What yow see with your eyey

i not what I aum inside
Wordy and, tales passed, from mouth
to-eaw awe often filled with liey.

You must never assumes

that I oum only oy I appear to- be.
There awre things beneath my surface;
which youw could never see

Whoknows what the futiwre holdy;
dor yowknow who- I readly oum? reet

I could be o blessing i yowr life;
mawybe yowre o blessing to- me.

But never dismisy me; for yow

dowt now who- I may be:
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