
Carrion Crow 
 

The jet black crow 

was as white 

as snow 

when I blew upon 

his head 

 

And black was 

white 

in the middle 

of the night 

 

When the moon's 

bright light 

was shed 

 

So it's only you 

and I will 

know 

 

That the jet black 

crow 

was as white 

as snow 

 

When the moon's 

bright light 

was shed. 
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