L say unto you sy chuld
vour time will come
as feathers +all From the sy
So will v Grace descend and embrace you
as a mother holds her new born child
For the £irst ¢ime

Your Golden Glory awats
for there IS no other who walks vour path
mamy eoill proclam the 3/ory
but no other has calked arrong thes
and endured the ravages of Darkness as You

You have stood the test of ime
and Salvalion is ad hand
for I say wunto you ry Sctoeel child
e are Zrely ONE
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