L am mostly in love with
the way the garden reach
overwalls, here, ho big
vines and leaves are, how green,
the curve of a mounitain
Surprising me each morviing,

the ledges and the rocke
and the way cars all line up

and follow each other downs the hille.
pOSTCARY |

R Vidr't I tell you ['4 write?
WU MBE o MARY
Forgive my swiftness, but I ppy ot
bu‘ 9et back to the coffee STONE
and the untied shoelace DOCKER Y
and the way my feet spend
over view sidewalks,
purposeful. I had viever Voticed
that before, until they gave me
the stamps and [ licked them
and the waterc SPUt the rocks

nto red and ther, redder
pebbles shaped [ike lungs.



