
Church, November
I am the first sonAnd I am the only oneI live among the bramblesWhere the black river ramblesI eat only flowersThen I retain their powersI love my belladonnaI love to lose your honourAnd I am the second sonAnd I am the radiant oneI live among the olden folkWhere the poppies and the thorns chokeAnd I eat only morselsThat I steal from the mortalsAnd I love my little arrowAnd I love her to the marrowI am the third sonI am the forgotten oneI live among the aerialsWhere the birds have their burialsI eat only pure amnesiaSo my memory can't freesiaAnd I love my tiny maidenAnd I love to put the blade in
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