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hORSCS‘, doves and cuniscs (ives cake,
[-riends whispering Tor heaven's sake —
oure eleccripied unch myscery,
Cncrusced wich [eaven's creasury.

(Douna\mtops caughtc you how co chink,
Co che essence m a dlunk —

Uou sure chac youre rom Carch?
ucky FROM Yyour OIRTh.

On YJOUR WAY SOMEWhERE FORCVCER,
Someching imporcant co deliver,
ace oecoming all nighc long —
Uou got a favorice color, song?

CURR\mS RISING scenes a-changing,
(Deanimg swirling Round YOUR RE~ARRANGING,
1Ife curling up around you now —
Pracaically crying, Please, somehow.



