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i ne Grave- Tree

It will be the Scarlet Hunter
Come to, tell me time is Èàone;

On the idle hills forever

There will stand the idle sun.

There the wind will stay to whisper

Many wonders to the reeds;

But I shall not f ear to follow

Where my Scarlet Hunter leads.

I shall know him in the darkling

Murmur of the river bars,

While his feet are on the mountains

Treading out the smoldering stars.
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