
IGI, Ravens
Late Last Night, About a Quarter to TwelveIn the Middle of An Awful StormI Took Fright At the Terrible SightOf a Raven Flying Into My RoomMy Blood Ran Cold, My Heart Stood StillAs I Pulled the Covers Over My HeadA Minute Dragged By As I Opened My Eyes UpTo Find Her At the End of My BedThen She Spoke in a Devilish CroakAbout Herself Being One of a ScoreAnd I Felt Sick At the Very IdeaOf Dealing With Nineteen MoreShe Said, &quot;look Out Your Window&quot;I See a Skyfull, I Pull a Rifle On Them All.Pink Sunrise in the Wintry SkiesAll Warm On the Wings of a DoveShe Sinks and Lands On the Back of My HandAnd Sings With the Voice of Love...&quot;thoughts Made Flesh Can Be Beautiful ThingsAs I Am One of the Same,Fed So Well On the Best of Your DreamsAnd the Beauty Found WithinBut Those Black Beasts That You See in the EastAre Scratching On the Orchard FloorAt Split, Sweet Fruits and the Writhing WormsThat You Keep Behind the Straining DoorGo to the Cellar!I See the Beasts and They're EatingFeasting On It&quot;.Fill My Head With Small White FlowersHelp the Sweetness Heal the SourDraw On High Religious PowerFree the Ravens From the Tower.
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