Il nner spirit free of sorrow,

Fl yi ng t hrough the grassland hill s,
WAl ki ng sear chi ng beauty fi gures,

In snow-fresh soft, a touch of skin.

You' re everywhere ny center beacon,
You're in ny mnd and in ny heart,
Uni t ed powered sel f-noti vat ed,

Ilrrationally true in passion fire.

The worl d opens up, |I'mfree,
Now anyt hi ng happens, suddenly,
Larger than life, hair on fire,
All pales to your love | desire.

* * *

The mracle of | ove has been goi ng round,
In these oddly, funny, little towns,
A boy and girl have found eachot her,
And joined their hearts with happy hunger,

This ancient tale was told before,
She saves himfromthe cold dark worl d,

He gi ves her hope and | aughter abound,
The w t nessi ng snowfl akes smling warm

* *
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