Told I should whisper

I sang the dragonfly’s wing

Laying on ground strung with cat’s reed shadows

Listening to my heart breathe in soft blood flowing

Rising up slowly I prayed as I knelt

Casting off trickling, stifling burdens too bitter

Rough burden with silver word so bitter

Sharpen swords out of scabbards they whispered

With head on a block defiantly she knelt

Soar away heart, away sould on the freed dragon’s wing

Blood deep, blood red from severed neck it is flowing

Crowds cheer and their jeers falling deep into shadow

Absence of light, leak out those cruel shadows

Victory’s cool breeze drowns out sounds ripe bitter

West wind carries dreams, a scarf that is flowing

Take time, leave tracks as brief as a whisper

Step higher, life’s woes ride away on butterfly wings

Below her feet waves swelled and they knelt

From the depths of the great seas they wept and they knelt

Turn her back on the land and all such false shadows

Quietude flutters on eventide wing

Let loss, let hand, left time all salt bitter

Sounds with vigor, too empassioned to whisper

Let loose from the heart sounds explode and are flowing

She rises off of knees for too long she had knelt

Crowded by bloody sounds in short, sharp whispers

With leering and jeering, ghost haze in mean noonlight shadows

No hopes, no dreams damned to drown in waves sweet bitter

Upon wordless sighs eyes hine with illumuniated wings

Upon virgin wings she stepped as they bent and then knelt

Soft wrap, time’s flowing leaves darkness and shadow

Grief’s tears, long bitter left behind, a razor edge of a whisper.

