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Now twenty years have flown by, my dear.

I exist only ag a fierce longing.

When you left me for war that day, I died that day.
I made my home in the chadec of the (nderworld.
Now you would find me a restless cpirit.

I live not, but I keep your memory alive. So be it.

I wake each morning to this dull ache,

When Dawn with her rose-red fingers breaks my heart anew.

Then let my love be a bow, my dear.
I will ctretch out your life upon my Frame.

Doing o, I gather dust - I have not ceen the
light of life for many yearc.

You know I will always be
Faithful ac I have become

¢ctone.

Like Nisbe, tos much Joy was

mine before you were torn

away. i

No one can reach me now-

Not the throngs of cuitore who grieve me.
Only Dawn with her rose-red fingerc can break my heart.



By wight, I weave out my grief upon my loom.

I weave our past, the only time I have known

peace.

8 Ac for you, may you defeat all your enemies

B Ac I cannot do, for mine all exist in my mind.

- f( But T wait For you. You cannst claim I am not
» ‘ true. Every morning I must tear up my heart [T
= wove/ upon my loom. I will keep it cafe for you.
IF each cunrice chould bring you closer to home,

Each morning Il let Dawn with her rose-red fingerc break my heart.



