The Ploneoning Fouse
72°s something of a symbol and &'¢ something of a folly,
Hnd & a budlder looks az it you 'd want to say you ne oyl
There's wot a single night angle, whick leaves the builder enervated,
You sce it's only a little Uit budlt, and a lot more nensvated.
Yet i2's an inspination for the soul, stimulating, ever evciting,
Wheen the chifs ane down it nantures you untid you come back fighting.
¢’ a place of pioneering, of hope and facth bejore the budlding
A community would jollow and face setbacks anyielding.

Fowr and a kalf years in the making, so many kalts and otarts,

So many people worked on ét, so many keads and hearts.

So many wew tecknologies, some of whick even work!

The constants, the unending uiew and where the Ulack snakes lurk,

A kowse of genenations, symbol of growing bonds betueen

Of kands dug in the earth, for soil ts sieve and rnam and dcreen.

A lowse of many vensions, a house that acks what could
Desplays the love between a family, amayed in angles, light and wood,



