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Part 1

Dutchess



memories

the only thing
1 do remember
is a rose garden
memory paints
in pastel colors
makes my face harden
where’s the beauty
gone tell me
and don’t lie to me
remembrance is
so much different
from reality



lent

can only see pictures
of a time gone by
up in dutchess
but seen with my eye
or through the lens
of a camera banned
on a photo 1’ve seen
a memory lent



