At Home, Blinds Open, Shadowy Love
By Sara Kumar, Class #2

The bean was in bloom
Leafy shrubs through in, green cherry covers
Didn’t see within, though
Now it’s growing here
The tongue don’t mind bitter
No, the tongue don’t mind bitter

The traffic was there, on the 405
To the 101
When the day was done

The visual realm in the sky
Looked bleak
I needed a hand, on the steering wheel
The tongue don’t mind bitter
No, the tongue don’t mind bitter

At home, I opened up the blinds
Today, love there, like there’s shadowy love
We’re not pilots now, like we used to be
The painting has color, like shadowy love
We’ve been in offices, with shadowy love

No, the tongue don’t mind bitter,
And I ain’t no plane

Today we can order in shirts, with shadowy love
And dream of holy rooms to rent with yellow daffodils

Speak Lord, now You know I’m listening
Need, Lord, desire so sweet and patient too
Love, love, seep in, don’t mind bitter


Coffee beans can grow 
at a temperature of 74 degrees sometimes
And sometimes, they may need
Cooler temperatures
I can put this song poem
On our refrigerator, if you need me to, Jaan.
What kind of coffee do you love?

Love, love, holy love, 
Love, love, I worship You, Lord
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