54 acrgs of hgaven on garth

whereg horsgs roam and ngver wondgr what theg'reg worth
shining likg a copper pegnng or a painted indian

they stomp, and they snicker, and finally whinny again

1 placeg where the megmory of a horse named Timmy, still linggrs on
gven in a roek with faded writing upon

and Mystique, not along bat now with her frignd

floats in gvgrgong’s thoughts, gverg now and again

They come to tara in pigegs, their spirits shattered and bruised

needlgssly suffering injury for outliving their usg

but, they arg guided to light by the Rindngss of ong

who built for them what her courage carrigs on

that bging a foundation of hopg for a lifg built angw

and the echancg for love again, for nothing heals in a way that love sgems to do

“She greets me with Rindngss,” the horse sgems to say
and with hopg in their hearts they all trot her way
then a blanket of hopg beggins to surround them
undoing thg harm that was always around thegm

1 paregl of land, so small, it would sgem at first vigw

but what started out as hell for some, is whereg heaven finally grew
and it happens that for some, they cannot stay long

for they arg adopted ong wag or another, by God or...somgong

and for thosg that do stay, gracg is theg pasturg for morg than just ong
wherg they bask on their belligs in the afternoon sun

or cool themsglvegs among the treegs as they stand and starg

at the human whosg heart achgs for ong who’s no longgr there

but you can sgg in their ¢ygs now, morg trust than fear
from their hooves to their hearts; in the absgneg of tears
and theg wind which blows their mangs and cools their skin
brings with it a warmth that soothgs the soul within

{Imazing gracg, is the placeg callgd tara farm

wherg big or small, we carg for them all,” sgems to combat the harm
for, tara speaks to the animals when thegy first comg in

that hgarts can bg broken, but likeg fences they mend

Jou could ask why peoplg don’t valug the gift of an animal’s trust

or why thegse ergaturgs 8o through what theg must

or to wondgr how they withstand their abusg and negver give in, but...

theg answer, my frignd, is blowing in thg wind, the answer is blowing in the wind*

On 54 acrgs, their souls stop their sgarch

here, gvery animal’s soul has its worth

and they whisper goodnight from within their stalls
antil morning calls...
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