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NOC coo much she 1inds frighcening,
(Dascer narracive co ragged Lightning —
(Uasces no cime discarding daggage,
One day Phoenix nexc in Anchorage.

(I)&HCS you wonder who she could oc,
Goddess Oneparcorchecocalicy —
Or someone whose sudbscrIpcion expired,
(Lhch whom & summer ram conspired.

Shc picks up on che sudclest meaning,
Probadly deen heaven's UbRARY gleaning —
Once she was a cool maker,
Now an unwriccen rule OrReaker.

]]: she can claripy whac she's saying,
card she said she mighc oe scaying —
And co her 1deas give orilianc voice,
(Uhacever wish she gecs her choice.



