“geling a grip on ihings”
~Raleigh, 18
the imporiani things decay, roi, and iall away

my eyes are black my fongs are cold my heari siops

}iry io grip bui | can’i hold
| ieel so alive | lei the smile drive me up
I tei the thoughis drip down, | really did i this time
My inieniions were good, bui I'm breaking
This is really beginning io eai ai me ihe imporiani things are decaying

Her love is mine bui never mine io own...and ¥'m barely dreaming of
beiier things

Finally such sweei music the sound of braking
I'm sailing oui io see where everyone else is
In this deep and empiy
I really did ii this fime
m achingly in the in beiween pulling
Pain keeps me alive, aware
Angels dance on my back
Demons dig ai my ribs
Face down and feeling heavy

I really did ii this time, the imporiani things jusi had o roi and iall away



