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by the rude
bridge

i fling my soul to the air,
flying

stuff of the
moon

 

old and blind

i hunger

to go my way
complacently

 

rocked in the cradle of the
deep

i do not pray for
peace

softly in the light of
day

through halls of sleep you
wandered by

the broad earth's aching
breast

gone are the three, those
sisters rare

 

therefore i may
not

 

as a white
candle

it was the autumn of the
year
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