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Dropping fast or slow, heavy or light all
Day rain like a grey veil over my
Soul and the green valley
Rain on sheep hanging their heads with no
Shelter, muddy grass river
Flooding over the bridge leading to
Town that died when they
Build the motorway
Sad town, tired town, grey
Town, ghost town but
Here the smell of rotting leaves, mud
Earth mud dirty sheep hanging
Heads, I love
It all, the longing for not yet
Finished death of summer



