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Passi ng Afternoon

lron And W ne.

Yeah, well here it is. It s easy but still nice to have all typed up.
Love al ways,

chri smagowan@ot mai | . com

D E A
There are tinmes that wal k fromyou Like sone passing afternoon
A E D E
Summer war med t he open wi ndow O her honeynoon

D E A
And she chose a yard to burn But the ground renenbers her
A E D E
Wbhoden spoons, her children stir her Bougainvillea bl oons

D E A
There are things that drift away Li ke our endl ess nunbered days
A E D E
Autum blew the quilt right off the Perfect bed she nmade

D E A
And she s chosen to believe In the hycmms her nother sings
A E D E
Sunday pulls it s children fromthe Piles of fallen |eaves

D E A
There are sailing ships that pass Al our bodies in the grass
A E D E
Springtine calls her children til she Let s emgo at |ast

D E A
And she s chosen where to be Though she s | ost her wedding ring
A E D E
Somewher e near her misplaced jar of Bougainvill ea seeds

D E A
There are things we can t recall Blind as night that finds us al
A E D E
W nter tucks her children in her Fragile china dolls

D E A
But ny hands renenber hers Rolling around the shady ferns
A E D E
Naked arnms are secrets still like Songs | d never |earned

D E A
There are nanes across the sea Only now | do believe
A E D E
Sometimes with the wi ndow closed She Il sit and think of ne

D E A
But she Il nmend his tattered clothes And they Il kiss as if they know
A E D E

A baby sleeps in all our bones So scared to be al one



