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En dikt dar jag satter till ord den sorg jag ofta kéanner 6ver den okunnighet och brist pa vilja att lara sig
somfinnsi dagens samhalle. Vart leder det 0ss?

Beech Grove'sEnd

Follow the moonlit path

To seek the Book of Tales

Angel of the Mirror

Reflect the hope of life

Poor boy at the corner

Of Beech Grove' send
Never learnsto cry

Over blood-stained hands

A fragile piece of life
Lonesome in the night
Will not seek the tales
Of howling wolves' winter

Enlighten me, al children saved
Dark seeker of truth

Forsaken hope

Fill the hollow of ignarance
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