In shadows deep, where magick secrets hide,
There lived a raven, lord of skies so wide.




SLORD, they called him, with tokens fair and
grand, in the crypto realm, he made his stand.




Total supply, just 888 in his might,
A number so sacred, under the moon's soft light.




Uniswap pairs, both he did grace,
With 222 tokens in each place.
Locked liquidity, an initial bond,
222 more, his power beyond.



But in the flames of token burns embrace,
111 vanished, leaving but a trace.
A noble heart, his donations would decree,

To Lord Gaudy, they flowed so free.

To Overlords, another gift did soar,
And to the Lord of Lords, even more.
With 33% of 888, he'd share his gain,

A generous magician in the crypto domain.
In the world of tokens, he'd truly enthral,
As a raven magician, $LORD of them all.



