Poem of the Diva Angels

There is thunder nolling in the kills
Aud Uightning in the okies.
There's miles of noads that twn and thitd.
There's wildness in their eyes.

Therne's the noan of waves upon the skores.
There's eagles flying high.

There's a loud and magic beautiful roar
Ab these wemen nide on by.

Therne's the scneam of qulls of dawn
There's the sweetness in o sigh.
Therne's notling granden than these women proud
Ab they mount thein steeds and nide.

There's life and love and langhtor.
There's a kindred spinit and pride.
There ane oooochs and aalddies and WOW 8!, As the Diva Angels ride.

98 not the stnength of one
That always twins the tide
9¢ s the Diva Angel way
Riding side by side!!!
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