
 

Dissension 
 
Conjure in thyself, a triple 6 and forty-four 
Buried in the details but hidden there no more 
Lilith comes in your sleep and brings with her all that you seek 
Staring down oblivion warm message from an icy peak 
 
Sleight of hand and parlour tricks  
A blight of sand and deadly lies 
A broken door no one can fix 
I’m praying no one tries 
 
Throwing stones in mirrored rooms 
Erase the eyes upon me 
Patient as the hand of doom 
My shadows stay beside me 
 
Lucid moments, regretful thoughts  
Same pictures on the wall 
Wistful memories of better days 
Of time before the thrall 
 
The ground shifts, the sky inverts  
Casts a ghostly pall 
You think light will end the hurt  
But things are not the same at all 
 
PreChorus 
Chorus 
 
Conjure in myself,  
A triple six and nothing more 
A wolf among the tainted,  
Exile on the killing floor 
 
A triple six and nothing more 

 

 

Dose 
 
Defined, moving in spirals, 
The signs, deception gone viral 
Time, shouts from a distance 
Black lines surround me each instant 
 
The closer I get, the faster I spin, 
Touch the bottom and do it again, 
Therapeutic power repeating 
On the edge of time that’s retreating 
 
Strange and unnerving, give me  
Something familiar 
I’m undeserving 
Of time in this milieu 
 
Redefined, yet no less confusing 
My mind a cauldron that’s spewing 
Maligned, the solace accusing 
From flames of ignorant musing  
 
PreChorus 
Chorus 

 

 

The Light 
 
“Go to the light” said the man with the sword 
A gesture of malice betraying his word 
“You are the line, I am the hook”  
We’ll turn the diamonds into coal and rivers into red 
 
I am not Horus, though I covet my revenge 
I have not come here seeking anything 
I will not bring you peace 
I will not bring you comfort 
And I will see your bridges burn 
 
I’ll be the devil, you be the detail 
My predator sense will show us the trail 
You be the ship, I’ll be the sail 
Deliverance as we inhale, get out of the way 
 
I stand in darkness breathing in the night 
In silhouette this evil looks the same as light 
My scars are my defense, my sins are my reflection 
Our fortunes on the wings of fate 
 
Standing in the dark, breathing in the night 
In silhouette this evil, looks the same as light 
 
My scars are my armor 
My sins are my sword 
I’m taking you with me 
My last breath will be my last word 
 

 

Sorceress 

 
It’s on these winds we ride 
For us it’s now or die 
Arrows black the sky 
Raise your shield and fly 
 
It’s all in your fascination… and your frustration 
Make the change and crush your reservations 
 
For as long as you like, I will always fight 
And if the end gets near, I’ll hold you closer, dear 
For as long as you like, I will be your light 
And if the end gets near, we’ll bring the battle here 
 
Born of the elements, praising the decadent 
Held to be relevant, waste of the years you spent 
It wasn’t our time to die… 
 
Build a temple from the solid ground 
Before the seas rise up, come crashing down 
To pave the way beyond an idle crown 
Just miles and miles of silent sound 
 
It’s on these winds we ride 
For us it’s now or die 
To pave the way beyond an idle crown 
Just miles and miles of silent sound 
 
Chorus 

 

 

Steelier 

 
Needle in a digital haystack 
Analog avatar throwback 
Scarecrow in an empty field 
Modern day Holden Caulfield 
 
Right before my eyes, 
Formula paralyzed 
Burning the warring tides 
The sum of all my fears 
 
Spirit full of wide-eyed wonder 
Trading all my fours for threes 
A spell I can't get out from under 
Magnificent disease 
 
Outcast I embrace defeat 
Inspiration my one conceit 
Alone with my noumenon runes     
While you Neil in crowded rooms 
 
Needle in a digital haystack 
Analog avatar throwback 
 
Alone with my runes 

 
Chorus 

 

Touch 
 
Sometimes a whisper, sometimes a cold caress  
Sometimes it’s a vision, of shadows, more or less 
 
A sense of comfort like I can do no wrong  
Afraid to know the price afraid it won’t be long 
 
We stand sullen as the naked sun 
Hiding from a fate we can't outrun 
While our grace remains internal 
Numb to the banner we ourselves unfurled 
  
Waiting, always waiting 
 
Some see karma,  
Some see fate  
But I see an astral blackboard 
A scorecard on the slate 
 
I don’t believe in magic,  
Nor gods of the oblique  
The devil’s just a movie star,  
Chimera of the weak 
 
Chorus 
 
Lead me through darkness,  
Guide me through the night 
Your horns beneath the veil 
Have fallen from the light 
 

 


