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Upon desolate wasteland 

 

 

With an old bag of seed 

 

 

An ungrowing land was fed 

 

 

Twas holy deed of the damned 



 

 

Thru dread fields 

 

Life followed in shadow 

 

Along silver sands 

 

Below the wandering hollow 



 

 

Watching over every sprout 

 

Every year a new inch 

 

A sacred solace around 

 

The kingdom of the Litch 



 

 



 

 

Around dead meadows 

 

Barren grounds took to growth 

 

If rain shall come 

 

In time there will be trees 



 

 



 

 

So for many years 

 

 

Seeds were dropped and watered 

with tears 

 

 

Grass grew and plants bloomed 

 

 

Sparsely among ancient sands of 

gloom 
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