Faithlessness Nevertheless

Oh, my [turne], my sweetie

So spacious, so pretty

How beautiful 

I have built thee

But, wow, now I mustn’t

Come close to yee

Whom should I leave you?

Whom but a bird

Narrow sparrow bird

That will on a summer day

Fly high above thee

Sad & sorrow for me

Hell & horror for the world

It will be

