
The Face I Hate

Morta Skuld

Separate bone from flesh
Separate flesh from blood
You remain in plain sight
But no one can see you
You engage me to fight
With the face I hate
    
I numb myself every day
I am my worst enemy
I kill myself every day
I'm the one being destroyed
    
Stripped apart, I see right through you
Stripped apart, damaged beyond repair
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