Here is one palm that
flows from a faraway
island that I don't know
its name.

How many months
have you been
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There is a blue blue sky.
There is a cloudless sky.
It is always summer on

the island of Samoa.
'There is a tall tall
palm tree.

There is a big big
palm fruit.

The island of

Samoa is a fun island.
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7.+ Buddhist festival
of the dead

I am a child of the sea. ﬁ‘
The rush thatched cotrage

trailing smoke in the

pines of the swiftly

choppy white wave are my ?\ﬁ

nostalgic residence.

I was born and
bathe in the sea
and heard the %-

waves as a lullaby. =
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Summer festival
of shrine

The shadow of the white jﬁ‘
sail hovers where the pine

field disappears in the

distance.

The net is dried high

on the beach and

the scagull flies

low on the waves. ?‘ A2

See the view the 3 bl

sca at noon.
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