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- the silence is screaming - then you sit there alone wearing your nerves outside. the silence is screaming. i wish i could talk. swal-

low a demon, drowned my worries, like a ship in the storm, crashing throu%h the night without a crew - untried 1gnorant wasn't
itjusta dream to be more than useless, to keep your mouth shut when you'd Iike to scream7 to smile when you'd rather kill? you think
i'm nice when i let you go without blood on my hands - you sleep alone - seek the fire that burns you cold, I waited so long to open - no tomorrow - reserved feelings, think I hve but die in my dream. no tomorrow, no tomorrow! - empty heartbeats - sometimes
my mouth and shape the thoughts into words. what was, became a habit. you sleep alone - headache - a scream in an empty room it's impossible to live, a hope for peace, gravely alone, a need for pain, a need for comfort, drowned in t %le longmé extinguished in - the first stone - to cast the first stone, sitlmﬁ in the tree, sawing of the branch. I see the top of the pyramid, I see your uniforms and
pumps blood to thoughts that blow your head - meaning ‘of life - i found the meaning of life killed by those who mutilate my sisters the empty hearbeats of intoxication. sometimes this strange fechng of hating your own moves, you wish to cry, but it’s buried too I cast the first stone - flight to the forest - the day spilled in the bloodred sun, burns the town, burns the forest. we are one under

and execute my brothers deep inside, you wish to give up, but it's buried too deep inside - daydream - craydream‘ feels like I'm floating ;ilone on the sea! the same sun, in everlasting struggle against the ones %oldmg the gun



