Twice BELOVED

THE SECOND SPELL

‘Tl have you walking
straight into my trap

And T will welcome you into
my: sphere

You'll stare'into my eyes and
be my:slave

Desert the unmanned bul-
warks of your will
Empty yourself till T have had

my fill”

She will tread long roads
of grayness

in a land of hazy remains
from the palaces of greatness
to the mesh of unlighted
lanes

Listen for her steps
Over the moor

Call that is not heard
Distant contour

He came in the wan year
of lamentation,
Dispossessed inheritor of
his lot

Somberness and grimness
upon his features,
He was just a pawn

In the mirror of remem-
brance
all'is blurred in nebolous

doubt

She will walk alone
Where all things fade
For nobody knows
The weeping maid

He came in the wan year
of lamentation,
Dispossessed inheritor of
his lot

Somberness and grimness
upon his features,

He was just a pawn

GLAURUNG'S DEATH

By the ruinous ravine
Death has come, death has
conquered

Twisting throes of agony
For the snake’s last breath

Mortal iron in his guts,
And his fey eyes speak
murder

Exhalation of black blasts,
Wheezing voice of spite




