C******

]n a land where morning seccles,
On plowers alive wich duccerply pecals —
And angels sticch che clouds togecher,
(Lhch spiderspun chread pine needle peachers.

She's ONe TO COURT possidilicy,
(Lhch dreams of chinly veiled sudclecy —
Springcime Spiric drawing circles,
(Jearning tor a phase of miracles.

\/Cnus 1s her Guardian Scar,
(Uacching over from arar —
(Uhecher she de ac che dance,
ORr sdiling whice cap circumscance.

]F she lets chings go ac J-orgiveness Beach,
Che edge or what our (Dind can Reach,
(Uhen 1n che sand chac spiral shell —
Now 1c8 your curn che scory co cell.



