
Amorphis, The melancholy spirit
The Melancholy SpiritIt was in this haunted place under a moonless cloak of ebonyI was drawn to the glow of a young spiritess weeping in the woodsThe blackest ravens and ice-veiled boughsHave spoken of you, goddess of these bleak woodsI yearn for your embrace, spiritess of the melancholiaShow me, again, your sweet faceEnchant me with your rich, cinder burnt etherLure me into your arms and bless unto me eternal deathShe had spoken to the dawnHer words wisped in tongues of the windAnd then silence...Pale clouds betrothed the dawnBlack rain fellThe birds wore masksThe haunting stain of her woeHad burned itself into the oakNight had goneBereaved, I was torn for herOne last time I witnessed her beauty in the distanceThe arms of the trees tore at her morbid gown swaying in the loathsome winterbreezeShe faded before my eyesSince that day a thousand veiled birds have taken flightAnd the melancholy rain still pours forever on

Amorphis - The melancholy spirit w Teksciory.pl

http://teksciory.interia.pl/amorphis-the-melancholy-spirit-tekst-piosenki,t,456063.html

