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gou ask of Deaven, "Nas a harp deen scolen?’
Summer scyle, voice pure golden —
Jusc one Giscen when she's on scage,
(Dakes you peel youre M anocher age.

(I)dgbc MORE 1Ts her s1STERlY presence,
Some mMight say 1cs her business sense essence —
crR powcR co dream and make chings real,
onesc and crue, yet aware of che deal.

]p you wanc co Know, 1f the cruch were ouc,
Curning her key's whac she's rReally adbouc —
Che whole unde world (ocked ouc of (ove,

And she a Savior In eyes From adove.

(L/]ho clse Ooring such warmch and grace,
Recurn co mind ecernal crace,
In words as clear as can de spoken —
She's come dack home o Tix whacs droken.



