Overture
Christine and the Queens

She came through the sky and she told it to me
Told me the words I was afraid to see

I'm weaker

Every day, I'm getting weaker

Need the angels to remind me

Through the light

Remember

Here, my baby

Welcome to the tale of tales

Welcome to the tale of your own light, my child
Welcome to the light

From where I stand, everything is glorious
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