4. ‘Stiags (2)

the aweat of nia efforts a raln

Tuggling the world to fruit,

liom he peers through a warped silver raindrop,
Seven lumps on wis head

and a big boss on Lia forehead,

Hlack =g the devil, snd vengeful.

The bees found nim oub,

holding onto his lips like lies,
Complicating !is features.

They thougnt death was worth it, but I

finve & self to regover, a4 gquUeeN.

Is =he demd, is she sleeping?

Wnere [ag she heeny

With her lion=-red body, her wings of glmaa?
How mne is flying

he eakine
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%h ggited aurseries

iiore terrible than ashe ever was, red
Scar in the srk_,r,“d.ttr:u-ﬁet

Over bhe engine that killed nar,

The wax mausoleumy
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