Pagan's Prayer

Earth's fastness, guide my soul

from primal dark to sudden blinding light.

Mold me in your image, but give me

the strength to shape my own life.

Let the treasures of your bosom be the gems of my existence. 

And let me pass into air as sweet perfume,

having given the wealth of my life 

to enrich and purify those whom I have known

so that my presence may endure. 
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