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Commg From meadowss where wpimes play,
ighcening down from Chunder Bay,
In che shadows of dog wood and fern —
Cuwo Roads pasc [aries Jearn.

Z :LUC}\SV N & fhckering of emoer ghc,
Crickers wnll recall the very mghc —

(LUhen he sailed off m a diprerenc logic,
(Uay pastc scar wars deyond JurRASIC.

A RiIsky mission boughc him dack,
1ke a fricght cram rolling down & crack —
¢ rRememdered when che River asked,
‘Which way gomg? (Uhatc de your task?

Lovmg hearc dreamy mind,
Stcrong as mouncaing and ever kind —
Setc your sights on the goal now,
J-ace unll gec you chere somehow.



