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The Blade that Sung

The river swelled and flowed,
It coursed and thundered,
Its waters the colour of woad,
Its banks it plundered.

The river is a force, a power,
Simple boulders cannot slow,
The largest is but a flower,
Against the fury of the flow.

The river sings in its run,
It dances through the rapid,
Lithe and regal, together as one,
Brisk and free, no longer tepid.

The grass at the water’s edge glisten,
The water laps at its blades,
It sings with the water, listen,
Before the choir fades.

The blade sung,
His mind clever,
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Dorimad Sol forever.

