PROMETHEUS SPEAKS
LEO FERNANDEZ

Feast on my rage for oy bleed runs chick!
My red wet wrists will reach for your thmar
Winged devil whose J'Lunger runs sick

You, bearer of my brother’s coat.

7 thou bastard villainous bird!
Far how long will Four shadow l:.:.ng?

Before you escend withour word
Cn route wings like death’s ha rangue.

How, you mertals and T Feel the hell
Dt- IEE shad.n:mr l]'l.ﬂl hﬂ.ng, OVED our h#ﬂr:i
And the feeling you could not touch to eell

wrill fp into us and tear our souls apart.

And despm: the lizhe of:hougl:: and nguagc
You fall into che \:EJ;-:JH of shade

Wher= Time and Dieath are the springs of la.n.g.l.isl:
Until the moment, the end, where all will fade.

E-\"H'I. o :FQI.I. .Fﬂ". into Ebl! IJ'I.:F |:|:m:| Dt- }'our :ongu.es

A.I'Id YDLI.E PI:D.FH.I.'I.E “’Dld! h-l\\! LIECD\.I'DE HEE
TCi E‘IJ'I.JLE '\'\DIJF wl“ wn:l: 1l,nour I.I.I.ﬂg!

A.I'ld rrn El:II! Elrlh Imea a .FL'IMIJ.I. El:r .

And was I the author of your ashen faret
Far the light I stale drove you insane;
For that I feel only remorse and hare.

So come black wings, deliver chine pain.



