
ever

"No snow!" they chuckle and hop. 
Spring! Rain! No Snow, no snpw!'

hoping.

They were happy about the change of the semiseason, 
I am unable to rejoice with them and thettees.

This is wrong! NO!! No Birds! No Buds! 
I want my snow!!

They taunt me from their high branches^ 
flashing their red stop signs for winterr
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“Over yet never bjgun. "W
"No snow! No snow!"

Their constant reply tp my questions ofnature
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