Persephone
-Maheema Hague

As she arises, her face is joyous
The flowers sing songs of pratse
As her head raises high
The suwn clears the sky
And Looks down upon her,
Beaming

As she treads the earth
[t remews tts birth
The blossoms bloown in delight
The sounds of birols
way up n the firs
ls soft musie

Lol There Ls light
Crushing hate and spite
To Let falr Persephone through
Seasonal blossoms bloow all arownd her
Her weother, Deweter has finally found her
She has found a new howme at Last

The world is at peace
Winter will cease
God’s L his heaven
AlL Ls right with the world.




