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Gges in which a child delightcs,
(Lings co pollows news moons plight,
carc emoOroidered morning gold —
Spun from a secrec wisewoman cold.

Oh Cigridia chis worlds 1 a spell,
oure che cruch chac rings chose dells —
Oeep n the policics of burgundy Rrose,
Oceans dlues dlackness of CROWS.

]n your dreams and coincidence,
Cime COURTS YOUR anclienc Innocence,
l-or 1N paradise made dreadpul sctrange —
our gires your kindness cthe keys co change.

So do depine and cell us crue,
Jour honescy can pull us chrough —
Che lasc acc 18 no Tragedy,
Jour magic wnll bring love co oOe.



