The night is falling. The sky is clear and it is frasiy.
My Mowers are closing-up tight, sefe from the cald.




Look ot my flawer heods nowl

Wihan the lirach open ngain.
a mogical trondfeemonion hos

token ploce,

Fach ficrar hou farmed o
el an.p dedlemin, tifky
poppu. Tagether rhe

pagpl foem o ball ihape.

The seed hoods slay
apen oll the pims.

My golden-sun flower

has changed info o
fluffy, full moon.

My seeds gre ready

and | wait for the
wind {o corry them

owiy.




