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Somcones quiec wish come crue,
(Lhch cheir priend in rendezvous —
‘Neach a sparkling fIRmMament,
Parc the myscery immanenc.

Cricky conneccion her nexc plane,
No mouncain coo high discance far —
Powerpul a shooting scar.

i chndlng Deachrow sceady rain,

(D&glca( (ove almost frighcening,
Night praccals skypul Ughening —

Crackling o'er che golden gace,
Oakota long the Interscace.

Z :heg say che place she's from,
Peaceasle kingdom noc yet come —

Knows 1T & SAvIOor her world needs,
‘Che Kind who mcercedes.




