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Infinite Orbit
Long be the empty nights, long be the empty days
Hollow times drag along with aggressive weight
My eyes leak acid on a dream soaked pillowcase
A toxic feel romanticizes the blues of attempts failed

Artistry Strikes
However, my thoughts exit the temple of my brain
They hover around as whispers in the soundscape
That target the theatrical scene I fabricate
As deafning screams of a façade of a thousand pains
Paralyzed unfinished duties demand unimaginable rage
Rage, rage, and rage against the dying of your fate
Time will deliver treasures you are yet to celebrate



