
High Fells - Catharsis Lyrics 

 

1. Lingering 

2. Strangled 

3. Apparition of Fear 

4. Hypoxian 

5. A Summon 

6. Hiraeth 

7. Fall With the Sun 

8. Reaping Discontent 

9. Where They Call My Name 

 

LINGERING 

Slowly killing myself with each ragged breath 

I stand lingering at the edge of existence 

Rancid, eaten eyes 

Blank faces of the forest 

I hid, run from it 

A life I never cherished 

He dwells 

*SOLO* 

Don’t know who I am 

Don’t believe I exist 

And if I close my eyes 

Would I fade out? 

He dwells 

Lingering  

Waiting to pull me under 

 

STRANGLED 

A sudden wave of terror washing over me 

A panic, unfamiliar, strangles my soul 

The very essence of being, called into question 

A blank thought, a hidden enemy 

Always looming round the bend 

In my mind 

See his face 

Here he waits 

Spread the rot 

A panic so familiar 

Strangle my soul 

Looming round the bend, crippling 

In my mind, festering 

A single moment to myself, shifts to a nightmare 

 

APPARITION OF FEAR 

We hail and scorn the emptiness 

A cold grip on this reality 

Lines blurring between the horrors 

Fading memory of a life I’ve escaped 

Black fear  

Permeate my soul 

An ichorous filth of the world I’ve left 

Digging deep into my mind 

As the light fades 

So do I 

Cease to exist 

Fall with the sun 

Returning to the hole I’ve spent my entire life climbing out of 

Sundowning as I grasp my last breath 

I am all that’s left here 



Shivering isolation 

As the light fades 

So do I 

I am all that’s left here 

 

HYPOXIAN 

Facing the walls that held me 

Prison of my own wasted mind 

Locked in a hell of my making 

Forsaken by self, retreat to the cell 

Praise be 

The father 

Discarded life 

Unwanted and left to wander 

Facing the walls that held me 

Prison of my own wasted mind 

Locked in a hell of my making 

Forsaken by self, retreat to the cell 

Peering through the window of memory 

Turn to ash in the flood of light 

I no longer know my place 

A lack of oxygen 

Commiseration  

We reap what we sow 

 

A SUMMON 

I dreamt of good times 

Smiles and laughter 

And a void 

I dreamt of good times 

Love never ending 

And a void to swallow it all 

I dreamt of end times 

Calling forth, our demise 

And on our knees, we wait 

The ones I loved, consumed 

Faces buried in the dirt 

A flash of light, no more thoughts 

Waking in a body, no longer mine 

I dreamt of good times 

Smiles and laughter 

And a void 

I dreamt of end times 

Calling forth, our demise 

And on our knees, we wait 

 

HIRAETH 

An echoing anxious sigh comes creeping through me yet again 

The cold coming to greet me, my oldest friend 

Walls marred by memory, closing ever further in 

I never felt like I was home 

Begging for a breath, leaves crowding my sight 

Begging for warmth, choking on a prayer never to be heard 

Structures built, collapsing over and over 

What price should I pay for peace 

There is much pain in this world, but there was none in that room 

I know the sun has fallen, closing in another cold embrace 

Nothing left to take, closing the door behind me 

I never felt like I was home 

What price should I pay for peace 

There is much pain in this world, but there was none in that room 



 

FALL WITH THE SUN 

There dwells a certain irreverence 

The horror, the hanging panic 

One undeserving of my focus 

Fetid internals, war of thine eyes 

Buried with tied hands, I yield all to this beast 

Each moment that passes, black thoughts seeping in 

Burning my skin, searing my mind 

A lingering ghost, it consumes us all 

No hope for reprieve 

A lingering ghost, the voice drowns out all 

Submit to the inevitable 

I’m left with the question, can I shake this disease? 

Bereft of all but madness 

And fetid internals 

 

REAPING DISCONTENT 

Under the weight of these nightmares 

Bright days of my past drifting back  

Into the dark of my sleeping mind 

Your existence persists 

In my head, a reminder of all my failures 

This isn’t one of them 

*SOLO* 

Reaping discontent, I continue to question 

A reminder of all my failures  

This isn’t one of them 

My death of former self 

Good riddance to the shell of despair 

Unyielding nothingness, brought to black 

By your hands, they look just like mine 

 

WHERE THEY CALL MY NAME 

My eyes are burning 

Don’t leave me here, directionless in a world that hates me 

I am the nightmare, the sundering 

Faces turn away, doors shut and locked forever 

Wearing martyr’s skin, a tattered drape of sin 

Live and die a shade of your former self 

- 

Find me 

Too late 

Mangled at your feet 

Where they call my name 

 


