As the dew unwillingly descends down 

From its motherly haven to the earth 

As the trees’ fortified guard is broken 

When the sun penetrates their barrier 

And as the shielded moon deflects those rays 

Thrusting them back to shed light on darkness 

I stay strong and wait, in anxious earnest. 

For all is but a puppet master’s game; 

A puzzle maker’s pieces, fit as one; 

An artist’s canvas, painted a picture; 

A child’s hands, free to dream and create. 

And as the king sees it unfold, I wait. 

