The 91st Song
Whispers follow an invasion of

Fear and the Fallen. Rise again

In the midst of carrion and pools

Of life drained, a somber red singing

Mourning to a full pale sun.

Hidden, doors barred and

Guarded, safely under great wings

Spanning the basement ceiling, the

Vigilance of an angel. 

Droves depart each morning, souls

Flying beyond reach, but outstretched

Above the wings protect against

Death. Angel oh angel, bear me

Up and away. Beasts bow low,

There is freedom found in love.

Shielded against disease, saved

From serpents, guarded from arrows,

You protect me from destruction.
