he hears the cry of the sedge

I yvanoer by the edge

of this Oesolate lake

vwhere YwmoO cries m the sedce:
until the axle break
that keeps the stars mn their rRouno,
an© hanos hurl mn the Oeep
the banners or East and West,
ano the GIROle or Light 1s unbouno,
your breast will not lle by the breast
or your beloved In sleep.



