


A word, eloquent, treacherous


Unsophisticated in his meaning


Loaded with veracities


Shaping the paths of blood in weeping scars


Titles forgotten before vices and seduction


The thunder of rationality inflaming the soul


The anger that burns with detestation and deception


Enacting words the power to glide on the ring of time


Tears from the heart, seething red


Sliding as pure, forgiving sins and falsehood.





Treason, severing blood and honor


Fusing gods and demons, madmen and saints


White and black fighting the eternal combat


Of the submissive good and the fighting evil


Fire and iron building the rage, bending under the weight


Of a desire, of gold or heart, of rubies or blood.


Cheated husband by deserted winds


Blowing on the dry land of destiny


Poison and blade are a too sweet end


Through the rainy eyes of the madman.





The blue bird of Asyan myths with white gloves


Of steel and swords, severing bonds of brotherhoods


Blind past, walking to the light of eternity


To the rope around the neck of the virgin ivory


Raising to make the death of burning fire


Where words of the soul are stronger than the spoken gossips


Melting honor and character


Into the victims of wolves of the night


And die in lack of a name, with no memory


Nothing.
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