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]n a mixed up cime a place made strange,
By s1ign syscem chains chat gec real scrained —

he wanders down where cthe shoreline rocks,
Ocean waves dreak, heaven saill knocks.

]n RaIN washed sands and miscy condicions,
A ship 1n & scorm cthen & dreamy vision —
OVE CARRYING WACTCR 1IN creMOUNg hands,
Peace spiling outc across the (ands.

Goes he dare give word, believe che wonder —
Or Aprican rRhychms, (Docher's chunder,
Sparrow songs, high leaping frogs,
Chrysals sleeping neach pallen poresc (ogs?

he has co adapc or noc gec chrough —
Adjust a b1t that everyone knew,
Chis kind spiric wich someching co say,
Chis pacher and drocher could model che way.



