
Iron & Wine, This solemn day
You returned the book unfinishedAbout a girl with raven hairAnd a gentleman, her loverWho presented her a mareWhich she rode across the countryLeaving him to tend the landWhich had turned to dry a quarterWhen it met his lonely handsNo more weeds left in your gardenNo more green and no more stoneNo more guilty left to pardonOnly evil of your own
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