| space out in the fragnent of an ice cream nonent,
When the warnth of our sun travells through the gal axy..

Where we are, what a breathl ess happy blue ball this is,

and what a beautifull sight is is to see the ocean reflect in your
eyes. .

This life, unbound, unmatched, uni nmmagi nably fragil e,

I > m wei ghtless when | finally touch your worl d.

Si ngi ng on the top of our |ungs, we splash and dash,
and send a nessage of hope out to the cold w de outside..

WAt chi ng the devils grow and ness up the garden,
I hope sone day the ' ll appreciate their own ice cream nonent.
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