Enter The Rose

I'm on the floor in the dark all alone
Torn and twisted at the foot of my bed
And the last thing I see is my heart
Bleeding tears I could have never shed

Chorus
Who is the maker of this great pain?
The maker of this great!
Who is the maker of this great pain?
When will I be free?

Enter the rose in clothes
The gifted one, the reader of dreams
Of simple life and humble heart
Some times all is not what it seems

Chorus
Who is the maker of this great pain?
The maker of this great!
Who is the maker of this great pain?
Tell me is it me?

And so he peels the layers away
Pausing breifly just to say
We must take on the power of the dark
Sometimes the bite is worse that the bark!

Chorus
No longer must there be pain great pain!
No longer must there be pain great pain!
No longer must there be pain great pain?
You can be free
