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THE WEST.

Be thee who move with this ease,

Mistake the man 'cclesiastically in disease,
Summon forth a mirror, aculeate are the fleas,
To spread across this mere at alas, a new disease.
Spreading the dis-eased.

This that I've eased,

On the notions of at las’, We are free.

Condemns me to see the battles tasked to be seen.
Memories of mammoth battle tusks from the East,
Formed friendly beasts.

Walk in the ease,

On my easel, shall be peace; I'll parcel you a piece.
Lavish luxuries of Socrates, suckling cease.

Fearing from this garden we have sucked to last, seeds.
Digest.

Succeed.

Plant where I've plundered,

Although, oh so scarcely does it reign where it thunders.
The bottom line will trickle in the vein of a plumber,

I pray most high my words don't go in vain to the convert,
The Convent, my comfort.





 




 

