God blows down a Bullrush

God blows down a bullrush
The bullrush is me.

All 1 do is warble his
Sweet harmony.

| try very hard to be in

Perfect pitch.

My ear to the ground and my feet in the
Ditch.

If it comes out all skewed up

You know who’s to blame.

But please love me for trying my best
Just the same.
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