| Am the Spell

I am the Spell

Sacrifice is serenity

The overwhelming whisper of annihilation
The cold lechery of spidered dreams

As winter's sun eclipses the shattered moon
Abandoning angels, devour us

Conjuring illusion

Cauldron of lies

Born from the shadows

Of flickering fires

Blood on the edge of eternity

Smoldering beneath ritual pyres

Integrity
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