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Glow
This wind falling in behind our winds,

It sings so quiet we float with wings;
And we walk so slowly just to keep in time. 
We fly this calmly,
Drink our dreams,

As we listen to the quiet and we

Breath, hear.

This feeling I’m feeling just melts my heart;
The waxy solution, it falls apart.
Confirming the dead is what I do,
These numb digits, each foot and shoe.
And as they stay still,
Roaming the stream,
As they stand still,
Hoping this dream.
Waving trees whistle our fear,

Bowing and breaking in our lonely stead.

Shoo, little leaf, and sail henceforth your own tree,

Free from shadow, from darkness,

From axes.

Lighten your hide, our colours wait. 

Please, sir, help.

