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From my Mosaic Rhymes




Thinking about the space exploration,


while lying on the back


on the sea waves at 23:00 PM


When breeze and surf are so gentle


I wade with pleasure into sea


And every wave with foamy mantle


Caresses me in silent lee.


The Zephyr blows, whistles slightly


It tickles stubble on my face


And plentitude of stars so brightly


In Heaven knit theirs diamond lace…


How many comets passed its way through?


I bask on surface on my back.


It would be nice and cool accrue,


Plus add them all to milky track!

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
1,4/‘(‘/«, sl ) o S PO

PN Yt c@mxfxﬂ/i,/v-\cmid Dy '
B vl s) X e ds [u SEALEES
LN, @;iifﬁlzﬂ g sl At
QR 2 ITA (2o
e ifs wNelefalDhobtMefid ate [4
W | Do N ke O ks
el (RIS AN TN, o3CAAE by ]vhoft
Al A N afn At Rl Aa mt;tmz‘

ol N N o Sl L L AL 2 M Lo





