The Dreadful Menace

T am the dreadful menace.
The one whose will is done.
I am the conundrurm,

Of wind and i, and snows
I made the bHack doud overhead,
The ice, tke glass belous

Not%m,wan%otha\.
[ wil tel you when to jump.
And 1 diciate how high.

The ones that came before you
Stood srong and tal and brave.

Butléolaﬂﬁoseéxmm@mw.
Those dreams could not be sanved.

Doveid of ol dismay
Coud  be? Jusk mabe
T let you have youn da



