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It was in the fields. The trees grew still,

a light passed through the leaves speaking
of Christ’s great grace: I heard.

My body hardened into armor.

Since the guards

gave me over to darkness I have prayed to God
and now the voices answer I must be
transformed to fire, for God’s purpose,
and have bid me kneel

to bless my King, and thank

the enemy to whom I owe my life.



