An eye for an eye and the world goes blind, 

Is what they tell me. 
But you, Great King, gave the moon of yours to save your father,
And in return was made legend and leader. 
I wish for no such legend nor leadership, 
Simply for the life of my love to run free again amongst the reeds. 
I have collected not only the moon but also the sun threefold, 
Yet my love remains cold in the domain of the next life. 
If the eyes of the falcon are not enough, 
Then surely a mother will hear me. 
I have collected beads from the Queen’s neck and the head of the Goddess, 
Yet my love still is cold and silent. 
The colour of life glistens along the black thread, 
Yet there is no such shine to my love’s eyes. 
If the next life is so eager to receive my love, 
Then let them pass with protection from the King and his Mother. 
Let them recognise my pleading bound around their wrist, 
And know that I loved them so much I turned blind. 
For what is there to see if not my love. 
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