"willow hands, willow hands, 

what binds these willows to your hands? 

What power thy conjure to bound these unsightly twigs, 

through the flesh of your arms, 

to take the place of what hands were, 

bounded by flesh and thy bone, 

Sweeping willow in the wind, 

scratching the air to no avail, 

you feel , not 

not by these unclean hands, 

ungracefully bound, 

to feel thy pain, 

from the roots of your flesh, 

to the follicles of the tiniest hair, 

Mutely, u stare, 

afraid to speak, 

lest thy unclean blood be spilt, 

from the dismembered tongue, 

those villains have wrought, 

severed the member, 

and tainted your chastity, 

pitifully, 

you seek to shy away, 

ashamed, 

disgraced, 

even so,

 thy father embraces you, 

and kiss the lips where tainted blood flow, 

and slaughters the villains, 

sough ting to ruin all, 

skin their bods, 

sewn their lips, 

sealing their mouths, 

lest unclean words be spoken, 

in the lair of the grateful, 

the vengeful, 

and by their blood, 

made a feast for Gods, 

for their holy mother, 

for her to consume, 

flesh and bones of her sons, 

Blasphemous, 

twist the neck, 

and end her suffering, 

of his daughter, 

owner of willow hands, 

for a moment she relished, 

sweet vengeance, 

upon the graves of the defilers, 

finally , 
Lain down her life , 

willingly, 

for eternal peace."
