who will 1i
IZ I am a fool
Then we are fools toge
Your son 1s my son.
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